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Dramatis Perſonæ“. 


DUKE. 5 
Frederick, brother to the Duke, and uſurper, 
Amiens, } Lords attending upon the Duke in his ba- 


Jaques, mſhment.. 

| Le Ben, à courtier attending upon Frederick. 
Oliver, eldeſt Son to Sir Rowland de Boys. 
= bf f Tunger brothers to Oliver. 


Adam, an old ſervant of Sir Rowland de 0p 
Touchſtone, a clown. 


Corin, 
Sylvius, . 8 hepherds. 


William, in love with Audrey. 
Sir Oliver Mar-text, a country curate. 


Charles, wre/tler to the r Duke Frederick 


Dennis, ſervant to Oliver. 


Roſalind, daughter to the Dute. 
Celia, daughter to Frederick. 
Phebe, 1 J. 

Audrey, a country wench. 


Lords belnging to the two Dalai] with pages,  fardfters, 


and other atlengants. 


The SCENE lies, 2 near Oliver” 8 . and, 


afterwards, partly in the Duke's Court ; and partly 
in the Foreſt of Arden. N 4 


The firſt Edition of this PRE. is in (the Folio of 1623. 


DS The lift of the perſons being omitted in the old Editions, as 
| added by Mr, Ks. 7 


* 
* * 


AS YOU LIKE IT. 


„ 


SCENE I. 


OL IVE R's Orchard. 


Enter Orlando and Adam. 


| OALAN Do. 

81 remember, Adam, it was 
By Will, but a poor thou- 

and, as thou ſay'ſt, charged 


bequeath'd me. 
ſand crowns *; 


upon this faſhion 


my brother on his Bleſſing to breed me well. And 
there begins my ſadneſs. My brother Jaques he keeps 


— 


* As I remember, Adam, it 
ewas upon this FASHION bequeathed 
me by Will, but a poor thouſand 
crowns, &c.] The Grammar, as 
well as ſenſe, ſuffers cruelly by 
this reading. There are two 
nominatives to the verb Ge- 
gueathed, and not ſo much as one 
to the verb charged: and yet. to 
the nominative there wanted, 

[his blefſing] refers. So that 
the whole ſentence 1s confuſed 
and obſcure, A very ſmall 

alteration in the reading and 


at ſchool, and report ſpeaks goldenly of -his profit. 


pointing ſets all right. 


For 


As I remember, Adam, it awas 
upon this MY FATHER bequeathed 
me, Kc. The Grammar is now 
rectified, and the ſenſe alfo; 
which is this, Orlando and Adam 
were diſcourſing together on the 
cauſe why the younger brother 
had but a ould: crowns left 
him. They agree upon it; and 
Orlando opens the ſcene in this 
manner, As I remember, it was 
upon this, i. e. for the reaſon we 
have been talking of, that my 
father left me but a thouſand 
crowns ; however, to make a- 
B 2 mends 


* Has YOU LIXE I. 
For my part, be keeps me ruſtically at home ; or, ro 
ſpeak more properly, ſtays me here at home, unkept *; 
for call you that keeping for a gentleman of my birth, 
that differs not from the ſtalling of an ox? His horles 


are bred better; for beſides that they are fair with 


their feeding, they are taught their manage, and to 


chat end riders dearly hired ; but I, his brother, gain 


nothing under him but growth; for the which his 
animals on his dunghills are as much bound to him as 
IJ. Beſides this Nothing that he fo plentifully gives 
me, the Something that nature gave me?, his coun- 
tenance ſeems to take from me. He lets me feed with 
his hinds, bars me the place of a brother, and, as 
much as in him lies, mines my gentility with my edu- 
cation. This is it, Adam, that grieves me; and the 
Spirit of my father, which, I rhink, is within me, 


begins to mutiny againſt this ſervitude. I will no 


longer endure it, tho* yet I know to wiſe remedy how 
to avoid it. 5 N 


mends for this ſcanty proviſion, * STavys me here at home, un- 
he charged my brother on his 4epf.] We ſhould readsTrs, i. e. 
bleſſing to breed me well. keeps me like a brute. The fol- 
5 WaR BURTON. lowing words —— for call you 
There ts, in my opinion, no- that keeping —— that differs not 
thing but a point miſplaced, and from the flalling of an ox, con- 


an omiſſion of a word which eve- firms this emendation. So Cal:i- 
ry hearer can ſupply, and which ban ſays, þ 


therefore an abrupt and eager di- r 1 

e naturally 8 r 775 9 2 
I read thus: As I remember, rock. APR 
Adam, it was on this faſhion be= Sties is better than fays, and 
gueathed me. By will but a poor more likely to be Shakeſpear's, = 
thouſand CYOWNS 3 and, as thou 3 His counTEN AUB fem ro 
fay * my brother on his take from me.] We Thoukd ver- 


bleſſing to breed me well. What tainlyreadÞ7rD15counTERNANCE, | 


is there in this difficult or ob- Wax BURTON, 


feure? the nominative my father Thete is no need of change, 


is certainly left out, but ſo left a countenance is either good or 
out that the auditor inſerts it, bal. FA 
in ſpite of himſelf, - | 


5 
— 


AT TOV HIKE AT 5 


— 
3 
— 
* 


SCENE U. 8 
= -__ Extes Oliver, 


Adam. Vonder comes my maſter, your brother, | 
Orla. Go apart, Adam, and thou ſhalt hear how he 
= will ſhake me up... 10 4 
Oli. Now, Sir, what make ye here? gr 

Orla. Nothing: I am not taught to make any 
thing. | | 
Oli. What mar ye then, Sir? 5 
> Orla. Marry, Sir, I am helping you to mar That 
which God made; a poor unworthy brother of yours, 
with idleneſs. ' | | 


Oli. Marry, Sir, be better 


a while *. 


e (better emphy'd 


nought a while.] Mr. Theobald 


haas here a very critical note; 


| © which, though his modeſty ſaf- 


fered him to withdraw it from his 


ſecond edition, deſerves to be 
perpetuated, . e. (fays he) be 
"2. better employed, in my opinion, in 
> being and doing nothing. Your 
2+ zalengf5 as you call it may 95 an ex- 


xt world: and I had rather you were 
4 @ contemptible Cypher. The poet 
2X /eems to me to have that trite pro- 
| verbial ſentiment in his eye quoted, 


ny and others; ſatius eſt otioſum 
2X eſſe quam nihil agere. But Oli- 
ver in the perverſencſs of his diſ- 
7 poſition would reverſe the dbctrine 
/ the proverb, Does the Read- 
 —_ - *".- 2: vs : 


and be 


9 erciſe, by auhich you may make a 
Jigure, and endear pour ſelf to the 


and reads, 
öde au bt a while. 


from Attilius, by the younger Pli- 


employ'd, and be nought 
| - Orla. 


er know what all this means? 
But 'tis no matter. I will aſſure 
him be nought a while is on- 
ly a north- country proverbial 
curſe equivalent to, a miſchief 


on you. So the old Poet Skelton. 
Correct firſt thy ſelſè, walke and 


BE NOUGHT, 


Deen what thou lift, thou know- 


oft nat my thought. 


But what the Oxford Editor could 
not explain, he would amend, 


 WaRBURTONe - 


If be nought a while has the 
ſignification here given it, the 
reading may certainly ſtand ; but 
till J learned its meaning from 
this note; L read,  - ZE 
T3 Be 


6 AS YOU LIKE IS - 
Orla. Shall T keep your hogs, and eat buſks with 
them? what Prodigal's portion have I ſpent, that I 
ſhould come to ſuch penury ? LE > 
Oli. Know you where you are, Sir? | 
Orla. O, Sir, very well ; here in your Orchard. 
Oli. Know you before whom, Sir? 8 


Orla. Ay, better than he, I am before, knows me. 


I know, you are my eldeſt brother; and in the gentle 
condition of blood, you ſhould ſo know me. The 
courteſy of nations allows you my better, in that you 
are the firſt born; but the ſame tradition takes not 


away my blood, were there twenty brothers berwixt 


us. I have as much of my father in me, as you; al- 
beit, I confeſs your coming before me is nearer to his 
reverence ©. . 8 
Oli. What, boy! [menacing with his hand. 
Orla. Come, come, elder brother, you are too young 
in this. - | lcollaring him, 
Oli. Wilt thou lay hands on me, villain? 
Orla. J am no villain®: I am the youngeſt ſon of 


Sir Rowland de Boys; he was my father, and he is 


be better employed, ard be naught intended a ſatirical reflection on 
a while. his brother, who by letting him 


1 feed with his hinds treated him as 


In the ſame ſenſe as we ſay it is 
Better to do miſchief, than to do 
nothing, . 
5 Albeit, I confeſs your coming 
Before me is nearer to his REVE- 


 RENCE.] This is ſenſe indeed, 


and may be thus underſtood, — 


The reverence due to my father 
is, in ſome degree, derived to 


vou, as the firſt born But I am 
perſuaded that Orlando did not 
here mean to compliment his 

brother, or condemn himſelf; 
ſomething of both which there is 


in that ſenſe, I rather think he 


might write, 


for a fellow of 


one not fo nearly related to old 


Sir Robert as himſelf was. I 


imagine 


albeit your 
caming before me is nearer to his 
REVENUE, 7, e, though you are 
no nearer in blood, yet it muſt 
be owned, indeed, 7 are nearer 
in eſtate. ARBURTON. 
Jam no villain.] The word 
villain is uſed by the elder bro- 
ther, in its preſent meaning, for 
a wicked or bloody man ; by Or- 
lando, in its original ſignification, 
aſe extraction. 
thrice 


— 


therefore Shakeſpear 


WSN 


AS YOU LIE E 11. 


q 3 | thrice a villain, that ſays, ſuch a father begot villains. 


Wert thou not my brother, I would not take this hang 


from thy throat, *till this other had pulled out thy 

tongue for ſaying ſo; thou haſt rail'd on thyſelf. 

Adam. Sweet maſters, be patient; for your father's 
7 remembrance, be at accord. 


Oli. Let me go, I ſay. . 
Orla. I will not 'till I pleaſe. You ſhall hear me: 
My father charged you in his Will to give me 

good education; you have train'd me up like a pea- 
> fant, obſcuring and hiding from me all gentleman: like 
qualities. The Spirit of my father grows ſtrong in 
me, and I will no longer endure it: therefore allow 
me ſych exerciſes as may become a gentleman, or give 
me the poor allottery my father left me by teſtament ; 
with that I will go buy my fortunes. | 
900i. And what wilt thou do? beg, when that is 
= ſpent? Well, Sir, get you in. I will not long 
be troubled with you: you ſhall have ſome part of 
your will. I pray you, leave me. 

=> Orla. I will no further offend you, than becomes me 
for 1 > 

Oli. Get you with him, you old dog. 

Adam. Is old dog my reward? moſt true, I have 
loſt my teeth in your ſervice. God be with my old 
maſter, he would not have ſpoke ſuch a word. 

' [Exe. Orlando and Adam. 


SCENE I. 


Ol. Is it even ſo? — Begin you to grow upon me? : 
El will phyſick your rankneſs, and yet give no thous 
fand crowns neither. Holla, Dennis! 


| | Enter Dennis, 
Den. Calls your Worſhip ? 
— C 


4 


% 


3 |. AS YOU LIKE 1T. 


o. Was not Charles, the Duke's Wreſtler, here to 


ak with me? 
Den. So pleaſe you, he is here at the door, and 1 im- 


portunes acceſs io you. 
Oli. Call him in — [Exit Dennis. Twill bea good 


way; and to-morrow the . i8. 


Enter Charles. 


Cha. Good morrow to your Worlhip. 
Oli. Good monſieur raping. what” $ the new news 


at the new Court? 


Cha. There's no news at the Court, Sir, but the 


old news; that is, the old Duke is baniſh'd by his 
ounger brother the new Duke, and three or four lov- 


ing lords have put themſelves into voluntary exile with 


| him; whoſe lands and revenues enrich the new Duke, 


therefore he gives them good leave to wander. 
Oli. Can you tell, if Ro/alind, the old Duke's 8 


daughter, be baniſh'd with her father? 


Cha. O, no; for the new Duke's daughter her cou- 
ſin ſo loves her, being ever from their cradles bred 


together, that ſhe would have followed her exile, or 
have died to ſtay behind her. She is at the Court, 
and no leſs beloved of her uncle than his own daugh- 
ter; and never two ladies loved, as they do. 

0 Where will the old Duke lives 

. Cha. They ſay, he is already in the foreſt of ts, 
and a many merry men with him; and there they live 
like the old Robin Hood of England. They ſay, many 
young gentlemen flock to him every day, and cer the 
timo careleſly, as they did in the golden world. 


Duke? 


12 | The old Duke's daughter. ] of the 4 are inſerted from : 


The words old and netv, which Sir 7. Henmer's 1 1 
ſeem neceſſary to the 52 . 
Cba. 


Oli. What, _—_ weeltle to- morrow * the new : 


TORS, 
3 


| a8 FOQOU EE 4%. M- 
. Cha. Marry, do I, Sir; and I eame to acquaint you 
wuoiith a matter. I am given, Sir, fecretly to under- 
ſtand, that your younger brother Orlando hath a diſ- 
oo tion to come in diſguis'd againſt me to try a Fall. 
o-morrow, Sir, I wreſtle for my credit; and he, that 


7M F | eſcapes me without fome broken limb, ſhall acquit him 
well. Your brother is but young and tender, and for 


your love 1 would be loth to foil him; as I mult for 
mine own honour, if he come in. Therefore out of 
my love to you, I came hither to acquaint you withal; 


that either you might ſtay him from his intendment, 


or brook ſuch diſgrace well as he ſhall run into; in 
that it is a thing of his own ſearch, and altogether 
againſt my will. | „ 

Oli. Charles, I thank thee for thy love to me, which 
thou ſhalt find, I will moſt kindly requite. I had my- 


'= ſelf notice of my brother's purpoſe herein, and have 


by under-hand means laboured to diſſuade him from 
it; but he is refolute. I tell thee, Charles, he is the 


, 1 ſtubborneſt young fellow of France ; full of ambition, 


an envious emulator of every man's good parts, a ſe- 
cret and villainous contriver againft me his natural bro- 
ther. Therefore uſe thy diſcretion ; I had as lief thou 
didſt break his neck, as his finger. And thou wert 
beſt look to't; for if thou doſt him any flight diſgrace, 
or if he do not mightily grace himſelf on thee, he will 
practiſe againſt thee by poiſon ; entrap thee by ſome 


treacherous device; and never leave thee, 'till he hath 
da'en thy life by ſome indirect means or other; for! 
aaſſure thee; (and almoſt with tears I ſpeak it) there is 
not one ſo young and ſo villanous this day living. I 
peak but brotherly of him; but ſhould I anatomize 
im to thee as he is, I muſt bluſh and weep, and thou 
muſt look pale and wonder. | 


Cha. I am heartily glad, I came hither to yon. If 


hee come to moreow, Ii] give him his payment; if 
erer he go alone again, Til never wreſtle for prize 


more. And fo, God keep your Worſliip-. EH. 
= 5 So Op : Ps Pf Oli. Fare- 


w AS YOU LIKE IT. 


Oli. Farewel, good Charles. Now will I ſtir this 


gameſter: I hope, I ſhall ſee an end of him; for my 
foul, yet I know not why, hates nothing ove. than 


him. Yet he's gentle; never ſchool'd, and yet learned; 


full of noble device; of all Sorts enchantingly be- 
loved; and, indeed, ſo 3 in the heart of the world, 
and eſpecially of my own people who beſt know him, 
that I am altogether miſpriſed. But it ſhall not be fo 
long—rthis wreſtler thall clear all. Nothing remains, 


but that I kindle the 125 1 which now Pll go 


About. . N Em 


SCENE Iv. 
Changes to to an e Mall, before the Duke” S Palace. 


Enter Roſalind and Celia, 


Cel. Pray thee, Roſalind, ſweet my coz, bi: merry. - 


Ref. Dear Celia, I ſhow more mirth than I am 
miſtbeſs of; and would you yet I were merrier ? Un- 


Jeſs you could teach me to forget a bamiſh'd father, you 


mult not learn me how to remember any extraordinary 
pleaſure. 


Cel. Herein, I ſee, thou Jov'ſt me not wich the full 


weight that I love thee. If my uncle, thy baniſhed 
father, had baniſhed thy uncle, the Duke my father, 
fo thou hadſt been ſtill with me, I could have taught 


my love to take thy father for mine; ſo wouldſt thou, 


if the truth of thy love to me were ſo righteouſly tem- 
per'd, as mine is to thee. 

Na. Well, I will forget the condition of my eſtre 
to rejoice in yours. 

Cel. You know, my father hath no child but I, nor 
none is like to have; and, truly, when he dies, thou 


ſhalt be his heir; for what he hath taken away from 


thy father perforce, I will render thee again in aſſec- 


_ by. mine Honour, © WIR when I break 


that 


7 confounded tortune whole wheel 


the lineaments of nature. 


AS TO'V VIKE 2 „ 
that oath, let me turn monſter. Therefore, my ſweet 


Roſe, my" dear Roſe, be merry. 


Rof. From henceforth I will, coz; . deviſe Snbevd. 
Let me ſee What think you of falling in love? 

Cel. Marry, I pr'ythee, do, to make ſport withal; 
but love no man in good earneſt; nor no further in 
ſport neither, than with ſafety of. a pure en thou 


| may'lt in honour come off again. 


Roſ. What ſhall be our Sport then? ? 
Cel. Let us fit and mock the good houſewife . 


m—_ from her wheel *, that her gifts may henceforth 


e beſtowed equally. 

Rof. 1 would, we could do ſo; for her benefits ans 
mightily miſplaced, and the bountiful blind woman 
doth moſt miſtake in her gifts to women. | 

Cel. Tis true; for thoſe, that ſhe makes fair, ſhe 
ſcarce makes honeſt ; and thoſe, that ſhe makes honeſt, 
ſhe makes very ill- favoured. 

Rop. Nay, now thou goeſt from S 8 office to 
nature's: fortune reigns in gifts of the world, 1 not in 


Enter Touchſtone, a Clown. 


Cel. No! when nature hath made à fair creature, 
may ſhe not by fortune fall into the fire? Though na- 
ture hath given us wit to flour at fortune, hath not 
fortune ſent in this Fool to cut off this argument? 

Roſ. Indeed, there is fortune too hard for nature; 
when fortune makes nature's Natural the cutter off of 
nature's Wit. 

Cel. Peradventure, this is not forrane? 8 id nei- 
ther, but nature's; who, perceiving our natural wits 
too dull to reaſon of ſuch Goddeſſes, hath ſent this 


3 — mock the good 90 only figures 3 and vi- 
Fort une from her .wheel,) The ciſſitude, with the deſtinie that 
wheel of fortune is not the hee! ſpins the thread of life, though in- 
of a houſewife. Shakeſpeare has deed not with a wheel. . 


© 


Namral 


|| Fs TOULIXE LT, 


Natural for our whetſtone : for always the dulneſs of 
the fool is the whetſtone of the wits. How now, Wit, 
whither wander yu? 2 

u. Miſtreſs, you muſt come away to your father. ra 

| Cel. Were you made the meſſenger ? 1 
_ Che. No, by mine honour ; but I was bid to come 1 
27 Where learned you that oath, fool ? 1 
Ch. Of a certain Knight, that ſwore by his honour 
they were good pancakes, and ſwore by his honour 
the muſtard was naught. Now Pll ftand- to it, the 
pancakes were naught, and the muſtard was good, and 
yet was not the Knight forſworn. 
Gel. How prove _ that in the great heap of your 5 
hy #1 5-4 ? 55 
Roſe Ay, marry; now unmuzzle your wiſdom. Nv 
' Clo. Stand you both forth now; ſtroke your chins 
= and ſwear by your beards that I am a knave. RF 
= -  j- Cel. By our beards, if we had them, thou art. 
| Cho, By my knavery, if I had it, then I were; but 
if you ſwear by That that is not, you are not for= 
ſworn ; no more was this Knight ſwearing by his ho- 7 
nour, for he never had any; or if he had, he had 
ſworn it away, before ever he ſaw thoſe pancakes Or 
chat muſtard. = 
Cel. Pr'ythee, who is chat thou meant? . So 
_ Cle. 9 One, that old Frederick your father loves. 
Cel. My father's love i 18 enough to banour him: — 


'9 Clo. One, that old Frederick 
your father loves, 
Roſ. My Father's Lewe is exough 
to bonour him enough 5] This 
Reply to the Chas is in all the 
Books plac'd to Ro/alind; but 
Frederick was not her Father, but 


Celia: I have therefore ven- 


tur'd to prefix the Name of Celia. 


There is no Countenance from 
_ ay Paſſage in the Play, or from 


the Dramatic Perfonzr, to ima- 


gine, that Both the Brother- 
Dukes were Nameſakes; and 
One call'd the Old, and the Other 
the Younger Freder 241 and, with- 
out ſome ſuch Authority, i it woula 
make Confuſion to ſuppoſe it. 
THEOBALD. 
Mr. Theobald ſeems not to 


know that the Dramatis Perſonæ 


were 1 enumerated by Roaue. 


enough! 


= What wiſe men do fooliſhly. 


AS YOVULLTBE ien 13 
8 enough ſpeak no more of him, you'll be whipt for 
taxation one of theſe days. 

* Cl. The more pity, that fouls may not ſpeak wiſely 


Cel. By my troth, thou ſay'{ true; for face the li- 


* le wit that fools have was filenc'd , the little foolery 
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* q aer you? 


— fence the 2 abit that 
- aal. hs was filenc'd.] Shake: 
paare probably alludes to the uſe 
XZ of fools or jefters, who for ſome 
ng ages had been allowed in all courts 
'y 1 an unbridled liberty of cenſure 
| F f Tow mockery, and about this time 
an to be leſs tolerated. 
— lid on awith z trowel., ] 


: 7 that wiſe men have makes a 1 Show: here dane 


SCENE v. 
Enter Le Beu. 


e 


0%. With his mouth full of NEWS. 9 ; 
Cel. Which he will put on us, as pigeons feed their 


| Ref. Then ſhall we be news-cram'd. _ | 
Cel. All the better, we ſhall be the more marketable. 
Bon jour, Monſieur le Beu ; what news? 

Lie Beu, Fair Princels, you have loſt much 000 


"Cel Sport; of what colour? 1 1 
Le Ben. What colour, Madam! ? How Galt 1 an- 


Rof. As wit and 3 will. 

Clo. Or as the deſtinies decree. 

Cel. Wellfaid; that was laid on wich A trowel”. 25 
C. Nay, if I keep not my rank, 

Ro. Thou loſeſt thy old ſmell. | 
Le Bru. Yon amaze me, ladies. 4 would bare | 


I ſoppoſe the -meani ing is, that 


there is too heavy a maſs of big 


words laid upon = ſlight ſubject. - 
Tou amaze me, ladies.) Toh 
amaze, here, is not to aſtoniſh or 


Rrike with wonder, but to per- 


plex; to confuſe; as, to put out 
of the nn narrative. . 


* 


told 


ww] 2a YOU LIXE I 


told you good wreſtling, which you have loſt the 
ſight © ww 
2 Vet tell us the manner of the wreſtling. | Y 


Le Beu. I will tell you the beginning, and, if it pleaſe 
your Ladyſhips, you may ſee the end, for the beſt is 
yet to do; and here where you are, they are coming 1 
to perform it. 3 

Cel. Well—the 3 that is dead and ork. 

Le Beu. There comes an old man and his three 
Wb 

Cel. . match this beginning with an old tale. | 

Le Beu. Three proper young men, of excellent 
growth and prefence ;— 

R/. With bills on their necks : Be it known unto 
all men by theſe preſents *, ——— 

Le Beu. The eldeſt of the three wreſtled with Charles 
the Duke's Wreſtler; which Charles in a moment threw 
Him, and broke three of his ribs, and there is little 
hope of life in him: ſo he ſerv'd the Second, and ſo + 
the Third. Yonder they lie, the poor old man their 


father making ſuch pitiful Dole over them, that all the 
beholders take his his part with ver | 


Ry; Als! 


© With BILLS on their necks : 
Be it known unto all men by theſe 
preſents ; - The ladies and the 
Heel, according to the mode of 
wit at that time, are at a kind 
of croſs purpoſes. Where the words 
of one ſpeaker are wreſted by 
another, in a repartee, to a dif- 
ferent meaning. As where the 
Chan ſays juſt before — Nay, 
if I keep not my rank. Roſalind 
 Teplies---thou /ofeff thy cold frrell. 
So here when Reſalind had ſaid, 
With bills on their necks, the 
Clan, to be quits with her, puts 
in, F all "lex by theſe pre- 
ſents, She ſpoke of an inſtru- 


ment of war, and he turns it to 


an inſtrument of law oi the ſame 


name, beginning with theſe words: 
So that they muſt be given to 
him. Wag B RTON, 

This conjecture is ingenious, 


Where meaning is fo very thin, 


as in this vein of jocularity, it 1s 
hard to catch, and therefore I 
know not well what to deter- 
mine; but | cannot ſee why Ro- 


ſalind ſhould ſuppoſe, that the 


competitors in a wreſtling match 
carried bit on their ſhoulders, 
and I believe the whole conceit 
is in the poor reſemblance df pre- 
(7 and e 88 


Co: But 


* 


„ 


, or Www  wm- 


* el we W -» - — 


IA Vo Ir ET 
9 Clo. But what is the Sport, Monfirur, that the la- 
| dies have loſt ? 


13 


Le Beu. Why this, that I ſpeak 3 = 
Clo. Thus men may grow. wiſer every day! k is 


3 the firſt time that ever I heard IOC of ribs was 


ſport for ladies. 
Cel. Or I. I promiſe thee. 


Rof. But is there any elſe longs to foe this Pas. 


3 1 2 in his ſides? is there yet another doats oon 
rib- breaking? Shall we ſee this wreſtling, Couſin ? 


Le Beu. You muſt if you ſtay here; for here is the 


© place appointed for the wreſtling, and Rey are Fay 
1 to perform it. 


Cel. Vonder, ſure, they are ein. "Let us now 


10 and ſee 1 it. 


SCENE VL. 


3 Flouriſh. Enter Duke Frederick, 33 os 
. - Charles, and Attendants. _ 


D Come on. 


1 there any 4] 2 longs to 


N 5 SEE this broken muſic in his ſides ?] 


A A ſtupid error in the copies. They 
are talking here of ſome who had 


their ribs broke in wreſtlin g: and 


tte pleaſantry of Ro/alind's re- 
partee muſt conſiſt in the alluſion 


mhle makes to compoſing in muſich. 

It neceſſarily follows therefore, 
dhat the poet wrote s ET 7his 
1 broken muſick : in his ſides. 


WARBURTON. 


If any change were neceſſary 

I ſhould write, feel this mo 
== mufich, tor ſee. 

 X colloquial term for SS or 

g Cr experiment. 


But ee is 


So we ay. every 
1 


; 


4 Since the Youth will not be en- 
* treated, his own peril on his for wardneſes. 
Re. Is vonder the man? 


day, fee if the water be hot; I 
will ee which is the beſt time; 
ſhe has tried, and ſees that ſhe 
cannot lift it. In this ſenſe ſer 
may be here aſed. The ſufferer 
can, with no propriety, be ſaid 
to ſet the muſick ; neither is the 
allufion to the aQ of tuning an 


Inſtrument, or pricking a tune, 


one of which muſt be meant b 


ſetting muſick. Roſalind hints at 


awhimfical ſimilitude between the 
ſeries of ribs gradually ſhorten- 
ing, and ſome muſical inſtruments, 


and therefore calls broken ribs, , 


3» 


broken _ che 


1. Be. N 


16 AS 1 0 U LIKE 1 T. 


Le Ben, Even he, Madam. 
Cel. Alas, he is too young; yet he lite faced. 


full | 
| 856. How now, Daughter and Couſin; are you 
crept hirher to fee the wreſtling ? | 
Rof. Ay, my liege, ſo pleaſe you give us 3 5 
Dube. You will take little delight in it, T can tell 
you, there is ſuch odds in the & men: in pity of the 
challenger's youth, I would feign diſſuade him, but he 
will not be entreated. Speak t him, ladies, ſee if yon 
can move him. 
Cel. Call him hither, good Monſieur Le Beu. 
Duke. Do ſo. I'll not be by. [Duke goes apart. 
Le Beu. Monſieur the Challenger, the Princefles call 
for you. 
Orla. L attend them with all reſpe& and duty. | 
Ref. Young man, have you challeng'd Charles the 
_ wreſtler? 
Orla. No, fair Princeſs; he is the general ene 


I come but in, as others do, to uy with him the 


ſtrength of my youth. 
Cel. Young Gentleman, your ſpirie are too bold for 
your years. Yon have ſeen cruel proof of this man” s 


ſtrength. If you ſaw yourſelf with your own eyes, 


or knew yourſelf with your judgment, the fear of your 


adventure would counſel you ro a more equal enter- ; | 
prize. We pray you, for your own fake, to embrace 


Your own ſafety, and give over this r 


* Sir T. 8 In the old eee, dg. 
Bulitions, the man. Wa rBURTON. 


ha ſaw y_ * cannot find the abſurdity of 1 


LY CG —— Ex * : . _— 1 2 Ws ; 
S TOES" ONO 8 . 8 3 
Cr =, "RW 2 r e 
J d er DL S 


CR RI ITY Ns "Ie? ID 3 7 
„ . . Cor EE LINES 
e Wo HE - 8 4 Teh 
— 9 IRE PERS! ECO A Rune Wald Foe, 


north OUR ces, or Aneab your, ent reading. If you ene | 1 | 


a#tb'v0UR judgment. ] pew = linded and intoxicated, ſays 


Tbe ſenſe requires that we ſhould the 'princeſs, auith the fpirit of | 


read, oux ces, and:0Uk jadgment. euterprofe, i ya icentd ie your 
The argumentũs, Tur pirits are own eyes to ſee, or your iPwn 
400 bound, und therefore your 
ment decei ves you ; but alu you - 
and Kab See With our more = * 


judgment to Kno yoar/{f; be > 
E a I 3 


ATOU UF TF. 17 
1 Roſ. Do, young Sir; your reputation ſhall not there- 
fore be miſpriſed. We will make it our ſuit to the 
1 Dale, that the wreſtling might not go forward. 
7 Orla. beſeech you, puniſh me not with your hard 
thoughts, wherein I confeſs me much guilty, to deny 
1 ſo fair and excellent ladies any thing. But let your 
fair eyes and gentle wiſhes go with me to my trial, 
wherein if I be foil'd, there is but one ſham'd that was 
never gracious; if kill'd, but one dead that is willing 
2 4 to be ſo. 1 ſhall Go my friends no wrong, for I have 


A 1 7 
2 


Pp. have nothing; 8 in the world I fill up a place, 
© which may be better ſupplied when I have made it 
empty. 

. Ref. The little ſtrength that I have, I would it were 

with you, | 

> Cel. And mine to eke out hers. 
Ro. Fare you well. Pray heavy” n, I be deceiv d in 
5. 

5 Cel. Your heart's deſires be with you! | 

> Cha. Come, where is this young Gallant, that is ſo 

. * deſirous to lie with his mother earth? 

Orla. Ready, Sir. Bur his Will hath In it a more 

maodeſt workin 
1 Duke. You Nall try but one Fall. 


43 


C ba. No! warrant your Grace; you ſhall not en- 
5 F treat him to a ſecond, that have ſo mightily Fe 
aim from a firſt, 

Orla. You mean to mock me after; you ſhould not 
have mocked me before; but come your ways. 
Ro, Now Hercules be thy ſpeed, young man! 

Cel. I wouldI were inviſible, to catch the. ſtrong 

fellow by the leg 2 e 

3 | Ay O excellent young man! 


: a 
125 


1 7 I befeech you, puniſb me uot, confe 5 myſelf much 8 to | deny 
Kc. 1 ſhould wiſh to read, / ſo fair and excellent ladies 1 
ET you, puniſh me not with _ | 
Jour bard thoughts. Therein 1 


Yu EE © © 2 


2 2 


AS YDU LEES 4%, 4 
Cel. If I had a thunderbolt | in mine eye, I can tell 
who {ſhould down” [ ſhout, 
Duke. No more, no more. [Charles ic thrown, © 
Orla. Yes, 1 beſeech your Grace. I am not yet 
well breathed. . 
Duke. How doſt thou, Charkel © +. 
Le Beu. He cannot ſpeak, my Lord. . = 
| Duke. Bear him away, —What is thy name, young 
man ? : 
Orla. Orlando, my liege, the youngeſt ſon of Sir 7 
ip Rowland de Boys. 47 
| Duke. I would, thou hadſt been ſon to ſome man 
7 elſe | | | = 
The world eſteem'd thy Father honourable, | = 
But I did find him {till mine enemy: 3 
4 Thou ſhouldſt have better pleas'd me with this 45d. 1 
Hadſt thou deſcended from another Houſe. 3B 
But fare thee well, thou art a gallant youth ; ' - 3 
I would thou hadſt told me of another father. - 8 
Exit Duke, with his Main. 


SCE N E VII. rt . = 
F4- Manent Celia Roſalind, Orlando. 


8 3, 
— 


—. 
LY 


"Gl Were! my father, coz, Gould! do this? 
Orla. I am more proud to be Sir Rowland's fon, _ 
His youngeſt ſon, and would not change that calling 5 2s 
To be adopted heir ro Frederick. 2 
Rof. My father lov'd Sir Rowland as his out 
And all the world was of my father's mind: 


* — — —— 
. —— ——— ̃ 


—— —  eAOTY 
r 


Had I before known this young man his fon, n, 
I ſhould have giv'n him tears unto entreaties, =_— 
Ere he ſhould thus have ventur'd. I oo 
Cel. Gentle Couſin, 
Let us go thank him and encourage him; _ 
My father's rough and envious diſpoſition | 1 
| 18 me at heart. Sir. * have well deſern'd: 3, 


Yu 


Ro. Gentleman, 


AS YOU LIKE IT. 19 
If you do keep your promiſes in love, ; 
But juſtly as you have exceeded all promiſe, 

1 Your miſtreſs ſhall be happy. 


| Th Wear this for me; one out of ſuits with fortune *, 
hat could give Sore; but that her hand lacks dene 
| — Shall we go, coz? [Giving him a Chain from her Neck. 


Cel. Ay Fare you well, fair gentleman. - | 
Orla. Can I not Tay; I thank you ?——my better 3 


parts 


Are all thrown down; and that, which here ftands up, 
Is but a quintaine?, a meer lifeleſs block. 


Roſ. He calls us back my pride fell with my * 


tunes. 75 


Cel. Will you go, coz ? 


© >} PI aſk him what he would.—Did you cal, Sr b 
Sir, you have wreſtled well, and overthrown | 
More than your enemies. i 


Ro}. Have with you—V are you well. 


[ Exeunt Roſalind and Celia. 


Orla. What paſſion hangs theſe weights Ne ro my 


tongue? 


5 one out of ſuits with for- 


75 * rune,] This ſeems an alluſion to 
cards, where he that has no more 
„ _ to play. of any particular 
9 1 ort is out of ſuit. 


W 7 ifeleſs block.) A Quintaine was 


9 [5 but @ quintaine, a meer 


a Poft or Butt ſet up for ſeveral 


kinds of martial exerciſes, againſt 
wuich they threw their darts and 
2X exerciſed their arms. The alluſion 
is beautiful, 7 am, ſays Orlando, 
only @ quintaine, a 


a lifele eſs block 


on which love only exerciſes his 


= erms in jeſt; the great d. ry 
J condition between 3 : 


8 


9 I cannot f 7 to her; yet he urg'd conference: 


ne, not ſuffering me to 32 that 

love will ever make a. ſerious mat- 
ter of it, The famous ſatiriſt 
Regnier,” who lived about the 
time of our author, uſes the ſame 


- metaphor, on the ſame ſubjeR, 
tho? the thought be different, 


Et qui depuis $3 ans, juſſu en 
ſes derniers Jours, 

A ſoutenu le prix en Þ eſcrime 4 
amours; 

2 en fin de ſervir au peuple 
de QUINTAINE, 

Elle &. 


Wakpviron. 


Enter 


LB YOU LIKE IT 


Enter Le Beu. 


: O poor Orlando! thou art overthrown ; 
Or Charles, or ſomething weaker, maſters the. 5 
Le Beu. Good Sir, I do in friendſhip counſel you 
To leave this place. Albeit you have deſerv'd 08M 
High commendation, true applauſe, and love 
| Yet ſuch is now the Duke's condition *, | 
That he miſconſtrues all that you have done. 
The Duke is humorous; what he is, indeed, 
More ſuits you to conceive, than me to ſpeak of. 
Orla. I thank you, Sir. And, pray you, tell me this; 
Which of the two was Daughter of the Duke 
That here was at the wreſtling ? 
Le Beu. Neither his daughter, if we judge by man- 
ners; 
But yet, indeed, the ances is his daughter. 
The other's daughter to the baniſh'd Duke, 
And here detain'd by her uſurping Uncle 4] 
To keep his daughter company; whoſe loves my 
Are dearer than the natural bond of ſiſters. 1 
But I can tell you, that of late this Duke 1 
Hath ta' en diſpleaſure ' gainſt his gentle Niece; : 
Grounded upon no other argument, 
But that the people praiſe her for her virtues, 
And pity her for her good father's ſake; 
And, on my life, his malice *gainſt the lady 
Will ſuddenly break forth. —Sir, fare ye well; 
Hereafter, in a better world than this, | 
I ſhall defire more love and knowledge of you. [ Exit. 
Orla. I reſt much bounden to you: fare ye well! 
Thus mult I from the ſmoke into the ſmother; 
From tyrant Duke unto a tyrant Brother: 1 
, I heav'nly Roſalind [———  _ ekExit. 


— the Duke's 1 3 the Merchant of 7 enice, 
The word condition means cha- is called by his friend the % “ 
A, temper, dif] 1 So conditioned man. | 
' SCENE 


A 1 
eB Co OY 8 


S 
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AS You. LIKE IT. IT 


SCENE VII. 


Changes to an Apartment in the a 


Re enter Celia and Roſalind. 


HY, Couſin ; why, Reſalind—Cupid hare 
mercy—not a word! | 
Roſ. Not one to throw at a dog. 
| Cel. No, thy words are too precious to be caſt away 
upon curs, throw ſome of them at me; come, lame 

me with reaſons. | 
R/. Then there were two Couſins laid up; when 
the one ſhould be lam'd with Reaſons, and the other 
mad without any. 
Cel. But is all this for your father? 
. Re/. No, ſome of it is for my father's child *. Oh, 
bo full of briars is this working-day world! _ 
f F Cel. They are but burs, couſin, thrown upon thee 
In holiday foolery; if we walk not in the trodden paths, 
Four very peticoats will catch them. 
KN. I could ſhake them off my « coat ; a burs 
are in my heart. | 

Cel. Hem them away. 

Roy. I would try, if I could cry, hen and have bim. 
Cel. Come, come, wreſtle with thy affections. 
ERK, O, they take the part of a W Wreſtler than 

myſelf, | 

Cel. O, a good wiſh upon you! you will try in 
time, in deſpight of a Fall. But turning theſe jeſts 

out of ſervice, let us talk in good earneſt. Is it poſ- 
ble on ſuch a ſudden you ſhould fall into ſo ſtrong a 

liking with old Sir Row/and's youngelt ſon ? 
1 8 The Duke my father lov'd his father dearly. 


Ver my father* s child. J The b Mr. Theobald, or ure | 
uh Editions have it, for my child's Flr or 2 fat 
| ax that i * as it is explained x 


3. | b 
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22 AS YOU LIKE 1 T. 


Cel. Doth it therefore enſue, that you ſhould love 
his ſon dearly? by this kind of chaſe *, I ſhould hate 
him; for my father hated his father dearly ; ; yet 1 


hate not Orlando. 
Rof. No, faith, hate him not, for my ſake. 
Cel. Why ſhould I? doth he not deferve well? 


SCENE IK. 
Enter Duke, with Lerds. 


| Rof. Let me love him for that; and do you love 


him, becauſe I do. Look, here comes the Duke. 


Cel. With his eyes full of anger. 5 


Duke. Miſtreſs, diſpatch you with. your ſafeſt haſte, i | . 


And get you from our Court. 
R/ Me, Uncle! 
Duke. You, Couſin. 
Within theſe ten days if that thou beſt found 
So near our publick Court as twenty. miles, 
Thou dieſt for it. | 
Ref. 1 do beſeech your Grace, 
Let me the knowledge of my fault bear with me.: 
If with myſelf I hold intelligence, 
Or have acquaintance with my own deſires ; 
If that Ido not dream, or be not frantick, 
As I do truſt, I am not, then, dear Uncle, 
Neyer ſo much as in a thought unborn 
Did J offend your Highneſs. 
Duke. Thus do all traitors ; 
If their purgation did conſiſt j in words, 
They are as innocent as grace irfelf, 


Teri it ſuffice thee, that I truſt thee not. 
| — by this lind of 9 755 riſed, and both drawn from ety- $ 


That] is, by this way of follow- mology, but properly belowed is 
ing the argument. Dear is uſed dear, and hateful is dere. Ro- 
by Shakeſpeare in a double ſenſe, ſalind uſes dearly in the 129 8 7 and 
for beloved, and for hurtful, hated, . Celia in the bad ſenſe. 
baleful, Both ſenſes are autho- 
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AS YOU-LIEE II. 23 

* Ry/. Vet your miſtruſt cannot make me a traitor; 

Tell me whereon the likelihood depends. | 

Due. Thou art thy father's daughter, there's enough. 
No. So was I, when your Highneſs took his Duke- 

1 dom; 

o was I, when your Highneſs baniſh'd him. 

Z Treaſon is not inherited, my lord, 

Or if we did derive it from our friends, 

P»Véhat's that to me? my father was no traitor. 

Ihen, good my liege, miſtake me not ſo much, 

Io think my poverty is treacherous. | 

Ciel. Dear Sovereign, hear me ſpeak. _ 

= Duke. Ay, Celia, we but ſtaid her for your ſake; ; 

1 Ele had ſhe with her father rang'd along. 

pf Cel. I did not then entreat to have her ſtay; 

5 I It was your pleaſure, and your own remorſe; 

I I was too young that time to value her, 36 

But now I know her; if the be a traitor, 

Why ſo am I; we ſtill have flept together, 

 * Roſe at an inſtant, learn'd, play'd, eat together; 

And whereſoe'er we went, like Funds Swans, ö; 

Still we went coupled, and inſeparable. 8 

1 Duke. She is too ſubtle for thee; and her ſmoothneſs, 

Her very ſilence and her patience, | | 

= Speak to the people, and they pity her. 

Thou art a fool; ſhe robs thee of thy name, 

And thou wilt how more bright, and ſeem more 

* Ii + | 

When ſhe is gone. Then open not thy lips: 

> Firm and irrevocable is my doom, 


: Which I have paſt upon her. She is baniſh'd. 


* And thou quilt ſhew more i. e. her virtues would appear 
bright, and SEEM more wvirtuous,] more ſplendid when the luſtre 
This implies her to be ſome how of her couſin! s Was away. 
remarkably defective in virtue; WARBURTON. 
which was not the ſpeaker's The plain meaning of the old 
thought. The por doubtleſs and true reading is, that When 
wrote, ſhe was ſeen alone, ſhe wow be 

— and SHINE more ee more noted. 
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24 AS- YOU 


LIKE ( 


Cel. Pronounce that ſentence then on me, my Locke; 
I cannot live out of her company. 
Duke. You are a fool—You, Hou provide your- 


ſelf ; 


If you out lay the time, upon mine Honour, 
And in the Greatneſs of my word, you die. 


Ly Duke, 32 


E N x. 


Cel. O my poor Roſalind; where wilt thou 8 
Wilt thou change fathers! I will give thee mine: 
I charge thee, be not thou more griey'd than J am. 

Re). I have more cauſe. 

Cel. Thou haſt not, couſin; _ 

Pr'ythee, be cheerful; know'ſt thou not, the Duke 
Has baniſh'd me his daughter? 


Roß. That he hath not. 


Cel. No? hath not? Ry/alind hacks then the laws, , 
Which teacheth thee that thou and I are one. 
Shall we be ſundred? ſhall we part, ſweet Girl? 
No, let my father ſeek another heir. 
Therefore deviſe with me, how we may fly ; 
Whither to go, and what to bear with us; 
And do not ſeek to take your change upon you, 
To bear your griets yourſelf, and leave me out: 
For by this heav'n, now at our ſorrows pale, 


Say what thou wan. II go along with thee, 


— Roſalind 22 thes the 


Lowe 


Which teacheth thee that thou 


and I are one.] The poet 
certainly wrote - abi, teacheth 
mg, For if Raſalind had learnt 


to think Cz/;a one part of her- 


ſelf, ſhe could not /ac4 that love 
which Celia complains ſhe does. 
WarBURTON. 


Fithe reading may ſtand. "” | 


ſenſe of the eſtabliſhed text is not 


remote or obſcure. Where would 


be the abſurdity of ſaying, You 


know not the law which teaches | 


you to do right. 

ale your change or 
you,] In all the later editions, 
from Mr. Rowe's to Dr. War- 


Burton s, change is altered to 


charge, wien any reaſon. 


R 


AS YOU LIKE II. 28 
Ro Why, whither ſhall we go? 
1 Cel. To ſeek my Uncle in the foreſt of Arden. 
BN) Alas, what danger will it be to us, 
” Maids as we are, to travel forth ſo far! 
9 'Y Beauty provoketh thieves ſooner than gold. 

4 Cel, Pl put myſelf in poor and mean attire, 

And with a kind of umber ſmirch my face; 

Ihe like do you; ſo ſhall we paſs * ; 

And never ſtir aflailants. 

Ko. Were't not better, 

Becauſe that I am more than common tall, x 
That I did ſuit me all points like a man? . 
A gallant Curtle-ax upon my thigh, — . 
A boar-ſpear in my hand, and (in my heart 

Lie there what hidden woman's fear there will) 
I'll have * a ſwaſhing and a martial outſide, 

As many other manniſh Cowards have, | 
That do outface it with their ſemblances. 

Cel. What ſhall I call thee, when thou art a man? 
Ro. Pl hve no worſe a name than Fove's own, 
And then look, you call me Ganimed. 

But what will you be call'd? 

Cel. Something that hath a reference to my ſtate: 
7 No longer Celia, bur Alena, 

KR). But, Couſin, what if we aſſaid to ſteal 
Ihe clowniſh Fool out of your father's Court? 
= Would he not be a comfort to our travel? 

Cel. He'll go along o'er the wide world with me. 
© Leave me alone to woo him. Let's away, 
And get our jewels and our wealth together; 
Deviſe the fitteſt time, and ſafeſt way 
®Z To hide us from purſuit that will be made 
After my flight; now go we in content . 

8 To Libeny , and not to Baniſhment. „ 
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8 | 7 — curtle-axe, or cutlace, a Tu have] Sir T, Hanmer , 
broad 12. for abe / have. | 
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ACT II. 


SCENE * 


Arden FOREST, 


Ea Duke Senior, Amiens, and tꝛon or We Lords 
lite Foreſters, 


Duke /emor. 


OW, my co-mates, and brothers in exile, 
Hath not old cuſtom made this life more ſweet 
Than Thar of painted Pomp ? are not theſe woods 
More free from peril, than the envious Court? 
Here feel we but the penalty e of Adam, 
The Seaſons' difference; as, the icy fang, 
And churliſh chiding of the winter's wind; 
Which, when it bites and blows upon my body, 
Even till I ſhrink with cold, I ſmile, and ſay, 
This is no Flattery- theſe are Counſellors, 
Fhat feelingly perſuade me what I am. 
Sweet are the uſes of Adverſity, 
Which, like the toad, ugly and venomous, | 
Wears yet a precious jewel in his head ©: 
And this our life, exempt from pablick "09 
Finds tongues in trees, books in the running brooks, 
Sermons in ſtones, and-good in every thing. 


9 In former editions, Here feel 
due not the Penalty.) What was 


the Penalty of Adam, hinted. at 


by our Poet? The being ſenſible 
of the Difference of the Seaſons. 


The Duke ſays, the Cold and 


Effects of the Winter feelingly 
rſuade him what he is. How 
does he nt then feel te Penalty? 


8 Doubtleſs, the Text muſt be re- 


ſtor'd as | have corrected it: and 
tis obvious in the Courſe of theſe 
Notes, how often vt and but by 
Miſtake have chang'd Place in 


our Author's Re Editions. 
VHEOBALD. 


* Which, like the toad, ugly ard 


VENomous, 


Wears: yet a precious jeavel i in hi. 


head :] It was the current 
opinion in Shakeſpeare's time, that 
in the head of an old toad was to be 


found a ſtone, or pearl, to which 


great virtues were aſcribed. This 
ſtone has been often ſought, but 


nothing has been found more 1 
than accidental or perhaps mor- 


bid indurations of the {kull. 


Ami. 


. 3 
5 
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Ami, I would not change it *, 3 is your Grace, 
That can tranſlate the ſtubbornneſs of fortune C 
7 | Into ſo quiet and ſo ſweet a % 

* - Duke Sen. Come, ſhall we go and kill us 1 . 
1 And yet it irks me, the poor dappled fools, 
| eus native burghers of this deſert city, 
Should in their own Confines, with forked heads 
Have their round haunches goar'd, 
I Lord. Indeed, my Lord, 
Ihe melancholy Jaques grieyes at that; 
And in that kind ſwears you do more uſurp 
han doth your brother, that hath baniſh'd you. 
Io day my Lord of Amiens, and myſelf, 
Did ſteal behind him, as he lay along | 
Dncder an oak, whoſe antique root peeps out 
Upon the brook that brawls along this wood; 

I To the which place a poor ſequeſtred 1 

That from the hunters? aim had ta'en a hurt, 
Did come to languiſh; and, indeed, my lord, 
Ihe wretched Animal heav'd forth ſuch groans 
Ihat their diſcharge did ſtretch his leathern coat 
Almoſt to burſting; and the big round tears 
Cours'd one another down his innocent noſe 

In piteous chaſe; and thus the hairy fool, 
Much marked of the melancholy Jaques, 
Stood on th' extremeſt verge of the ſwift brook, 
Augmenting it with tears. 8 
Due Sen. But what ſaid Fagues . 
Did he not moralize this ſpectacle? 
1 Lord. O yes, into a thouſand ſimilies. 

Firſt, for his weeping in the needleſs ſtream; 
Poor Deer, quoth he, thou mak'ſt a teſtament 
As worldlings do, giving thy ſum of more | 
* To that which had too much. Then being alone, - 
Left and abandon'd of his yelvet Fends:, - - 5 

= * 7 avould not change it.] Mr. and makes Amiens bezio. Hatty 
= OQ/ron, not without probability, is your Graze. 

1 es theſe yes to the duke, | y 
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*Tis right, quoth he, thus miſery doth part 


The flux of company. Anon a careleſs herd, 


Full of the pum. jumps along by him, 


And never ſtays to greet him: Ay, quoth Jaques, 
Sweep on, you fat and greaſy citizens, 
*Tis juſt the faſhian: wherefore do you look 
Upon that poor and broken bankrupr there ? 
Thus moſt invectively he pierceth through 
The body of the Country, City, Court, 
Yea, and of this our life; ſwearing, that we 
Are meer uſurpers, tyrants, and what's worſe, 
To fright the animals, and to kill them up 
In their aſſhign'd and native dwelling place. 
Duke Sen. And did you leave him in this -octandd 
plation ? 
2 Lord. We did, my lord, weeping s and . 


ing 
Upon the ſobbing deer. 


Duke Sen. Show me the place; 
1 love to cope him in theſe ſullen fits, 


For then he's full of matter. 


2 Lord. Tl bring you to him Qraight, [Exeunt. 
SCENE I. 
Changes 70M Pajacr again, : 
Enter Duke Frederick with Lords, 


Dake. YAN i it be polfible, that no man ſaw them? 
It cannot be. Some villains of my Court 
Are of Saulen and ſufferance in this. 
1 Lord. I cannot hear of any that did ſee her, 
The ladies, her attendants of her chamber, 
Saw her a-bed, and in the morning early 
They found the bed untreaſur'd of their miſtreſs. 5 


* an 70 cope FOR To encounter kim to engage with him. 
2 Lord. ; 
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2 Lord. My lord the royniſh Clown, at whom ſo. 
a 
Your Grace was wont to laugh, is ; alſo miſſing, 
| Hopes the Princeſs' Gentlewoman, 
| Confclics, that ſhe ſecretly o'er-heard 
| Your Daughter and her Couſin much commend | 
The parts and graces of the Wreſtler, 
That did but lately foil the ſinewy Charles; | 
And ſhe believes, where ever they are gone, 
That Youth is ſurely in their company. 
* Duke. Send to his brother: Fetch that Gallant hither; 
lf he be abſent, bring his brother to me, 
P11 make him find him. Do this ſuddenly; 
And let not Search and Inquiſition quail 
To bring again theſe fooliſh n Exeunt. 


| BCE N E fl 
| Changes to OLtv ER” 8 Houſe: 
Enter Orlando aud Adam. 


Orla. HO's there? 
: = Adam. What! my young maſter? oh, 
my gentle maſter, 
Oh, my ſweer maſter, O you memory 
Of old Sir Rowland / why, what make you here? 
Why are you virtuous ? why do people love you? 
And wherefore are you gentle, ſtrong, and valiant? 
Why would you be ſo fond to overcome ; 
The bony * Priſer of the humorous Duke? 
[Your Praiſe is come too ſwiftly home before you. 
Know you not, maſter, to ſome kind of men 
Their Graces ſerve them but as enemies? Tr 


| In the former editions, The ſtrength and bulk, not for bit 
Bonny Priſer ] We ſhould gayety or Bod Haren. 
Wead © BonEY Pe er. For this BURTON. | 
Wreſtler is characteriſed for his So Milton, Giants of mighty bone. 
; | No 
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No more do yours; your virtues, gentle maſter; 
Are ſanctified and holy traitors to you. 
Oh, what a world is this, When what! is comely 
Envenoms him that bears it! 
Orla. Why, what's the matter ? = 
Adam. O unhappy youth, Eo = 
Come not within theſe doors; within this roof _—_ GO 
The enemy of all your graces lives: 1 
Your brother no; no brother yet the on, —_ 
Yet not the ſon—l will not call him ſon f 
Of him I was about to call his father, 
Hath heard your praiſes, and this night he means 
To burn the lodging where you uſe to lie, 
And you within it. If he fail of that, 
He will have other means to cut you off; 
I overheard him, and his practices: 
This is no place, this houſe is but a butchery; : 
Abhor it, fear it, do not enter it. 
Orla. Why, whither, Adam, weuldſt thou have me 
oor 
Adam. No mitter whither, ſo you come not here: 
Orla. What wouldſt thou have me go and beg my 
food ? 
Or with a baſe, and Voiſtersü Ford enforce 
A thieviſh living on the common road? 
This I muſt do, or know not what to do: 
Yet this I will not do, do how I can; 
I rather will ſubje& me to the malice 
Of a diverted blood, and bloody brother. 
Adam. But do not ſo. 1 have five hundred crowns, 
The thrifty hire I ſav'd under your father, 7 
Which I did ſtore, to be my foſter nurſe . 
When ſervice ſhould in my old limbs lie lame, 
And unregarded age in corners thrown. = 
Take That: and he that doth the ravens feed, | 
Yea, en caters for the ſparrow, — 
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Be comfort to my age! Here is the gold, TT. 

All this I give you, let me be your ſervant; 

Tho! I look old, yet I am ſtrong and luſty; 

For in my youth I never did apply _ 

Hot and rebellious liquors in my blood; 

Nor did I with unbaſhful forchead woo _ 

Ihe means of weakneſs and debility ; 

Therefore my age is as a luſty winter, 

Froſty, but kindly. Let me go with you ; 

I'll do the ſervice of a younger man | 

Inn all your buſineſs and neceſſities. 

Orla. Oh! good old man, how well in thee appears 

The conſtant ſervice of the antique world; 

When ſervice ſweat for duty, not for nie! 

Thou art not for the faſhion of theſe times, 

Where none will ſweat, but for promotion; 

And, having That, do cloak their ſervice up 

Even with the Having 5. It is not fo with x IR 

But poor old man, thou prun'ſt a rotten tree, 

That cannot ſo much as a bloſſom yield, . 

In lieu of all thy pains and huſbandry.  _ 

But come thy ways, we'll go along Nike; 

And ere we have thy youthful wages ſpent, 

We'll light upon ſome ſettled low Content. 
Adam. Maſter, go on; and I will follow thee 

To the laſt gaſp with truth and loyalty. 

From ſeventeen years till now almoſt fourſcore 

Here lived 1, but now live here no more. 

At ſeventeen years many their fortunes ſeek ; 

But at fourſcore, it is too late a week; 

Vet fortune cannot recompence me better Y 

Than to die well, and. not my maſter's debtor. ' 


EE xeunt. 
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== 5 Even 2 the aving.] Even with the promotion gained by for 
= vice is ſervice extinguiſhed, 
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SCENE N 


Changes fo the Forty of Arden. 


Enter Roſalind in Boys chaths for Ganimed, Celia 


Areſt like a Shepherdeſs for Aliena, and Touchſtone 
the Clown. | . | 


Ref. O Jupiter! how weary are my ſpirits*? | 


Clo. J care not for my ſpirits, if my legs 


were not weary. 


 Rof. I could find in my heart to diſgrace my man's 1 
apparel, and cry like a woman; but I muſt comfort 


the weaker veſſel, as doublet and hoſe ought to ſhow 
itſelf courageous to petticoat; therefore, courage, good 
Alena. | | | | : 

Cel. I pray you bear with me; I can go no further. 


Clo. For my part, I had rather bear with you, than 
bear you; yet I ſhould bear no croſs, if I did bear 


you; for, I think you have no money in your purſe. 

Rof. Well, this is the foreſt of Arden. 5 
Clo. Ay; now am in Arden, the more fool I; when 
I was at home, I was in a better place; but travellers 
muſt be content. | 


Rof. Ay, be ſo, good Touchſtone. Look you, who 


comes here; a young man and an old in ſolemn talk. 


Enter Corin and Silvius. 
Cor. That is the way to make her ſcorn you ſtill. 


5 O Jupiter ! how metry are rather a direct Proof of the con- 


my Spirits ?] And yet, within 


the Space of one intervening Line, 


She ſays, She could find in her 


Heart to diſgrace her Man's Ap- 


parel, and cry like a Woman. 
. Sure, this is but a very bad Syn- 
ptom of the Briſengſi of Spirits : 


1 | 


trary Diſpoſition. Mr. Warbur- 
ton and I, concurred in conjectur- 
ing it ſhould be, as I have re- 
formed in the Text: how 


"weary are my Spirits? And the 7 


Clown's Reply makes this Read- 
ing certain, 


Sil. 
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Sil. O Corin, that thou knew'ſt how I do love her! 
F Cor. I partly gueſs ; for I have lov'd ere now. 

S8 Sil: No, Corin, being old, thou canſt not gueſs, 
. Tho- in thy youth thou waſt as true as a lover, 
As ever ſighd upon a midnight pillow; 

But if thy love were ever like to mine; 

As, ſure, I think, did never man love lo, 
Hs many Actions moſt ridiculous _ 

Haſt thou been drawn to by thy fantaſy ? 

” Cer. Into a thouſand that I have forgotten. 
S8 i!]. O, thou didſt then ne'er love ſo heartily, 
If thou remember'ſt not the ſlighteſt folly“, 
Ihat ever love did make thee run into; 

Thou haſt not lov'd. 
Dr if thou haſt not fate as I do now, 
Wearying the hearer in thy miſtreſs, praiſe, 
| »#Z Thou haſt not lov'd. 

Oe if thou haſt not broke from company, 
Abruptly, as my paſſion now makes me; 
Thou haſt not lov'd. 
5 0 Phebe! Phebe! Phebe! 
> Ky! Alas, poor Shepherd! ſearching of 5 wound, 
11 have by hard adventure found my own. 
Cloe. And I mine. I remember, when I was in love, 
| I broke my fword upon a ſtone, and bid him take that 
he x for coming a-nights to Fane Smile; and I remember. 
the kiſſing of her batlet *, and the cow's dugs that her 
8 pretty chopt hands had milk'd; and J remember the 
Y » P of a 1 es of her, from whom I took 
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[Exit Sil. 8 
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= 7 am inclined to believe that  Kvow this 

tom this paſſage Suckling took - Thou low'ſt amiſs, 

& 4 4 che hint of his ſong. | And to love true ; 

= Thou muſt! begin again and lobe 

Hongſt lover, au he he wer, aneru, &. 
i all thy | love there ever 
' 228 Pere one auav ring thought, thy „ —hatht,—) The 8 
7 4 fame ment with which waſhers beat 
== ere not even, . the ſame. | their coarſe cloaths. 
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| like ſenſe to read peas, which, hay - ticle o | 
ing the ſhape of pearls, reſembled al tall, —_ little. Of this 
the common preſents of lovers. ſenſe I believe Shakeſpeare takes 


* 


two * cods, and giving her them again, ſaid with weep- 


ing tears, Wear theſe for my ſake. We, that are true 


lovers, run into ſtrange capers ; but as all is mortal in 

nature, ſo is all nature in love mortal in folly v. 
No. Thou ſpeak'ſt wiſer, than thou art *ware of, 
Clo. Nay, I ſhall ne'er be aware of mine own wit, 

till I break my ſhins againſt it. 1 
Rof. Jove! Fove! this Serhat s paſſion is much 


upon my faſhion. 


Clo. And mine; but it grows ſomthing ſtale with 
me. 
Cel. I pray you, one of you queſtion yond man, 
If he for gold will give us any food; 
I faint almoſt to death. 
Clo. Holla; you, Clown! 
Rof. Peace, fool ; he's not thy kinſman. 
Cor. Who calls? 
Clo. Your Betters, Sir. 
Cor. Elſe they are very wretched. 
Rof. Peace, I ſay—Good Even to you, friend. 
Cor. And to you, gentle Sir, and to you all. 
Ra. I pry'thee, ſhepherd, if that love or gold 
Can in this deſert place buy entertainment, 
Bring us where we may reſt ourſelves, and feed; 
Here's a young maid with travel much = opprete'd, 


And faints for ſuccour. 


Cor. Fair Sir, I pity her, 


And with for her ſake, more than 3 mine own, 
My fortunes were more able to relieve her:: 
But I am Shepherd to another man, | 


9 For and it would be more 225082 reh, is uſed as a par- 
ampil cation ; 3 as, Mor- 


9 


Jo is all nature in love advantage to produce one of his 


mortal in folly.) This expreſſion darling equivocations, Thus the 
Ido not well underſtand. In ther meaning will be, / is all nature 


middle — from mant in lowe, abounding i folly. 
4 And 
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And do not ſhare the fleeces that I gran; 
| My Maſter is of churliſh diſpoſition, 
1 little recks to find the way to heav'n 
E A 57 doing deeds of hoſpitality: 
5 A Beſides, his Cote, his flocks, and ble of feed 
Are now on ſale, and at our ſheep-cote now, 
!u reaſon of his abſence, there is nothing 
That ye will feed on; but what is, come ſee; 
And in my voice moſt welcome ſhall ye be.. 
Re What! is he, that ſhall 1 his flock and paſ- 
ture ! | 

Cor. That young ſwain, that ye law here m ere- 
1 while, | 
phat little cares for buying any thing. 

Na pray thee, if it ſtand with honeſty, 
| 1 Buy thou the cottage, paſture, and the flock, 

5 And thou ſhalt have to pay for it of us. 
Cel. And we will mend thy wages. 
— like this place, and willingly could waſte 
My time in it. 
Cor. Aſſuredly, the thing is to be ſold; 

80 with me. If you like, upon report, 
h he ſoil, the profit, and this kind of life, 
I will your very faithful feeder be; 
: And ha it with _w _— right ſuddenly. [Exeunt. 


EY 
3 | | 
Enter Amiens, 3 and others. 


S O N S. 


thts the green-wood tree, 
ade loves to lie with 1 


Aud in my voice right auel. far as I have power to > bod va 
. Rome ſhall ye be.] In my voice, as welcome. 
Bar as I have a voice or vote, as 
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7 And tune his merry note. 


nto the feet bird's throat, 
Come hither, come hither, come hither x 


Here jhall he ſee. 
No enemy, 


But winter and daa weather. 4 
Jag. More, more, I pr ities,” more. - 
Ami. It will make you melancholy, Monfieur Faque ; = 


Jag. I thank it — more, I pr'ythee, more — I can 
ſuck melancholy out of a Song, as a weazel ſucks eggs: = 
more, I pr'ythee, more. = 

Ami. My v Voice is e F+ 1 know, I cannot ate 
you. 

Jag. I do not deſire you to pleafe me, I do defire 
you to ſing; come, come, another ſtanzo ; call you 
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em ſtanzo's? 79 8 == 
| Ami. What you will, Monſieur Jaques... , 
. 
| Jag. Nay, I care not for their names, ny o we me 


nothing. Will you ſing ? 
Ami. More at your requeſt, than to nals myſelf. 
Jag. Well then, if ever I thank any man, Pl 
thank you; but That, they call Compliments, is like 
the encounter of two dog-apes. And when a man 
thanks me heartily, methinks, I have given him a 
penny, and he renders me the beggarly thanks. 
Come, ſing; and you that will. not, hold your 
tongues. 
Ami. Well, PII end the ſong. Sirs, cover the while; 
—the Duke will dine under this tree; he hath been all 
this day to look you. 
Jag. And J have been all this FR: to avoid him. 
He is too diſputable for my company : I think of as 
many matters as he, but I give heav'n thanks, and 
make no boaſt of them ——— Come, warble, come. 


| . In old editions, ragged. 
SONG 
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Who doth ambition ſhun, 
And loves to he * Pth* Sun, 
| Seeking the food he cats, + 

And phard with what he gets; 

Come hither, come hither, come hither; 
Here ſhall he ſee 
No enemy, 

But winter me rough weather, 


Jag. Pu give thee a verſe to this note, that] made 
yelterday 3 in deſpight of my invention. 

Ami. And PII ſing it. 

Jag. Thus it goes. 


If it do come to PE” „ 
That any man turn aſs; © 
Leaving his wealth and eaſe 
A ſtubborn will to pleaſe, 
Ducdame, ducdame, ducdame ; 
Here ſhall he ſee _ - 
Groſs fools as he, | | 


TAN if he will come to me. 


—— 


Ami. What' s that's e 

Fag. Tis a Greet invocation, to call fools i into a 

circle. “ll go to fleep if I can; if 1 cannot, PI 

rail againſt all the firſt-born of Egypt. | | 
Ami. And I'll go ſeek the Duke: his banquet is 

prepar' d. N e feverally.” 


6 Old Edition, 7 1 duc al me. T ht wy 1 him 
* + For ducdame Sir 7. Hanmer, to me. ke ; 
very acutely and judiciouſly, reads, 


D 3 


„ - 4 


rob Lirft 31h 
SCENE WH 
Enter Orlando and Adam, 


Adam. Dear maſter, I can go no further. O, I die 


| for food ! here lie I down, and meaſure out my grave, 


Farewel, kind maſter. 


Orla. Why, how now, Adam ! op grevter heart in 
thee ?—live a little; comfort a little; cheer thyſelf a 
little. If this uncouth Foreſt yield any thing favage, 
I will either be food for it, or bring it for food to thee. 
Thy conceit is nearer death, than thy powers. For 


my ſake be comfortable, hold death a while at the 
arm's end : I will be. here with thee preſently, and 
if J bring thee nor ſomething to eat, I'll give thee 
leave to die; but if thou dieſt before I come, thou 
art a mocker of my labour. Well ſfaid—thou look'ſt 
cheerly and Ill be with you quickly. Yet thou 
lieſt in the bleak air; come, I will bear thee to ſome 


ſhelter, and thou ſhalt not die for lack of a dinner, if 


there live any thing in this Deſert. Cheerly, good 
Adam. Exeunt. 


ECENE WW - 
Another part of the Fox Es r. 


Enter Duke Sen. and Lords. LA Table fot out. 


. Duke Sen. I think, he is transform'd into a beaſt, 
For I can no where find him like a man. 
1 Lord. My Lord, he is but even now gone hence; 
Here was he merry, hearing of a Song. 

Duke Sen. If he, compact of jars, grow muſical, 
We ſhall have ſhortly diſcord in the ſpheres. 
Go, ſeek him. Tell him, I would ſpeak with him. 


Enter Jaques. 


1 Lord. He ayes my labour by his own approach. 
Duke 


n 


by Fe 
3 


7 


ee renn  Þ 
Dute Sen. Why, how now, Monſieur, what a life 
=_ == „ 5 . 
I khat your poor friends muſt woo your company? 

What! you look merrilxyr. 
1 ag. A fool, a fool; —— I met a fool itt 


1 


2 4 
8 85 0 
. 
E. 
* 
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| x As I do live by 


A motley fool —a miſerable world —* 
w food, I met a fool, 
Who laid him down and baſk'd him in the ſun, 
And rail'd on Lady Fortune in good terms, 

In good ſet terms — arid yet a motley fool. 
* 2 Good morrow, fool, quoth I— No, Sir, quoth he, 
Caall me not fool, 'till heaven Hath ſent me fortune; 


foreſt, 


And then he drew a dial from his poke, 
And looking on it with lack-luſtre eye, 
Says, very wiſely, it is ten a- clock: 


2 by 


Thus may we fee, quoth he, how the world wags : 
Tis but an hour ago ſince it was nine, 
And after one hour more *twill be eleven; 


6 And fo from hour to hour we ripe and ripe, 
And then from hour to hour we rot and rot. 
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Se 
* 


—- „„ 8 1 4 1 
FS REIT oo nngt een * * « y 
NE age SED . : 


= wortp!] What! becauſe he 
met a motley fool, was it there- 
fore a miſerable aworld? This is 


dual blundered; we ſhould read, 


2 miserable YARLET. 


His head is altogether runnin 
on this fool, both before and af- 
ter theſe words, and here he calls 
bim a miſerable varlet, notwith- 


1 93 1 ſtanding he railed on lady fortune 


in good terms, &c. Nor is the 


9 
1 


24 motley fool; a miſerable 


D 4 


And thereby hangs a tale; when I did hear 
Luhe motley fool thus moral on the time, 
Mi¼ly lungs began to crow like chanticleer, 
That fools ſhould be ſo deep contemplative : 
And I did laugh, fans intermiſſion, 
An hour by his dial. O noble fool, 


change we make ſo great as ap- 
pears at firſt ſight. _ 1 Yo 
WARBURTON, 
I ſee no need of changing avor/d 
to varlet, nor, if a change were 
neceſſary, can I gueſs how it 
ſhould be certainly known that 
varlet is the true word. A miſe+ 
rable auorld is a parenthetical ex- 
clamation, frequent among me- 
lancholy men, and natural to 
Jaques at the ſight of a fool, or at 
the hearing of reflections on the 
fragility of life. 8 
| A 


> ||48 FOU 


33 worthy fool—motley* s the only wear. 
| 724 Sen. What fool is this? 


O worthy fool! one that hath been a Courtier, 
And 1 50 ays, if ladies be but young n 7. --n;7 


LIKY 1 * 


They 4 wan the gift to know it: and in his brain, 
Which is as dry as the remainder biſker 
After a voyage, he hath ſtrange places cramm'd 
With obſervation, the which he vents 


In mangled forms. 


O that [ were a fool! 


I am ambitious for 'a motley coat, 

Dube Sen. Thou ſhalt have one. 

Fac. It is my only ſuit*; | 
Provided, that you weed your better judgments 
Of all opinion, that grows rank in them, 


That I am wile. 


I muſt have liberty 


Withal; as large a charter as the wind, 

To blow on whom I pleaſe; for ſo fools have; 
And they that are moſt gauled with my folly, 
They moſt muſt laugh: and why, Sir, muſt 1 ſo? 
The why is plain, as way to pariſh church; 
He +, whom a fool doth very wiſely hit, 

Doth very fooliſhly, although he ſmart, 


Not to ſeem {cnſcleſs of the bob. 
The wiſe man's folly is anatomiz'd 


If not FT, 


Even by the * glances of a fool. 


3 Only fait] Suit means 4 
Zition, I believe, not 47. 
He, auhom a Fool doth very 
* er3/ely hit, 
Doth very fool; ifhly,- although he 
« ſmart, 
— Seer ſenſelg 20 of tte bob. If 
not, &c.] Beſides that the 


third Verſe is defective one whole 


Loot in Meaſure, the Tenour of 
what Faques continues to ſay, and 


the Reaſoning of the Paſſage, 


| ſhew it is no leſs defective in the 
Senſe. There is no doubt, but 
the two little Monoſyllables, 


Dy I 1 1 5 were el. 
ther by. Accident wanting in the 
Manu/cript Copy, or by Inad- 
vertence were left out. | 


TrrozaL. | 
* F ww; ie] Unleſs. men 


have the prudence not to. a 

touched with the ſarcaſms of a 
Jeſter,” they ſubject themſelves to- 
his power, and the wiſe man will 
have his folly angtomiſed, that is, 


difjeted and laid open by the 
Squanaring glances Or random . | 


of a fool. 


Inveſt 


AS'YOU LIKE II. 47 
Inveſt me in my motley, give me leave 
To ſpeak my mind, and I will through and through 
Cleanſe the foul body of th' infected World. 
If they will patiently receive my medicine. 
Duke Sen. Fie on thee! I can tell What thou wouldſt 
do. | 
What, for a counter, would I do but good? 
Dal Sen. Moſt wiſchievous foul oy in 2 
fin : @ — | 
For thou thyſelf haſt bon a ante, | 
As ſenſual: as the brutiſh ſting itfelf *; 
And all the emboſſed ſores and headed evils, 
That thou with licence of free foot haſt caught, 
Wouldſt thou diſgorge into the general world. 
Jag. Why, who cries out on pride, 
That can therein tax any private party? 
Doth it not flow as hugely as the Sea, 
*Till that the very very means do ebb? 
What woman in the city do I name, 
When that I ſay the city-woman bears 
The coſt of Princes on unworthy ſhoulders ? 
Who can come in, and ſay, that I mean her; 
When ſuch a one as ſhe; ſuch is her neighbour 4 
Or what is he of baſeſt function, | 
| Thar ſays, his bravery is not on my coſt ; 
Thinking, that I mean him; but therein ſutes 
His folly to the metal of my ſpeech? 
There then; how then? "what: then? let me : ſb 
Wherein _ 
My tongue hath bars; ings if it do him Ahe 
Then he hath wrong'd himſelf; if he be free, 
Why, then my taxing, like a wild gooſe, flies 
Uncle of any man But Who comes here ? 2 


* 


5 As fonfual as the brat * ] in \ this 56 ou as it is a harſh 
though the Frutiſb fling is capa- and unuiual mode of ſpeech, I 
we; of a ente not inconvenient ſhould read * n hy. 


3 


SCENE - 


„ £5 YOU LIKE IA 
s B E N E VII. 


Enter Orlando, with Sword drawn. 


Orla. Forbear, and cat no more. 
Jag. Why, I have eat none yet. 
Orla. Nor ſhalt thou, till neceſſity be ſerv'd. 

Fag. What kind ſhould this Cock come of ? 


Dube Sen. Art thou thus bolden'd, man, by thy 


_ diſtreſs; 

Or elſe a rude deſpiſer of good manners, 
That in civility thou ſeem'ſt ſo empty? 
Orla. You touch'd my vein at firſt. 

point 0 
Of bare diſtreſs hath ta'en from me the ſhew | 
Of ſmooth civility ; yet am I inland bred, 

And know ſome nurture. But forbear, I ſay: 
He dies, that touches any of this fruit, 
Till 1 and my affairs are anſwered. 


Jag. If you will not 0 


Be anſwered with reaſon, I muſt PE; 
Due Sen. What would you have? Your * 
ſhall force, 
More than your force move us to — | 
Orla. I almoſt die for food, and ler me have it. 
Duke Sen, Sit down and feed; and welcome to our 


table. 
Orla. Speak you ſo gently? — Pardon me, I pray 
you; 


I thought, that all things had been favage here; 
And therefore put I on the countenance .. 
Of ſtern commandment. But bj er you are, 


. 7 * 


L read torn wich c6te A este 


7 ge 3 ny point 


Of /tarp diflreſs has ta en from but —— alone will not _ < 


me the fheww 


_ Of ſmoeth civility. ] We might 


A Thun 


The thorny 


n 
£134 
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That in this deſert inacceſſible, - 1 

Under the ſhade of melancholy boughs, 

Loſe and neglect the creeping hours of time; 

If ever you have look'd on better days; | 

If ever been where bells have knoll'd to church; 

If ever fate at any good man's feaſt; | 

If ever from your eyelids wip'd a tear, 

And known what tis to pity, and be pitied; 

Let gentleneſs my ſtrong enforcement be.' 

In the which hope I bluſh, and hide my ſword. ; 
[l[sbeathing his favord. 

Dale Sen. True | is it, that we have ſeen better days; 

And have with holy bell been knoll'd to church; 

And fate at good men's feaſts, and wip'd our eyes 

Z Ot drops, that ſacred pity hath engender'd: 

2” 1 And therefore ſit you down in gentleneſs, 

2 And take upon command what help we have, 

Wo That to your wanting may be miniſtred. 

N. Orla. Then but forbear your food a little while, 

43: | Whiles, like a doe, I go to find my fawn, | 
And give it food. There is an old poor man, 
"= Who after me hath many a Weary ſtep 

= Limp'd in pure love; 'till he be firſt ſuffic d, 
= Oppreſs'd with two weak evils, age and hunger. 
I will not touch a bit. 

Duke Sen. Go find him out, . i 
And we will nothing waſte till your return. „ 
Orla. I thank ye; and be blelw'd for your good com- 
„„ | TH 


SCENE IX. 


BE 


| Duke 8 Thou ſeeſt, we are not al alone un- | 
happy: 


Y This wide and univerſal Theatre 


7 Then take upon command what demand what help, xe. that is, 


2 3h Belp ave have.) It ſeems ne- aſe for what We Can ſupply, and 
ede to read, then tale _ have i it. 8 


pre- | 


Preſents more woful pageants, than the ſcene 
Wherein we play in. 
Fag. All the world's a Stage, 55 
And all the men and women meerly Players; 
They have their Exits and their entrances, 
And one man in his time plays many parts: 


His acts being ſeven ages. 


ruin 


At firſt the infant, 


Mewling and puking in the nurſe's arms. 
And then, the whining ſchool- -boy with his farchel, 
And ſhining morning-tace, creeping like ſnail 


Unwillingly ro ſchool. 


And then, the lover ; 


Sighing like furnace, with a woful ballad 


Made to his miſtreſs' eye-brow. 


Then a ſoldier: 


Full of ſtrange oaths, and bearded like rhe pard, 
Jealous in honour, ſudden, and quick in quarrel ; 
Seeking the bubble reputation 

Even in the cannon's mouth. And then, the juſtice 
In fair round belly, with good capon lin'd, 

With eyes ſevere, and beard of formal cut, 

Full of wiſe ſaws and modern inſtances *, 


And ſo he plays his part. 


Ihe ſixth age ſhifes * 


Into the lean and flipper'd pantaloon, 

With ſpectacles on noſe, and pouch on ſide; 
His rr hoſe well ſav'd, a world too wide 
For his ſhrunk ſhank ; and his big manly voice, 
Turning again roward childiſh treble, pipes 


oy 5 


S Full of æviſe ſaws and mo- 

dern 7»/auces.} It is remark- 
able that Shakeſrear uſes modenn 
in the double ienſe that the Greeks 


" - uſed »z49 , both for recens and 


eblurdis. WARBURTON, 
1 am in doubt whether der 

is in this place uſed for aſard: 

the meaning ſeems to be, that 

the jullice is full of o/d ſayings 

: late examples. 

1 be ſixth age ſLifts 


45 the lean and Jipper 4 5 


Saloon. ] There 15 a greatct 


in this image. 


Il Pantalone ; 


beauty than appears at firſt ſight 
He 15 here com- 
paring human life to a /age play, 
of ſeven acts, (which was no 
unuſual diviſion before our au- 
thor's time.) The ſixth he calls 
the /can and ſlipper d pantalaon, 
alluding to that general charac- 
ter in the Halian comedy, called 
who is a thin ema- 
ciated old man in /ippers 3 and 


well deſigned, in that epithet, * ® 


becauſe Pantalone is the only cha- 


tasker that acts in ſlippers. Waun = 


And 


[| AS FO LIKE an. = 
| And whiſtles in his ſound. Laſt Scene of all, 
hat ends this ſtrange eventful Hiſtory, | 

5 > Is ſecond childiſhneſs; and meer oblivion, 

14 0 Sans tecth, ſans * Mt taſte, ans every thing. 


9 0 E N E * 
Enter Orlando, with Adam. 


Duke 8 ee Set Joon FOO venerable 
5 burden; 

And let him feed. 

Orla. I thank you moſt 8 him. 
Adam. So had you need. 

Il ſcarce can ſpeak to thank you for mepſetf+ 
3 1 Duke Sen. Welcome, fall to: I will not trouble you, 
As yet to queſtion you about your fortunes. 
Sive us ſome muſick ; and, good coulin, ſing. 


| Mie ſongs. 
8 O N G. 
Blow, blow, thou winter wind, 
Thou art not ſo unkind 
| As man's ingratitude; a 
Thy tooth is not fo keen”, 
_ Becauſe thou art not ſeen, * 


Alt ho x; breath be rude. BE 
_ "4 egh 


— Set down your rae Duke's exiled condition, who 
_ burthen.) Is it not likely had been ruined by ungratefu! 
X A © that Skakefprar had in his mind fatterzrs. Now the winter wind, 
| this line of the Metamorphoſes ? | the ſong ſays, is to be prefer d 

7 1 to man's ingratitude. But why? 


a Patremque 5 
= Fert humerus, . onus Becauſe it Os SEEN. But wo; 
Cythereius heros. was not only an aggravation © 
- Fe. the injury, as it was done in ſe- 
1 4 = * Thy tooth is not ſo keen, cret, not ſeen, but was the very 
= Becauſe thou art not ſeen, | circç umſtance that made the keen- 
. his mg is deſigned to ſuit the nels * the ingratitude % his 
*. aith- 
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46 As You 


LIKE 1 


Pit Heigh ho. fing, heigh ho! unto the green holly ; 
45 


mali is feigning; moſt ling meer folly: 


Then heigh ho, the Holly! 
This hfe is moſt jolly, * 


Freeze, freeze, thou bitter ſly, | 
That doſt not bite fo nigh, 


As benefits forgot. 


Tho" thou the waters wat, 


Thy ſting is not ſo ſharp 


As friend remembred not. 


Heigh bo! ſing, &c. 


fithleſs courtiers. Without 


doubt, Shakeſpear wrote the line 
wes 57 
| Becauſe thou art not SHEEN, 


. e. ſmiling, ſhining, like an 
ungrateful court-ſervant, who 


flatters while he wounds, which 
was a very good reaſon for giv- 
ing the evinter wind the prefe- 
rence. .So in the Md/ummer's 
Night's Dream, | 


Spangled flar light SHEEN. 
and ſeveral other places. Chau- 


cer uſes it in this ſenſe, 


Tou bliſsful ſuſter Lucina the 


S HEN E. 


The ſacred Angel took his Tar- 
! SHENE, 1 
And by the Chriſtian Champion 
fiood umſeen . | 
The Oxford editor, who had this 
emendation communicated to 
him, takes occaſion from thence 
to alter the whole line thus, 


Thou caufeft not that teen. 
But, in his rage of correction, he 


3; 


forgot to leave the reaſon, which 


is now wanting, Why the avir- 


ter avind was to be preferred to 
man ingratitude. WARBURTON. 


I am afraid that no reader is 
fatisved with Dr. Waerburton's 
emendation, however vigorouſly 
enforced; and it is indeed en- 
forced with more art than truth. 
Sheen, 1. e. ſmiling, ſopining. That 
ſheen ſignifies ſpining is eaſily 

roved, but when or where did 


it ſignify /miling? yet /miling. 


gives the ſenſe neceſſary in this 
place. Sir T7. Hanmer's change 
1s leſs uncouth, but too remote 
from the preſent text. For my 


part I queſtion . whether the ori- 


goal line is not loſt, and this 
ſubſtituted merely to fill up the 
meaſures and the rhyme. Yet 
even out of this line, by ſtrong 
agitation, may ſenſe be elicited, 


and fenſe not unſuitable to the 
occaſion, Thou winter wind, 


ſays the Duke, thy rudeneſs gives 
the leſs pain, as thou art not ſeen, 
as thou art an enemy that dofi not 


' brave us with thy preſence, and 


whoſe unkindneſs is therefore not 
e Due 


* 2 8 8 


n 
n 


+ MY YOU LIKE 1 J. 47 
Du te Sen. If that you were the good Sir Rowland's 


8 W e 
As you have whiſper'd faithfully you were, 
And as mine eyes doth his effigies witneſs, | 
"> Moſt truly limn'd, and living in your face, 
ge truly welcome hither. Fm the Duke, 
That lov'd your Father. The refidue of your fortune 
Co to my cave and tell me. Good old Man, 

Thou art right welcome, as thy maſter is. ; 
—Support him by the arm; give me your hand. 
And let me all your fortunes underſtand. | Exeunt. 


* 


mY 
* 


ACT IL SCENE I. 
The PALACE. 


Enter Duke, Lords, and Oliver. | 


Du kk. 


\ T OT ſee him ſince? Sir, Sir, that cannot be 

But were I not the better part made mercy, 

I ſhould not ſeek an abſent argument 

Of my revenge, the preſent : but look to it; 

= Find out thy brother, whereſoe'er he is; 

Seek him with candle; bring him dead or living, 
Within this twelvemonth; or turn thou no more 
To ſeek a living in our territorj. 
Thy lands and all things that thou doſt call thine, 
Worth ſeizure, do we ſeize into our hands: | 
*Till thou canſt quit thee by thy brother's mouth, 
Of what we think againſt thee. 


A4. abſent argument.) An fidered it as meaniog the did, 
argument 1s uſed for the contents of and then uſed it for /abjed in yet 
a book, thence Shakefpeare con- another ſenſe, - . 


© 


s AS YOU LIKE IT: 
Oli. Oh, that your highneſs knew my heart i in this: k 


I never loy'd my brother in my life. 5 
Duke. More villain thou. Well—Puſh him out of 
And let my. officers of fuch a nature r 
Make an Extent upon his houſe and lands: . 
Do this expediently *, and turn him going, P[Exeunt. 1 
1 % Op 

Changes to the FOREST. ; = 


Enter Orlando. | 


Tre US 
heart ; 2 5 — 
e 


' __ Orla; LIAng there, my verſe; in witneſs of my 
love; 4 
5 And thou, thrice-crowned Queen of night, 8 „ 
With thy chaſte eye, from thy pale ſphere above, + Hh 
Thy huntreſs' name that my full life doth way. Pr - | 
O Rejalind ! theſe trees ſhall be my books, | 
And in their barks my thoughts I'll character; ; 
That every eye, which in this Foreſt looks, 
Shall ſee thy virtue witneſs'd every where. 
Run, run, Orlando, carve, on every tree, 
The fair, the chaſte, and anexpreſiive Shes [Exil. 


SCENE IE 


Enter Corin and Clown. 


or And "oy like you this ſhepherds life Nr. | 
Touchſtone i ? | 


4 Expedicnth.] This is, PR dreſs, and compriſed in theſe me- 


ditiouſly. morial lines: 1 
5 Thrice-crowned Queen of Terret, luftrat, agit, Projer- 8 


night.] Alluding to the tri- pina, Luna, Diana, 
ple hacks of P roſerpine, Ju- Ima, ſuperna, feras, ſceptro, 
thia, and Diana, given by ſome fulgore, ſagittis. 


Mythologiſts to the fame God- GUnexpreſſive, for inexpreſſ ble. 
Gs 


1 


„ FDU HEE TE 49 
- Truly, ſhepherd, in reſpect of itſelf, it is a 
good life; but in reſpect that it is a ſhepherd's life, it 
i8 naught. In reſpect that it is ſolitary, I like it very 
well; but in reſpect that it is private, it is a very vile 
life. Now in reſpect it is in the fields, it pleaſeth me 
well; but in reſpect it is not in the Court, it is tedious. 
As it is a ſpare life, look you, it fits my humour well ; 
but as there is no more plenty in it, it goes much 
againſt my ſtomach, Haſt any een in rg: 
ſhepherd? ß, 

Cor. No more, but chat I know, the more one 
ſickens, the worſe at eaſe he is: and that he, that 
wants money, means, and content, is without three 
good friends. That the property of rain is to wet, 
and fire to burn: that good paſture makes fat ſheep ; 
and that a great cauſe of the night, is lack of the Sun: 
that he, rhat hath learned no wit by nature nor. art”, 
may complain of . breeding, or comes of a very 
dull kindred. 

Clo. Such a one is a narural 8 a Walt eyer 
in Court, herd «- F 


Gor. 


1 


7 He that hath learned no æbit breeding. In the laſt line 4 2 
ty nature or art, may complain of Merchont of Venice we find that 
GOOD breeding, or conies of very to fear the keeping is to fear the 
dull kindred.\ Common ſenſe re- not keeping. 
quires us to read, | : 7 one is a , 225 

, e. he ſhepherd had ſai 
Ps... complain of 62088 breed all the Philoſophy he knew was 
herd the property of things, that 
The Oxford editor has. Br early rain wetted, fire burnt, Ec. And 
improved this emendation by the Club, reply, in a ſatire on 
reading, — bad breeding. — Phyficks or Natural Philoſiphy, 

WaRBURTON. though introduced with a quib. 

I am in douht whether the ble, is extremely. juſt. For the 
{ cuſtom of the language in Shakte= Natural Philoſopher is indeed. as 
| Jpeare's' time did not authoriſe ignorant {notwithſtandiag all His 
this mode of ſpeech, and make parade of knowledge) of the 
complain F good breeding the ſame efficient cauſe of things as the 


with complain of the want of good is It . from a thou- 
Voi. | | land 


50 AS YOU LIKE 1. 

Cor. No, truly. 

Clo. Then thou art damn'd. 

Cor. Nay, I hope— 

Ch. Truly, thou art damn'd, like an il. roaſted egg . 
all on one fide. | 

Cor. For not being at Court ? your reaſon. 


Clo. * Why, if thou never waſt at Court, thou never 


ſaw'ſt good manners; if thou never ſaw'ſt good man- 

ners, then thy manners muſt be wicked; and wick- 

edneſs is fin, and fin is damnation : thou art in a par- 
lous ſtate, ſhepherd. 

Cor. Not a whit, Touchſtone : thoſe, had are good 
manners at the Court, are as ridiculous in the Country, 
as the behaviour of the Country is moſt mockable at 

the Court. 


You told me, you ſalute not at the Court, 


but you kiſs your hands; that courteſy would be r un- 


cleanly, if Courtiers were ſhepherds. 
Clo. Inſtance, briefly ; come, inſtance. 
Cor. Why, we are {till handling our ewes; and their 


fels, you know, are greaſy. 


Clo. Why, do not your Courtiers? hands ſweat! ? and 
is not the greaſe of a mutton as wholeſome as the 
ſweat of a man? ſhallow, ſhallow !—a better inſtance, 


I ſay: come. 


| Cr. Beſides, our hands are e hard, 


ſand 1 that our poet was 
well acquainted with the Phyſics 
of his time: and his great pene- 
tration enabled him to ſee this 
ne. defect of it. 
WakzUR rox. 
9 Like an 1 ill-roaſted eeg.] Of 
this jeſt I do not fully compre- 
hend 71 meaning. 

' Why, if thou never af 
Court, thou never 8 
aanners; if thou newer, &C.] 
| This h repning is drayn N in 


- 


imitation of Friar 
nurge in Rablais, Si tu es Cogun, 
ergo ta femme fera belle; ergo tn 
fires bien traité Pelle; ergo tu au- 
ras des Amis beaucoup; ergo tu fe- 
ras ſauve, The laſt inference is 
pleaſantly drawn from the popiſn 


doctrine of the interceſſion of 


Saints. And, I ſuppoſe, our jo- 
cular Engliſb proverb, 
ing this matter, was founded in 
Friar 1 logie. 
Wa RBUR TON. 


9 Ch. 


John's to Pa. 


concern- | 


0 


Ro 200 iii tr: 
Co. Your lips will feel them the ſooner. Shallow 


again: — a more founder inſtance, come. 
Cor. And they are often tarr'd over with the ſurgery 


of our ſheep ; ; and would you have us kiſs tarr ? the 


Courtier's hands are perfumed with civet. : 
Cls. Moſt ſhallow man l- thou worms-meat, in re- 
ſpect of a good piece of fleſh—indeed!—learn of the 


| wiſe, and perpend. Civet is of a baſer birth than tarr; 


the very uncleanly flux of a cat. Mend the inſtance, 


- ſhepherd. 


Cor. You have too courtly a wit for me; T'1l reſt, 
* Clo. Wilt thou reſt damn'd; God help thee, ſhal- 


low man; God make inciſion in thee , thou art raw. 


Cor. Sir, I am a true labourer, I earn that I eat; 
get that I wear; owe no man hare, envy no man's hap- 
ineſs; glad of other men's good, content with my 
d and the greateſt of my pride is, to ſee wy 


_ ewes graze, and my lambs ſuck. 


Cle. That is another ſimple fin in you, to bring the 


ewes and the rams together; and to offer to get your 


living by the copulation of cattle; to be a bawd to a 


_ bell-weather *; and to betray a ſhe-lamb of a twelve- 


month to a crooked-pated old cuckoldly ram, out of all 
reaſonable match, If thou be'ſt not damn'd for this, 


the devil himſelf will have no ſhepherds; I cannot ſee 


elſe how thou ſhouldſt ſcape. 
Cor. Here comes young Mr. Ganimed, my new 
millreWs brother. | 


2 Make incifion in thee ] To * d King, 2 25 at 
make inciſion was a proverbial ex · length thy favour; 7 
preſſion then in vogue for, to make And fo proceeds ro inciſion.—— 
to underſtand, So in Beaumont | | | 


and Fletcher's Humourous Lieute- i. 1 to make him underſtand | 


nuant. | what he would be at. 
| | WARBURTON. 
O excellent King, © 3 Bawd to a Belwether.] Wee 
'Thus he begins, thou .life and tber and Ram had anciontly the 
tight v? creatures, ſame _— 
Ea SCE N E 


U 


ob LIKE; FE 


SCENE Iv. 
8 Roſalind, with a paper. 


of From the eaſt to weſtern Ind gE EET. i 
No jewel is like Roſalind, | * 
Her worth, being mounted on the wind, 
Through all the world bears Roſalind. 
All the pictures, faireſt limn'd, 
Are but black to Roſalind. 

Let no face be kept in mind, 

But the face of Roſalind. 


Clo. PH 9 Y you ſo, eight years ther. din- 
ners, and ſuppers, and ſleeping hours — it is 
the right butter-woman's rate to marker *. « 

Ro/. Out, fool! 

Clo, For a alc | 


If a hart doth lack a FTW 
Let him ſeek out Roſalind. 
I the cat will after kind, 
So, be ſure, ævill Roſalind. _ 
 Wainter-garments muſt be lin d. . 
So muſt ſlender Roſalind. =_ 
Mey, that reap, muſt. ſheaf and bind; A 
Then to Cart with Roſalind, — 
Sweeteſt nut hath ſowreſ} nnd 8 L þ 
Such a nut is Roſalind, 1 
He that ſibeeteſt roſe will find, 
Muſt find love's prick, and Roſalind. 


- PLIES 
rs 2 DR OR, Ig 
ö 


This is the very falſe gallop of verſes - why do you 
infect yourſelf with them : 75 


4 Rate to market. So Sir 7. Hanmer, In the former Editions 
rank to market. 


- 


* 1 


r ner ir, «© 
Roſ. Peace, you dull fool, I found them on a tree. 


Cho. Truly, the tree yields bad fruit. 
Rof. Vil graff it with you, and then I ſhall graff ir 
with a medler; then it will be the earlieſt fruit i'th 


country; for you will be rotten ere you be half ripe, 


and that's the right virtue of the medler. 


Clo. Vou have ſaid; but whether wiſely or no, let 


the Foreſt Judge. 
8 0 E. N 


Enter Celia, with a Wing: 


| R Peace, here comes my Siſter reading; ſtand 
aſide; 


Cel. Why ſhould this a Deſert FR 
| For it is unpeopled ? No; 
| Tongues I'll hang on every tree, 
Dat hall civil ſayings ſhow *. 
Some, how brief the life of man 
Runs his erring pilgrimage; 
That the ftretching of a ſpan 
Buckles in hrs ſum of age; 
Some of violated vows, 
TNroixt the fouls of friend and Friend; 
But upon the faireſt boughs, | 
Or at every ſentence end, 
Will] Rofalinda write; 
| Teaching all, that read, to know, 
This Quinteſſence of every Sprite 
Heaven N in little JO: 


5 That Pall cul ſeying ys ] of nature. This deſart ſhall not 
G ufed in the ſame appear unpeopled, for every tree 


4 | ſenſe as Khen we lay civil wiſ- ſhall teach the maxims or inci- 


dom or civil life, in oppoſition dents of ſocial life. 
1 4 a ö "oy, © or to the ſtate 5 T 
| i Phere- 


* 


| $4: A8 YOU LIKE 1: 
Therefore heaven nature charg 4 
That one body ſhould be fill d 
' With all graces 3 enlarg'd; 
Nature preſently diſtill 
Helen's cheeks, but not her heart, 
Cleopatra's majeſty ; 
Atalanta's better part“; 


Sad Lucretia's modeſty ; 
Thus Roſalind of many parts 
By heaw'nly ſynod was devis'd; 
Of many faces, eyes and hearts, 
To have the Touches * deareſt priz'd. 
Heav'n would that ſhe theſe Sie Should "0 
And I ſhould live and die her ons 


Ro. O moſt gentle , 5 tedious ho- 
mily of love have you wearied your Pariſhioners with- 
all, and never cry'd, Have patience, good people? 


6 Therefore heaven nature 
charg'd.) From the picture of 
Apelles, or the accom pliſhments 


of Pandora. 
Ila, dien, ors waits TR d- 


uar i xosleg 


deo 0 Ex 


So So before, 


But thou 
95 berfet, and ſo peerlę * art 
__ counte 
Of ev'ry creature's beſt. 
Tempeſt. 
gh 9.7. from this paſſage 


Swift had his hint of Bday 


Fo 
7 Atalanta's better part. ] I 
know not well what could be the 


better part of Atalanta here 


aſcribed to Neſalind. Of the 


Atalanta moiſt celebrated, and 


who therefore muſt be in- 
tended here where ſhe has no 
epithet of diſcrimination, the 


4 


better part ſeems to have been her 


heels, and the worſe part was ſo 


bad that Roſalind would not 
thank her lover for the compari- 
ſon. There is a mare obſcure 


Atalanta, a Huntreſs and a He- 


roine, but of her nothing bad is 
recorded, and therefore I know 
vot which was the better part. 
Shakeſpeare was nodeſpicable My- 
thologiſt, yet he ſeems: here to 


have miſtaken ſome other cha- 


racter for that of Atalanta. 


5 Sad, is grave, ſober, not light. 


2 The 7. > Fs, The ſantpres ; : 
les traits. 

0 moſt gentle 1UPITER 13 
We ſhould read JUNIPER, as the 


following words ſhew, alluding 


to the proverbial term of a Juni- 


per lefture ; A. ſharp or unplea-' 


ſing one! Juniper being a rough 
prickly plant. 
Surely Jupiter may ſtand. 


Cel. 


WarBnURTON. 


* e 2 9 7 


AS TOU LIEE EFT. x»fs 

Cel. How now? back-friends! erb go off 
2 little — go with him, firrah. 

1 Clo. Come, ſhepherd, let us make an honourable 

retreat; tho? not with bag and baggage, yet with-ſcrip 

=” and ſcrippage. Erxeunt Corin and Clown. 


A 
. 
e 
2 


SCENE " 
Cel. Didſt thou hear theſe verſes? | 


Ro. O yes, I heard them all, and more too; for 
ſome of them had in them more feet than rhe verſes. | 
would bear. 

Cel. That's no matter; the feet might bear the 
” yEries. - 

Roſ. Ay, but the fect were lame, and could not 
bear themſelves without the verſe, and therefore ſtood 
lamely in the verſe. 

Cel. But didſt thou hear, without wondring how. 
thy 7 ſhould be hang'd and Cary d. upon theſe 
tree; 

Ref. 1 was ſeven of the nine days out of wonder, 
before you came; for, look here, what I found on a 
palm- tree; ; *T was never ſo be- rhimed ſince Pythago- 
ras's time, that I was an [rifþ rat, which can — 
remember. 

Col. Trow you, who hath done his 1 


A ita man? 2 8 


* Tavgs aver 5 3 ſence The power of Killing rats with 
Pythagoras's time, that I was an rhymes Donne mentions in his 
Iriſh —4 Rzſalind is a very ſatires, and 7 emple in his trea- 
learned Lady. She alludes: to tiſes. Dr. Gray has produced a 
the Pyrbagorean doctrine which fimilar paſſage from Randolph, 
teaches . that ſouls tranſmigrate My Poets 
from one animal to another, and Shall with' a Jaytire ſteeped in 
relates that in his time ſhe was aa vinegar 5 
hiſs rat, and by ſome metrical Rhyme thenr to death, as they. do 


charm was: t to death. rats in Ireland. | 
e Cel, 


56 = OU:LIET UE 
Cel. And a chain, that you once wore, about his 
neck} Change you colour ? | 


Rof. I pr ythee, Who? 


Cel. O Lord, Lord, it is a hard matter for friends 
to meet; but mountains may be remoy'd with carts: 


quakes, and ſo encounter. 
Ry. Nay, but + is it? 
Cel. Is it poſſible ? 


Rg. Nay, I pr'ythee now, with moſt peritionary 


' vehemence, tell me who it de. 

Cel. O wonderful, wonderful, and moſt .der fal 
wonderful, and yet again wonderful, and after that 
out of all whooping 


Rof. Good my complexion | doſt thou think, 


though I am capariſon'd like a man, I have a doublet 


and hoſe in my diſpoſition? * One inch of delay more 
is a South-ſea of diſcovery. I pr 'ythee, tell me, who 


is it; quickly, and ſpeak apace; I would thou couldſt 


ſtammer, that thou might'ſt pour this concealed man 


out of thy mouth, as wine comes out of a narrow- 


Pr —— —ͤů ap) 
ade _ ER Fe huge”. > — * 8 2 
— md $-= -_ "I 


mouth'd bottle; either too much at once, or none at 


3 Good my complexion! This is 


a mode of expreſſion, Mr. Theobald 


ſays, eavhich he cannot reconcile to 
common ſenſe. Like enough: and 
ſo too the Oxford Editor. But 


the meaning is, Hol geod my 
an 1. e. let me not bluſh. 


WARBURTON. 


- .+* Oze 1 of delay more is 4 
South ſea of 4 diſcovery.) This is 


flark nonſenſe; we muſt read 


off diſcover , i. e. from diſca- 


very. If you delay me one 


5 25 of time longer, I ſhall 


4 think this ſecret as far from 


1 diſcovery as the South ſea is.” 


WarBuRTON. 
This ſentence is rightly noted 


by the Commentator as nonſenſe, 


but not ſo a reſtored to 


ebe, % . 
One Inch of delay more is a 


South fea. Diſcover, 1 priythee : 
tell me who is it quickly !—When, 


the tranſcriber had once made 


diſcovery from diſcover, 1, he 
eaſily put an article after South 


fea. But it may be read with 


{till leſs change, and with equal 
probability. Every Inch of de- 


lay more is à South ſea diſcovery: 


Every delay, however ſhort, is to 


me tedious and ir&ſome as the 


longeſt voyage, as a voyage of 


diſcovery on the South-ſea. How 


much voyages to the South-ſea, 


on which the Enpli/þ had then 


frſt ventured, engaged the con- 


verſation of that time, may be 


eaſily . 
all 


AS TOU.LUPEE IT: A: 
all. I pr'ythee take the cork out of thy mouth, chat 
I may drink thy tidings. | 

Cel. So you may put a man in Ae belly. 

Ngſ. Is he of God's making? what manner of 
man ? is his head worth a hat? or his chin Wann 
beard! | 

Cel. Nay, he hath but a little beard. 8 

Ro. Why, God will ſend more, if the man will 
be thankful ; let me ſtay the growth of his beard, if 
thou delay me not the knowledge of his chin. : 

Cel. It is young Orlando, that rripp'd up the wreltler's 
heels and your heart both in an inſtant. . 

Ro. Nay, but the devil take ockingy ſpeak, lad. 
brow, and true maid. 

Cel. Vfaith, e Tis . 

Noſ. Orlando! 

Cel. Orlando. 
Roſ. Alas the day, what ſhall Ido with my doublet 

and hoſe ? what did he, when thou faw'{t him? what 

ſaid he? how look'd he? wherein went he? what 
makes he here? did he aſk for me? where remains he? 
how parted he with thee? and when ſhalt thou ſee him 
again? anſwer me in one word. 

Cel. You muſt borrow me 8 1 mouth 
firſt; *ris a word too great for any mouth of this age's 
fa To ſay, ay, and no, to theſe particulars, ; is more 
than to anſwer in a catechiſm. 5 

Rl. But doth he know that I am in this Foreſt, and 
in man's apparel? looks he as freſhly as he did the. 
day he wreſtled ? —_— 

Cel. It is as eaſy to count atoms, as to celolve. the 
propoſitions of a lover: but take a 90 of my find- 


5 — Garagantua' £ mouth. Ro- magnitude is too big for oj 
ſalind requires nine queſtions to mouth but that of Garagantua 
be anſwered in ane word, Celia the giant of Rabelais. 
tells her that a word of ſuch | | 
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FF | {AB COU LIKE IT 
ing him, and reliſh it with good obſervance. I found 
him under a tree like a dropp'd acorn®. 

Roſ. It may well be call'd Fove's tree, when i it drops 
forth ſuch fruit. 

Cel. Give me audience, good Madam. 

Ro/ Proceed. 

Cel. There lay he ſtrerch'd along like a wounded 
Knight. 

Rg. Tho' it be pity ta ſee ſuch a fight, i it well be: 
comes the ground. 

Gel. Cry, holla! to thy tongue, I pr 'yrhee ; it cur- 
vets unſeaſonably. He was furniſh'd like a hunter. 

Re. Oh, ominous: he comes to kill my heart. 

Cel. I would ſing my ſong without a burden; thou 
bring'ſt me out of tune. 

Rof. Do you not know I am a woman? When 1 
think, I muſt peak — Sweet, ſay on. 


SCENE VII. 
Enter Orlando and Jaques, 


Cel. You bring n me out. Soft, comes he not here * 
24 Tis he; "Link by, and note him. 
| [Celia and Rofalind retire. 
7 I thank you for your company; but, good 
faith, I had as lief have been myſelf alone. 
Orla. And ſo had I; but yet for, faſhion fake, 1 
thank you too for Jour ſociety. 
Jag. God bw? you, let's meet as little as we can. 
Orla. 1 do ae we may be better en 


5 found . under a tree did he look like a drop a acorx 
like a dropp d acorn.] We ſhould: unleſs he was found under an 
read, oak-tree. And from Rofalind's 
Under AN OAK trees reply, that it might; well be called: 
This appears from what follows Jove's tree: For the Oak was ſa - 
like 1 acorn. For how cred to Fove, WARBURTON. 
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AS YOU LIKE IT, 


Jag. I pray you marr no more trees with writing 


love-ſongs in their barks. 


Orla. J pray you, marr no more of my Verſes OVER 
reading them il|-favouredly. 
Jag. Roſalind, is your love's name? 


Orla. Ves, juſt. 


Fag. I do not like her name. 
Orla There was no thought of hicafing you, when 


ſhe was chriſten'd. 


Jag. What ſtature is ſhe of ? 

Orla. Juſt as high as. my heart. 

Jag. You are full of pretty anſwers; have you not 
been acquainted with goldſmiths wives, and conn'd 


them out of rings : ? 
Orla. Not ſoꝰ: 


but I anſwer you right painted 


cloth, from whence you have ſtudied your queſtions. * 


Jag. You have a nimble wit; 


of Atalanta's heels, 


I think, it was made, 


Will you ſit down, with me, and 


we two will rail againſt our 8 the world, and 


all our miſery. 


Orla. I will chide no breather in the world but my 
ſelf, againſt whom I know moſt faults. | 


2 
virtue. 


The worſt fault you have, is to be in love. 
Tis a fault I will not change for your beſt 
Jam weary of you. 


Jag. By my troth, I Was ſeeking for a fool, when 


I found you. 


„ drawn in the 3 but i in and 


you ſhall ſee him. 


Jad. There I ſhall ſee mine own figure. 


| but I anfuver you right 
—_ choth.] This alludes to 
the Faſhion, in old. Tapeſtry 
Hangings, of Motto's and mo- 
ral Sentences from.the Mouths of 

the Fipures work'd or painted in 
them. Che poet again hints at 
this Cuſtom in his Poem, call'd, 
Tarquia and Lucrece : 


Who fe ars à Sentence, or an ; old 
Man's Sax, 4 | 
Shall by a: painted Cloth: be kept 
in Awe. "FLEEOBALD« 

Sir T. Hanmer reads, I anfever- 
you right, in the ſtile of the 
painted cloth, Something ſeems 
wanting, and I know not what 


can be r better: 


Orla. : 


+ as ro LI KE it 


Orla. Which I take to be either a fool, or a cypher. | 


Jag. III ſtay no o longer with you ; farewel, good 


Signior lovet-- 5 WE 


E N E. VIII. 


Orla. I am glad of your departure; adieu, good 


Monſieur melancholy! [ Cel. 2nd Rof. come forward. 


Rof. I will ſpeak to him like a fawcy lacquey, and 


under that habit play the Ade with him — Do you 
hear, foreſter? 

Orla. Very well; what woold you 2 

- Roſ: 1 pray you, what i is't a clock? 

Orla. You ſhould aſk me, what time day; there $ 
no clock in the Foreſt. 

RN. Then there is no true lover in the Foreſt; elle, 


dodiog every minute, and groaning every hour, poll 


detect the lazy foot of time, as well as a clock. 


Orla. And why not the ſwift foot of time ? ma not 


that been as proper? 


Rofſ. By no means, Sir: time 1 in avis paces, 
with divers perſons; III tell you whom time ambles 


withal, whom time trots withal, whom time gallops 
withal, and whom he ſtands ſtill withal. 
Orla. I priythee, whom doth he trot withal? 


Roſ. Marry, he trots hard with a young maid, be- 


tween the contract of her marriage, and the day it is 

ſolemniz'd: if the interim be but a ſennight, time's 

pace is ſo hard that it ſeems the length of ſeven years. 
Orla. Who ambles time withal * | 


Rof. With a prieſt that lacks Latin, and a rich man 


that hath not the gout; for the one ſleeps eaſily, be- 
cauſe he cannot ſtudy; and the other lives merrily, 
becauſe he feels no pain: the one lacking the burden 
of lean and waſteful learning; the other knowing no 


burden of heavy tedious penury. Theſe time ambles 


withal. 
Orla. Whom doth he gallop withal ? 


* With 2 thick to the e for though | ber 90 


as 


SY OU IEE. - Wh 
as ſoftly as foot can fall, he thinks fa too foon 
there. .. 

Orla. Whom ſtays i it ſtill withal 2: 

Ro. With lawyers in the vacation; for they fleep 
between term and term, and then they perceive not 
 F. how time moves. 

1 Orla. Where dwell you, pr etty youth! ? 
E R/ With this ſhepherdeſs, my filter ; here in the 
ſkirts of the foreſt, like fringe upon a petticoat. 

Orla. Are you native of this place ? 

No. As the . that you ſee dwell where te 18 
kin; 

Orla. Your accent is ſomething finer, than you could 
purchaſe in ſo removed a dwelling. | 

Roſ. I have been told ſo of many; but, indeed, an 
old religious Uncle of mine taught me to ſpeak, Who 
was in his youth an * in- land man, one that knew court- 

ſhip too well: for there he fell in love. I have heard 
him read many lectures againſt it; I thank God, I am 
not a woman, to be touch'd with ſo many giddy offences 

| as he hath generally tax'd their whole ſex withal. 

Orla. Can you remember any of rhe principal evils, 

wa he laid to the charge of women? 

Ref. There were none principal, they were all like 
one another, as half-pence are; every one fault ſeem- 
ing. monſtrous, till his fellow faulr came to match it. 

Orla. I pr'ythee, recount ſome of them. 

Noſ. No; I will not caſt away my phyſick, but on 
thoſe that are ſick. There is a man Aa the Foreſt, | 
that abuſes our young Plants with carving Roſalind on „ 
their barks; hangs Odes upon hawthorns, and Elegies _ 

on brambles ; all, forfooth, deifying the name of Re- 
ſaling. If I could meet that fancy-monger, I would 
give him ſome good counſel, for he ſeems to have the 
Quotidian of love upon him. 


®  znland 1 Is uſed i in So Orlando belore—7. et am TY in- 
this play for one civiliſed, in op- land bred, and know 4 nurture. 

Poſition to the yufick of the A . 
Orla. 
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roi LEKEE ET. | 
Orla. J am he, that is ſo love-ſhal'd; I pray you, 
tell me your remedy. 
Ref. There is none of my Uncle's nicks upon you, 
he taught me how to know a man in love; in which 
cage of ruſhes, I am ſure, you we not priſoner. 
Orla. What were his marks? | 
Rof. A lean cheek, which you have not; a blue eye 
and ſunken, which you have not; an unqueſtionable 
ſpirit *, which you have not; a beard neglected, which 
you have not; — but pardon you for that, for ſim- 
ply your Having i in beard is a younger Brother's re- 
| venue; — then your hoſe ſhould be ungarter'd, your 
bonnet unbanded, your ſleeve unbutton'd, your ſhoe 
| untied, and every thing about you demonſtrating a 
) careleſs deſolation. But you are no ſuch man, you are 
1 rather point - de- vice in your accoutrements, as loving 
| | .* yourſelf, than ſeeming the lover of any other. 
| 


— 


——— — ET — 
= — AIR eee i 2 


DIE 
MY 


Orla. Fair youth, I would I could make thee be- 
lieve I love. 
| Ro}. Me believe it? you may as ſoon make her, that 
you love, believe it; which, I warrant, ſhe is apter to 
do, than to confeſs ſhe does; that is one of the points, + 
in the which women {till give the lye to their con- 
ſciences. But, in good ſooth, are you he that hangs 
the Verſes on the trees, wherein Roſalind is fo ad- 
mired? _—_ 
Orla. I ſwear to thee, youth, by the white: hand df 
Ry/alind, T am That he, that unfortunate he. 
Ra. But are you fo much in love, as your. rhimes 
ſpeak ?. 
Orla. Neither rhime nor reaſon can expreſs how 
much. | N i 
Ref Love is merely a madneſs, and, I tell you, 


r 
— <= Star pens 2 2 — 
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5 — an 3 fpirit. ] fpeare has uſed a paſſive for an 
That is, a ſpirit not inqui/itive, active mode of ſpeech: ſo in a 
a mind indifferent to common former ſcene, The Duke i is too diſ- 
objects, and negligent of com- putable for me, that is, too 4 . 
mon occurrences. Here Shake- putatious. 


deſerves 


K&S YOU LIKE 1T. . Mp 
deſerves as well a dark houſe and a whip, as mad men 
do: and the reaſon why they are not fo puniſhed and 
cured, is, that the lunacy is ſo ordinary, that the 
whippers are in love too: yet I * an it by 
counſel. 
Orla. Did you ever cure any ſo? 
Hef. Yes, one, and in this manner. He was to 
imagine me his love, his miſtreſs: and I ſet him every 
day to wooe me. At which time would I, being but 
' a mooniſh youth, grieve, be effeminate, changeable, 
longing, and liking; proud, fantaſtical, apiſh, ſhal- 
low, inconſtant, full of rears, full of ſmiles; for 
every paſſion ſomething, and for no paſſion truly any 
thing, as boys and women are for the moſt part cattle 
of this colour ; would now like him, now loath him; 
then entertain him, then forſwear him; now weep for 
him, then ſpit at him; that I drave my ſuitor from 
his mad humour of love, to a living humour of mad- 
« neſs ; which was, to forſwear the full ſtream of the 
* world, and to live in a nook meerly monaſtick; and 
4 thus I cur'd him, and this way will I take upon me 
® to waſh your liver as clear as a found ſheep's heart, 
2 that there ſhall not be one ſport of love in't. 
= Orla. I would not be cur'd, youth. 
Ro. I would cure you if you would but call me 
Roſalind, and come every day to my cote, and wooe me. 
Orla. Now, by the Rath of my love, I will Tell 
me where it is. 
Boſe Gowith me to it, "and I will ew it you; and, 


a living humour of meſs. Or rather thus, from a mad 


* 
n + * 22 

7 q FAR ” 25 

1 n 2 


* 34 if this be the true 


reading we mult by /zving under- 
ſtand {afting, or permanent, but 
.I cannot — ail to think that 
Gs antitheſis was intended 


which 1s now loſt; perhaps the 
: paſſage ſtood thus, 1 drove my 


ſaitor from a dying humour of 


bee 8 gumnqur . 


humour of tocve to a loving humour 


of madneſs, that is, from a nun- 


neſi that was love, to a Howe that 
was madneſs. This ſeems ſome- 
what harſh and ſtrained, but ſuch 
modes of ſpeech are not unuſual 
in our poet: and this harſhneſs 
was probably the cauſe of the 
corruption. 
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by the way, you ſhall tell me where in the Foreſt yeu 


Fove in a thatch'd houſe ! 


Underſtanding; it ſtrikes a man more dead than a great 


or 


. 


live. Will you go? 
Orla. With all my heart, good youth. 
Ro Nay, nay, you muſt eall me Roſalind — Come, 
ſiſter, will you go? © [Eneunt. 


SCENE THR 1 
Enter Clown, Audrey and Jaques watching them, 


Clo. Come apace, good Audrey, I will fetch up your 
goats, Audrey; and now, Audrey, am I the man yet? 
doth my ſimple feature content you? ” 

Aud. Your features, Lord warrant us! what fea- 
tures? UE : „ 

Clio. Tam here with thee and thy goats, as the moſt 
capricious poet honeſt Ovid was among the Geths. 

Jag. [aſide] O knowledge ill- inhabited, worſe than 


Clo. When a man's verſes cannot be underſtood, nor 
a man's good Wit ſeconded with the forward child, 


reckoning in a little room” 


had made thee poetical. 


— t fries @ man inore 


dead than a great reckoning in a 


little room;] Nothing was ever 
wrote in higher humour than this 
ſimile. A great reckoning, in a 


little room, implies that the en- 


tertainment was mean, and the 
bill extravagant. The poet here 


alluded to the French proverbial 


phraſe of the quarter of hour of 
Rabelais: who ſaid, there was 
only one quarter of hour in hu- 
man life paſſed ill, and that was 


between the calling for the rec- 
Koning and paying it. Yet the 


truly, 1 would the Gods 
5 Aud. | 


delicacy of our Oxford Editor 


would correct this into, Ir ftrikes 
a man more dead than a great reek- 

This is 
amending with a vengeance. 


ing in a little room. 


When men are joking together 


in a merry humour, all are diſ- 


poſed to laugh. One of the 


company ſays a good thing ; the 


jeſt is not taken; all are ſilent, 
and he who ſud it, quite con- 
founded. This is compared to 


a tavern jollity interrupted by the 


coming in of a great reckoning. 
Had not Shakeſpeare reaſon now 
| | 5 in 


rap nn LT, 65 


Aud. 1 do not know what portical i is; is it honeſt 
in deed and word? is it true thing? 

- Cle. No, truly; for the trueſt poetry is the moſt 
feigning; and lovers are given to poetry; and what 
they ſwear in poetry *, may be ſaid, as lovers, they 
do feign. 

Aud. Do you wiſh chen, chat che Gets had made 
me poetical? 

Clo. I do, truly; for thak ſwear'ſt to me, thou art 
honeſt : now if thou wert a poet, I might have loms | 
hope thou didſt feign. | 
Aud. Would you not have me "PAY ? | 
Co. No, truly, unleſs thou wert hard-favour'd; for 
| be coupled to e is, to have honey a ſawce 

to ſugar. N 

Jag. [afede] A 3 fool 13 | 

Aud. Well, I am not fair; and therefore I pray the 
Gods make me honeſt ! 

Clo. Truly, and to caſt away honeſty upon a foul 
flut, were to put good meat into an unclean diſh, 


Aud. T amnota ſlut, though I thank the Gods 1 


am foul +. 


Ch. Well, gfe) be the Gods for thy foulneſs ! 
flurtiſhneſs may come hereafter : but be it as it may 
be, I will marry thee; and to that end I have been 
with Sir Oliver Mar- tent; the vicar of the next vil- 
lage, who hath promis'd to meet me in this place of 

the foreſt, and to couple us. 
Jag. [ afede] 1 would fain ſee this meeting. 


in this caſe to apply his ſimile, poetry, &c.] This ſentence ſeems = 


to his own caſe, againſt his Cri- 


tical editor? Who, tis plain, 


taking the phraſe to frike dead 
in a literal ſenſe, concluded, from 


his knowledge in philoſophy, that 
it could not be ſo effectually done 


- by a 5 as by a reeking. 
| WARBURTON. 


— and what they finear i in | frowning. 


* II. 


perplexed and inconſequent, per- 
haps it were better read thus, 
What they fwear as lovers they 
may be ſaid to feign as poets. 

2 A ae 7 A fool 
with matter in him; a fool ſtocked 
with notions. 

"5 BY foul is meant cy or 

HAN MER. 


Aud. 


| 1: „5, YOU LIK 5 FT: 2 
1 1 | | , Aud. Well, the Gods give Us joy! 45 
— 1 Clo. Amen. A man may, if he were of a fearful 
+ HE heart, ſtagger in this attempt; for here we have no 
| Eo _ temple but the wood, no aſſembly but horn-beaſts. 
1: 178 But what tho' ? courage. As horns are odious, they 
— 11:18 are neceſſary. It is ſaid, many a man knows no end 
|| 1:8 of his goods: right: many a man has good horns, bY 
M's] | and knows no end of them. Well, that is the dowry k, 
== -- of his wife, *tis none of his own getting; horns? even 
ſo — poor men alone? —— no, no, the nobleſt deer 
hath them as huge as the raſcal: is the ſingle man 
therefore bleſſed ? no. As a wall'd town is more wor- 
4 128 thier than a village, ſo is the forehead of a married 
1 18 man more honourable than the bare brow of a ba- 
— 118 chelor; and by how much defence is better than no 
— 1'Þ : 1kill, fo much is a horn more precious than to want. 


Enter Sir Oliver Mar-text. 


14 138 Here comes Sir Oliver Sir Oliver Mar-text *, you are 

'4 16 | well mer. Will you diſpatch us here under this tree, = 

vt: or ſhall we go with you to your Chapel? : in 

. | Sir Oli. Is there none here to give the woman? 
gy; Clo. I will not take her on gift of any man. 

Sir Oli. Truly, ſhe mult be given, or the marriage 8 
is not lawful. 

Jac. [di Yeauering himſelf ] Proceed, proceed ; Il 
give her. 

Clo. Good even, good maſter what ye call: how do 
you, Sir? you are very well met: God'ild you for 
your laſt company! I am very glad to ſee you—evyen 
a toy in hand here, Sir—nay ; pray be covered, 

Fac. Will you be married, Motley? 
Cle. As the ox hath his bow, _ the horſe bis 


K "IT 
EI" OE UP 
n Toe: ee OI op 
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— evhat tho ?] What then. Sir. This was not always a word 

4 9p Oliver.] He that has of contempt ; the graduates. aſ- 

taken his firſt degree at the Uni- ſumed it in their own writings ; 

verſity, 1s in the academical ſtyle ſo Trewiſa the hiſtorian writes 
called Dominus, and in common himſelf . John de Treviſa. 

laug uage was heretofore termed 


curb, 


/ 


3 


lad. 


ſire; and as pigeons bill, 
ling. | | 


ou LIKE IT. : 4 
curb, and the faulcon his bells, ſo man hath his de- 
ſo wedlock would be mb- 


| 550 And will you, being a man of your breeding, 
be married under a buſh like a beggar? get you to 
church, and have a good prieſt that can tell you whats 


marriage is; this fellow will but join you together as 


they join wainſcot; then one of you will prove a ſhrunk 


pannel, and, like green timber, warp, warp.. 


” 


Clo. J am not in the mind, bur I were better to be 
married of him than of another; for he is not like to 


marry me well; and not being well married, it will be 
a good excuſe for me hereafter to leave my wife. 


Jag. Go thou with me, and let me counſel thee. 
Co. Come, ſweer Audrey, we muſt be married, or 
we muſt live in bawdry. Farewel, good Sir Oliver; 


not 5 O ſweet Oliver, O brave Oliver, leave me not be- 


hind thee, but wind away, 


to wedding with thee. 
Sir Oli. Tis, no matter; 


— NV. 100 Gre 0 brave, 


& . Some words of an old bal-. 
” Wax BURTOx. 
Of this ſpeech, as it now ap- 


pears, 1 can make nothing, and 


think nothing can be made. In 


the ſame breath he calls his mi- 
þ ſtreſs to be married, and ſends 
away the man that ſhould marry 


them. Dr. Warbu#ton has very hap- 
pily obſerved, that O veer Oliver 
is a quotation from an old ſong ; 


I believe there are two quotations - 


put in oppoſition to each other. 
For wind 1 read wwend, the o'd 
word for go, Perhaps the whole 
pailage may be regulated thus, 
Clo. I am not in the mind, but 
it were better for me to be married 
of him than of another, for he is 


F 


0 


begone, I ſay, I will not 


ne'er a fantaſtical knave 


of them all ſhall flout me out of my Calling. | Exeunt. 


not Bike to marry me well, and not 
being cell married it will be a 


good excuſe for aue hereafter to. 


leave my rife Ceme, faveet 


Audrey, we muſi be married, or 


awe muf} live in bawwary. 


Jac! Go thou th me; and It 


me counſel thee. [they whiſper. 
Clo. Fareavel, good Sir Oliver, 


not O (tweet Olizer, O brave 


Oliver. leave me not behind thee, 
— but © 5 
Merd away, 

| Begone, 1 jay, 
T avill not to edding c, thee 


Fo dey. 


Of this corjeRure the reader 
may take as much as ſnall ap- 


pear neceſſary to the ſenſe, or 


conducive to the humour. 


' SCENE 


8s YOU 


Rof 


Weep. 


only colour. 
Ro. And his kiſſing is 
touch of holy Beard. 


8 There i is much of nature in 
this petty perverſeneſs of Ro- 
ſalind; the finds faults in her 
lover, in hope to be contradicted, 
and when Celia in ſportive ma- 
lice too readily ſeconds her ac- 

cuſations, ſhe contradicts herſelf, 

rather than ſuffer her favourite to 
__y a vindication. 

7 as the touch of holy bread. ] 

We ſhouid read beard, that is, 


hermit, called the 4i/5 of charity : 
This makes the compariſon juſt 


and abſurd. Wax BURTOR. 


as the kiſs of an holy ſaint or 


and decent; the other impious 


LIKE 


FCENE ® 
Changes to a Cottage in the Foreſt. 
Enter Roſalind and Celia. | 


Ever talk to me—I will weep. . 
Cel. Do, I pr'ythee; but yet have the 
grace to conſider, that tears do not become a man. 
Rof. But have I not cauſe to weep ? 
Cel. As good cauſe as one would delite, therefore 


Kg. His very hair is of che diſfemb in colour. 

Cel. Something browner than 7udas's : marry his 
kiſſes are Fudas's own children. 

Rof. 'faith, his hair is of a good colour 5. 1 

Cel. An excellent colour: your cheſnut was ever r the |: 


as full of ſandtry, as the 


Cel. He hath bought a pair of caſt lips of Diana : 
a nun of Winter's fiſterhood * kiſſes not more religi- 
ouſly ; the yory ice of enaltiey 1 is in them. 
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— > nun FF, Winter's fefter- 
44 This is finely expreſſed. 
But Mr. Theobald ſays, the words 
give him no idea. And tis cer- 
tain, that words will never give 
men what nature has denied them. 
However, to mend the matter, 
he ſubſtitutes Viniſred's fiſterhood. 
And, after ſo happy a thought 
it was to no purpoſe to tell him 
there was no religious order of 
that denomination. 'The plain 
truth is, Shakeſpeare meant an un- 
fruitful fifterhood, which had de- 
voted itſelf to chaſtity. For as 
thoſe was were of the 1 | 
0 


— 


4 $f 
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Roſe Bur why did he ſwear he would come this 
morning, and comes not? 
Cel. Nay, certainly, there is no truth in him, 
Roſ. Do you think fo? 
Cel. Yes. I think he is not a pick-purſe nor a horſes 
ſtealer ; but for his verity in love, I do think him as 
concave as a cover'd goblet ?, or a worm: eaten nut. 
Ro. Not true · in love? 
Cel. Ves, when he is in; but, 1 og he. is is ; not in. 
Noſ. Vou have heard him ſwear dowuright, he was. 
Cel. Was, is not is; beſides, the oath of a lover is 
no ſtronger than the word of a tapſter; they are both 
the conſirmers of falſe reckonings. He attends here 
in the Foreſt on the Duke your Father. - 
Ry. I met the Duke yeſterday, and had much queſ- 
tion with him: he aſked me, of what parentage 1 
was; I told him of as good as he; ſo he laugh'd, and 


let me go. 
1s ſuch a man as Orlando. 


But what talk we of Tarhers, when there 


Cel. O, that's a brave man! he writes 8 verſes, 
ſpeaks brave words, ſwears brave oaths, and breaks 
them bravely, quite travers, athwart the heart of his 


% 


of the ſpring were the votaries 
of Venus; thoſe of ſummer, the 
votaries of Ceres; thoſe of au- 
tumn, of Pomona ; ſo theſe of 
the % Mer bod of winter were the 
votaries of Diana: 


not, like the other three, pro- 
ductive of fruit or increaſe. On 


this account, it is, that, when 


the poet ſpeaks, of what is moſt 

poor, he inſtances in winter, in 

 thele fine lines of Othello, 

But riches endleſs is as poor as 
winter 

To him that ever fears he Pall 
be poor. 


. other rr of winter chat 


Called, 45 


winter, becauſe that quarter is 


A 


lover; 


made him term them of its ſiſter- 
hood js its colaneſs., So in Mia. 

ſummer's Night's Dream. 
To be a barren ſiſter all your life, 
Chanting faint hymns to the cold 

| fruitleſs moon. 
Wä mͤR BURTON. 
9. — 2s concave as à cover d 
goblet,) Why a cover d? Be- 
cauſe a goblet is never kept co- 
wver'd but when empty. Shake- 
ſpeare never throws out his ex- 
Preſſions at random. | | 
WarBURTON. 
1 — guite travers, athavart, 
&c.] An unexperienced lover is 
here compared to a puiſiy Tilter, 
to whom it was a Gigrace to have 
"T3 his 
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| lover; as a puiſay titer, that ſpurs his horſe but on 
one ſ de, breaks his ſtaff like a noble gooſe; but all's 
brave that yourn. rm ant, and folly guides: who comes 


here? 


Enter corin. 


Cor. Miſtreſs 5 Haller, you have oft enquired” 


Aſter the ſhepherd thar complain'd of love; 
Whom you ſaw fittings by me on the turf, 
Praiſing the proud diſdainful ephendet 


That was his miſtreſs. 


Cel. Well, and what of him "ht, 5 

Cor. If you will ſee a pageant truly play'd, 
Berween the pale complexion of true love, 
And the red glow of ſcorn and proud diſdain ; 
Go hence a irtle, and I ſhall conduct you, 


If you will mark ir. 


Ne. Come, let us remove; 
The fight of lovers feedeth thoſe in love: 


his Lance broken 18 as it was 
a mark either of want of Cou- 
rage or Addreſs. This happen'd 
when the horſe flew on one fide, 


in the net: And hence, I ſup- 


poſe, aroſe the jocular proverbial 


phraſe of fring the korſe only 
on one fide. Now as breaking the 


Lance againft his Adverſary's 
breaſt, in a direct line, was ho- 


nourable, ſo the breaking it acroſs 
- againſt his breaſt was, for the 
reaſon above, diſnonourable: 

Hence it is, that Sianey, in his 
Arcadia, ſpeaking of the mock- 
combat of Clinias and Dametas 
ſays, The wind took fuch hold of 
his Staff that it croſt quite over 
his breaſt, &c.——And to break 
acroſs was the uſual phraſe, as ap- 
pears from ſome wretched verſes 


of the ſame er, * of 


an urſkilful Tilter, 
Methought ſome Staves he miſt : 
if Jo, not much amiſs : | 
For when he moſt did hit, be ever 
yet did miſs. 
One Jaid he brake acroſs, full 
abell it fo might b, &C. 
This is the alluſion. So that Or- 
lands, a young Gallant, affect- 
ing the faſhion' (for brave is here 
uſed, as in other places, for fa- 
ſhionable) is repreſented either 
ſkilful in courtſhip, or timorous. 


The Lover's meeting or appoint- 


ment correſponds to the Tilter's 
Carreer: And as the one breaks 
Staves, the other breaks Oaths, 


The buſineſs is only meeting 


fairly, and doing both with Ad- 
dreſs : And 'tis for the want of 


this, that Orlando i is blamed. 


WARBURTON. 


Bring 


if you will: 


AS YOU 


oY LISE IT. - 
Bring us but to this ſight, and you ſhall ſay 
FH prone a buſy Actor in their Play. | 


SCENE XI. 


[ Exeunt. 


| Changes to another part of the Foreſt. 


＋ 


Enter Silvius and Phebe. 


Sil. OWeet Phebe, 1 not 15 do not, Phebe— 
Say, that you love me not ; bur ſay not ſo 


In re. the common executioner, 
Whoſe heart th' accuſtom'd ſight of death makes hard, 


Falls not the ax upon the humbled neck, 


: But firſt begs pardon : will you ſterner be* 


Than he that dies and lives by bloody drops? ? 


Enter Roſalind, Celia Abd Corin. 


Phe. I would not be thy executioner ; 
I fly thee, for I would not injure thee. 
Thou tell'ſt me, there is murder in mine eyes; 
Tis pretty, ſure, and very probable, 
That eyes, that are the frail'ſt and ſofteſt things, 
Who ſhut their coward gates on atomies, ; 


I wolf you flerner 5 


7 han he that dies and lives by 


bloody drops ? This is 
ſpoken of the executioner, He 
lives indeed, by bloody Drops, 


by bloody Drops? The poet muſt 


certainly have wrote—?zhat deals 


and lives, &c. i. e. that gets his 


bread by, and makes a trade of 
cutting off heads: 
ford Editor makes it plainer. He 


But the Ox- 


reads, 


_ Than he that Avi, and thrives by 


_ drops. 
Waskuxrov. 


Fx. | - Should 


but how does he de 


Either Dr. Warburtor's emen- 
dation, except that the word 
deals wants its proper conftruc- 
tion, or thatof Sir 7. Hanmer may 
ſerve the purpoſe ; but I believe 
they have fixed corruption upon 


the wrong word, and ſhould ra- 


ther read, 

Than he that dies his lips by 

bloody drops? 

Will you ſpeak with more ftern- 
neſs than the executioner, whoſe 
lips are uſed to be ſprinkled with 
blood? The mention of drops im- 
plies ſome part that muſt be 


ſ] prinkled rather than dipped. 
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LIKE 1 


Should be call'd tyrants, butchers, murderers !—— 
Now do I frown on thee with all my heart, 


And if mine eyes can wound, now let them kill thee: 


Now counterfeit to ſwoon; 


why, now fall down; 


Or if thou can'ſt not, oh, "i ſhame, for ſhame, 

Lye not to fay mine eyes are murderers. 

Now ſhew the wound mine eyes have made in thee ; 
Scratch thee but with a pin, and there remains 
Some ſcar of it; lean but upon a ruſh, 
The cicatrice and capable impreflure * 

Thy Palm fome moments keeps: but now mine eyes, 


That can do hurt. 
Sil. O dear Phebe, 


Which] have darted at thee, hurt thee not; 
Nor, I am ſure, there is no force in eyes 


If ever (as that ever may be near) 
Lou meet in ſome freſh cheek the power of fancy * i 


Then ſhall you know the wounds inviſible 


Phe. But 'till that time, 


That love's keen arrows make. 


Come not thou near me; and when that time comes, 
Afflict me with thy mocks, pity me not; 


As, till that time, I ſball not pity thee, 
Ro. And why, I pray you A . be age 


mother , 


3 The cicatrice and capable im- 
preſſure] Cicatrice is here not very 


properly uſed; it is the ſcar of a 
wound. Copalle impreſſure ar 


. mark. 


Is A2 uſed for love, as before in 
Miaſummer Night's Dream. 
S —— Who might be jour mo 


tber, ] It is common for the poets 


to expreſs cruelty by ſaying, of 


| thoſe who commit it, that they 


| 8 2 fancy, |] Barg - 


That you inſult, exalt and all at once 


Over 


* born of rocks, or ſackled 


by tigreſſes. 


6 That you inſult, exult, and 


ALL at once} If the Speaker in- 
tended to accuſe the perſon ſpoken 
to only for inſulting and exult- 
ing; then, inftead of — a/l at 
once, it ought to have been, both 
at once. But by examining the 
crime or the perſon accuſed, we 


ſhall diſcover that the line is to 


be read 0 
i That 


>: 


4 - 
4 
A 
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Over the wretched? what though you have beauty „5 


(As, by my faith, I ſee no more in you 
Than without candle may go dark to bed), 


Muſt you be therefore een and pitileſ?? 26 
Why, what means this? why do you look on me? 2 
I ſee no more in you than in the ordinary 


Of narure's ſale - work s: odds, my little life! 
1 think, ſhe means to angle mine eyes too: 

No, faith, proud miſtreſs, hope 
"Tis not your inky brows, your black ſilk hair, 


not after it; 


Your bugle eye- balls, nor your cheek of cream, 
That can entame my ſpirits to your worſhipꝰ. - 
You fooliſh ſhepherd, wherefore do you follow her 
Like foggy South, puffing with wind and rain? 

. You are a thouſand times a-properer man, 


Than ſhe a woman. 


*Tis ſuch fools as you, 


That make the world full of ill-favour'd children; 
Tis not her glaſs, but yon, that flatter her; 
And out of you ſhe ſees herſelf more proper, 

Than any of her lineaments can ſhow her. 
But, miſtreſs, know yourſelf ; down on your knees, 
And thank heav'n, faſting, for a good man's lere; 
For I muſt tell you friendly in your ear, | 
Sell when * can; you are not for all markets. 


That you A. exult 3 

Q once. 
For theſe three things Phebe was 
guilty of. But the Oxford Edi- 
tor improves it, and, for rail at 
once, reads domineer. Wars. 
1 what though you have 
uo beauty,] Tho? all the printed 


Copies agree in this Reading, it 


is very accurately obſerved to me 
by an ingenious unknown Cor- 


reſpondent, who ſigns himſelf 
L, H.-(and to whom I can only 
here make my Acknowledge- 
ments) that the Negative ought 
to be left out. 


THEOBALD, 


Of nature's eee 322 
thoſe works that nature makes 


up careleſly and without exact- 


neſs. The alluſion is to the prac- 
tice of Mechanicks, whoſe work 
beſpoke is more elaborate, than 
that which is made up for chance- 
cuſtomers, or to ſell in quantities 
to retailers, which is called /a/c- 
work, WARBURTON. 

9 That can ENTAME my ſpirits 


to your worſhip. ] I ſhould rather 


think that Shakeſpeare wrote EN- 
TRAINE, draw, allure. 

The common reading ſeems 
unexceptionable. : 
Cry 


8 


Wars. 
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Cry the man mercy, love him, take his offer; 


Foul is moſt foul, being foul to be a ſcoffer 
So take her to thee, ſhepherd—fare you a" 

Phe. Sweet youth, I pray you chide a year together ; 
I had rather hear you chide, than this man woo. 


Rof. [fi de] He's fallen in love with her foulneſs a, 


and ſhe'll fall in love with my, anger. 
| faſt as ſhe anſwers thee, with frowning looks, I'll ſauce 


If it be ſo, as 


her with bitter words. Why look you ſo upon me a 
Phe. For no ill will J bear you. 
Rof, I pray you, do not fall in love with me; 
For I am falſer than vows made in wine; 
Befides, I like you not. If you will know my houſe, 
*Tis at the tuft of Olives, here hard by. 
Will you go, Siſter? Shepherd, ply her hard 
Come, ſiſter - ſhepherdeſs, look on him better, 


And be not proud. Though all the world could ſee 3, . 


None could be ſo abus'd in ght as he. 


Come, to our flock. 


[ Exeunt Roſ. Cel. and Garin. 


Phe. Dead ſhepherd, now I find thy Saw of might; 


Sil. Sweet Phebe/ 


Who ever lov'd, that lov'd not at firſt ſight 


Phe. Hah: what fayſt = Silvius L 
Sil. Sweet Phebe, pity me. | 
Phe. Why, I am ſorry for thee, gentle Silvius. 


* Foul is moſt foul, being rovi 
to be a ſcoffer :) The only ſenſe 


| - this is, An i/1-fawoured perſon 


is moſt ill.fawoured, when, if he 
be itl-favoured, he is a ſerffer. 
Which is a deal too abſurd to 
come from Shakeſteare; who, 


without queſtion, wrote, 


Foul is moſt foul, being FOUND 
to be a ſeoffer : 
i. e. where an ill- favour'd perſon 
ridicules the defects of others, it 
makes his own appear exceſſive. 
WiñaR BURTON. 


Sil. Where: ever ſorrow 1 is, relief would be; 


The ſenſe of che ird . 
ing is not fairly repreſented, it is, 


The ugly ſeem moſl ugly when, 


though. ugly, they are ſeeffers. 
N with" her foulneſs,) So 
Sir T. Hanmer, the other editions, | 


yur foulneſs. 


— Though all the wworld could 


Nod gut be 7 abus'd i in fight 
2436 he.) Though all man- 
kind could look on you, none 
could be ſo deceived as to think 


11 


. you beautiful but be. 


By giving love, your Sorrow and my grief 
Were both exrermin'd. 


„ N YOuULIED FE wo 
If you do ſorrow at my grief in lende | 


Phe. Thou haſt my love; is not that ncighbourly?, 
Si. J would have you. 
Phe. Why, that were ebe 

Si eius, the time was, that I hated thee; 

And yet it is not, that I bear thee love; 


Bur ſince: that thou canſt talk of love ſo well, 
Thy company, which erſt was irkſome to me, 


[I will endure; and T1] employ thee too: 
But do not look for further recompence, 


Than thine own gladneſs that thou art employ'd. 


Sil. So holy and ſo perfect is my love, 


And I in ſuch a poverty of grace, 
That I ſhall think it a moſt plenteous crop 


To glean the broken ears after the man 


That the main harveſt reaps: looſe now and then 


A ſcatter'd ſmile, and that PII live upon. | 
Phe, Know'ſt thou the youth, that ſpoke to me ere- 
while? 
Sil. Not very well, but J have met him oft; 


And he hath bought the cottage and the bounds, 


That the old Carlot once was maſter of. 

Phe. Think not, I love him, tho' I aſk for tus; : 
"Tis but a peeviſh boy * he talks well. 
But what care I for words? yet words do well, 


When he that ſpeaks them, pleaſes thoſe that hear: 


It is a pretty youth - not very pretty 

But, ſure, he's proud; and yet his pride becomes him; 
He'll make a proper man; the beſt thing in him 

Is his Complexion; and faſter than his tongue 


Did make offence, his eye did heal it up: 
| He is not very tall, yet for his years he's tall; 


His leg is but ſo, and yet 'tis well; 
There was a pretty redneſs in his bp, 


A little riper, and more luſty red 
Than that mix di in his cheek; twas juſt the difference 


Berwixt 


76 a= TOULIWET ER. 
Betwixt the conſtant red and mingled damaſk. 
There be ſome women, Silvius, had they marked him 
In parcels as I did, would have gone near 
_ To fall in love with him; but, for my part, 
I love him not, nor hate him not; and yet 
I have more cauſe ro hate him than to love him; 
For what had he to do to chide at me? 
He ſaid, mine eyes were black, and my hair black: 
And, now I am remembred, ſcorn'd at me; | 
I marvel, why I anſwer'd not again; 
But that's all one; omittance is no quittance. 
Fl write to him a very taunting letter, 
And thou ſhalt bear it; wilt thou, Silvius? 
Sil. Phebe, with all my heart. ; 
Phe. FI write it ſtraight; 
The matter's in my head, and in my heart, 
I will be bitter with him, and paſſing ſhort: . 
Go with me, ee | | [Excunt. 
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Enter Roſalind, Celia, and Jaques. 


Jaques. 


Pry'thee, pretty youth, let me be better acquainted 
with thee. 
| Rof They fay you are a melunchuly fellow. 
Jag. Tam fo; I do love it better than laughing. 
Re Thoſe, that are in extremity of either, are 
abominable fellows; and betray themſelves to 1 50 
modern cenſure, worſe than drunkards. | | 
Jag. Why, tis on to be lad, and fay . 5 
of. 


CA 


AS YOU LIGR FT. uf 
Roſ. Why, then, *tis good to be a poſtt. 
Faq. 1 have neither the ſcholar's — PL, 


1s 2 nor the muſician's, which is fantaſtical; 


nor the courtier's, which is proud; nor the ſoldier OF 
which is ambitious; nor the lawyer's, which is po- 
litick ; nor the lady's, which is nice; nor the lover's, 
which is all theſe ; but it is a melancholy of mine own; 
compounded of many ſimples, extracted from many 
objects, and, indeed, the ſundry contemplation of my 


travels, on which my often rumination 7 8 me in a 


moſt humorous ſadneſs. 

Roſ. A traveller! By my fairh, you have great r rea- 
ſon to be ſad: I fear, you have fold your own lands, 
to ſee other mens; then, to have ſeen mnch, and to 
have nothing, is to have rich eyes and poor hands. 

Faq. Yes, I have gain'd me experience. 


Enter Orlando. 


Ref. And your experience makes you ſad: had 


rather have a fool to make me merry, than experience 


to make me ſad, and to travel for it too. 


Orla. Good day, and happineſs, dear Roſalind! / | 
"* Nay then — God b'w'y you, an you talk n 


| blank verſe. 4 Exil. 


Roſ. Farewel, monſieur 3 look, you liſp: 


and wear ſtrange ſuits ; diſable all the benefits of your 


own Country; be out of love with your nativity, and 


_ almoſt chide God for making you that countenance 


you are; or I will ſcarce think, you have ſwam in a 
Gondola „ Why, how now, Orlando, where have 
y you 


Thu is, been at Venice, the leat 
at that time of all licentiouſneſs, 
where the young Engl; gentle- 
men waſted their fortunes, de- 
baſed their morals, and ſome- 
times loſt their religion. 


1 in 4 Condols. ] 


The faſhion of travelling,which 
prevailed very much 1n ovr au- 
thor's time, was conſidered by the 
wiſer men as one of the prin- 
cipal cauſes of corrupt man- 
ners. It was therefore gravely 


| cenſured by Aſcham in his Schoul- 


maſter, 
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you been all this while? You a lover? —an you ſerve 
me ſuch another trick, never come in my ſight more. 
Orla. My fair Roſalind, I come within an hour of 
my promiſe. 
Rof. Break an hour's promiſe i in love! he that will 
divide a minute into a thouſand parts, and break but 


a part of the thouſandth part of a minute in the af- 


fairs of love, i it may be ſaid of him, that Cupid hath 
clapt him o' th' ſhoulder, but I'll warrant kim heart- 


whole. 


Orla. Pardon me, dear Reſalind 
R. Nay, an you be fo tardy, come no more in my 
fight. I had as lief be woo'd of a ſnail. h 

"Old Ora nail? 

Ref. Ay, of a ſnail; for tho' he comes 1 be 
carries his houſe on his head: a better jointure, I think, 
than you can make a woman. 
deſtiny with him. 

Orla. What's that? 

Re. Why, horns; which ſuch as you are fain to be 
beholden to your wives for ; but he comes armed in his 


fortune, and prevents the ſlander of his wife. 


Orla. Virtue is no horn-maker ; and my Rgſalind i is 
virtuous: 

Ref. And I am your Roſalind. 

Cel. It pleafes him to call you ſo; but he hath a Ro- 
alind of a better leer than you. 


leg. Come, woo me, woo me; for now I am in a 


holyday humour, and like enough to conſent. What 


would you ſay to me now, an I were your very, very 


Roſalind © 


Orla. I would kiſs, before I ſpoke. 
Ref; Nay, you were better ſpeak firſt, and when you 
were grayell'd for lack of matter, you might take oc- 


caſion 10 kils, Very good orators, When they are out, 


maſer, and by Biſhop Hall in his other paſſages, ridiculed by Shake: 
Pie Vadis, and is here, and in fpeare, 


; they 


Beſides, he brings his 


FA . 


"os > 
* . p 


* 
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they will ſpit; and for lovers lacking, God warn aaf 


matter, the cleanlieſt ſhift is to kiſs. 


Orla. How if the kifs be denied? ©” © © © 

Ref. Then the puts you to entreaty; and there be- 
gins new matter. 

Orla, Who could be out, being vefore his beloved 
miſtreſs? 

Roſ. Marry, that ſhould you, if were your mĩ- 
ſtreſs; or I ſhould think my ey ranker than my: 
wit. 
Orla. What, af my ſuit? 

Roſ. Not out of your apparel, and yet out of youe | 
ſuir. Am not I your Rojalind ? 

Orla. I take ſome joy to ſay, you are; becanſe 1 


would be talking of her. 


Rofſ. Well, in her perſon, I ſay, will not have you: 
Orla. Then in mine own perſon I die. BW 
- Ref. No, faith, die by attorney; the poor world is 

almoſt fix thouſand years old, and in all this time there 
was not any man died in his own perſon, videlicet, in 
a love cauſe. Troitus had his brains daſh'd out with a 
Grecian club, yet he did what he could to die before, 
and he is one of the patterns of love. Leander, he 
would have liv'd many a fair year, tho' Hero had 
turn'd nun, if it had not been for a hot midiummer 
night; for, good youth, he went bur forth to waſh in 
the Helleſpont, and, being taken with the cramp, was 
drown'd ; and the'fooliſh chroniclers of that age found 
it was, — - Hove of Seſtos. But theſe are all lyes; men 
have died from time to time, and worms have eaten 
them, but not for love. 

Orla. I would not have my right Roſalind of this 


: mind ; for, I proteſt, her frown might kill me. 


Ry. By * hand, it Will not kill a 2 5 but come; 


D chroniclers of ihe. age. 16 Sir advice, as Dr. — hints, of : 
T. Hanmer reads, coroners, by the ſome _ mous cnuck, 
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now I will be your Rgſalind in a more coming on diſ- 


poſition; and aſk me what yau will, I will grant it. 
Orla. Then love me, Ro/alnd, 


9. Yes, faith, will I, Tridays and Saur di and 


all. 
Orla. And wilt thou have me? 
Rofſ. Ay, and twenty ſuch. 
Orla. What ſay'ſt thou? 
Ref. Are you not good? 
Orla. I hope ſo. 


R. Why then, can one defire too ab of a good | 
thing ? come, ſiſter, you ſhall Le the prieſt, and marry 
us. Give me your hand, Orlando: what do you ſay 


Siſter ? 
Orla. Pray thee, marry us. 
Cel. I cannot ſay the words. 
Ne. You muſt begin — Will you, Orlando — 
Cel. Go to — Will you, ee Have to wite this 


| Roſalind? 


Orla. will. 8 

Rof. Ay, but when? 

Orla. Why now, as faſt as ſhe can marry 1 

Ro}. Then you muſt ſay, I take thee Rofalmd for 
wife. 

Orla. I take thee Roſalind for wife. | 

Ref. 1 might aſk you for your commiſſion, but I do 
take thee Orlando for my husband: thore, $ a girl goes 
before the prieſt, and certainly a woman's thought runs 


before her actions. 


Orla. So do all thoughts; they are win 

R/. Now tell me, how long would you have her, 
after you have pofleſt her. 

Orla. For ever and a day. 5 

Rof. Say -a day, without the ever. No, no, Or- 
lands, men are April when they woo, December -when 
they wed: maids are May when they are maids, but 


the ſky changes when they are wives. I will be more 


Jealous of thee than a Barbar y — over his 
4 . hen; 


1 8 SY } 


AS Fov LIEYE in 
hen; more clamorous than a parrot againſt rain; more 
new-fangled than an ape; more giddy in my deſires 


than a monkey; I will weep for nothing, like Diana 


in the fountain; and I will do that, when you are diſ- 
pos'd to be merry; I will laugh like a — and that ; 
when you are inclin'd to ſleep *. 
Orla. But will my Roſalind do ſo? 
Rof. By my life, ſhe will do as I do. 
Orla. O, but ſhe is wiſe. | | 
Roſ. Or elſe ſhe could not have the wit to as this; 
the wiſer, the waywarder : make the doors faſt upon 
2 woman's wit, and it will out at the caſement ; ſhut 
that, and *twill out at the key-hole; ſtop that, it will | 
Aly with the ſmoak out at the chimney. 
Orla. A man that had a wife with ſuch a wit, he 
might ſay, Wit, wither wilt??? py 
Ref. Nay, you might keep that check 9505 it, 'till you 
meet your wife's wit going to your neighbour's bed. 
Orla. And what wit could wit have to excuſe that? 
Keſ. Marry, to ſay ſhe came to ſeek you there. You 
ſhall never take her without her anſwer, unleſs you 
take her without her tongue. O that woman, that 
cannot make her fault her huſband's occaſion *, let her 
never nurſe her child herſelf, for the will breed it like 
a fool ! 
1 For theſe two hours, Roſalind, I will Jean | 
thee. 
_ Ref. Alas, dear hive. I cannot lack thee two hours. 
Orla. I muſt attend the Duke at dinner. By two 
o'clock I will be with thee again, | | 


— and when you are in- This muſt 5 fore alluſion to a. 


clin'd to SLEEP, ] We ſhould read, ſtory well known at that time, 
to WET \. WARBURTON. though now perhaps irretrievable. 
I know not why we ſhould - * make her fault her huſband's 
read to weep. I believe moſt men e That is, repreſent her 
would be more angry to have fault as occaſioned by her huſ- 
their ſſeep hindered than their grief” band. Sir T. Hanmer reads, her 
interrupted. | huſband's e | | 
— Wit, wither ewilt ?] 
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Rof. Ay, go your ways, go your Ways —1 knew 
what you would prove, my friends told me as much, 
and 1 thought no leſs— that flattering tongue of yours 
won me—'tis but one caſt away, and o come death — 
two o'tly clock is your hour! 

Orla. Ay, ſweet Roſalind. | 

Roſ. By my troth, and in good e and ſo Gol 


mend me, and by all pretty oaths that are not dan- 


gerous, if you break one jot of your promife, or come 
one minute behind your hour, I will think you the 


moſt pathetical break-promiſe ®, and the moſt hollow 


lover, and the moſt unworthy of her you call Ro/a- 
lind, that may be choſen out of the groſs band of the 


- _ unfaithful; therefore beware my cenſure, and keep 


your promiſe. ; 
Orla. With no leſs religion, than if thou wert in- 


deed my Roſalind ; ſo adieu. 


Rof. Well, time is the old Juſtice that examines all 


ſuch offenders, and let time try. Adieu! [Exit Orla. 


Cel. You have {imply mifus'd our ſex in your love- 
prate: we muſt have your doublet and hoſe pluck'd 
over your head, and ſhew the world what the bird 
hath done to her own neſt. 

Ro}. O coz, coz, coz, my pretty little coz, that thou 
didit know how many fathom deep I am in love; but 
it cannot be ſounded : my affection hath an unknown 
bottom, like the Bay of Portugal. 

Cel. Or rather, botromlels ; ; that as faſt as you pour 
affection in, it runs out. 

| Ro. No, that ſame wicked baſtard of Venus, that 
was begot of thought, conceiv'd of ſpleen, and born 


of T7 that blind raſcally boy, that abuſes every 


— 7 avill think you the mot keep his promiſe wvith no [fs Re- 
PATHETICAL break-promiſe,] lrgion, tHhan——. 
'There 1s neither ſenſe nor hu- | Warnu RTON. 
mour in this expreſſion. We l do not ſee but that parherica/ 


mould certainly read, — ArHE- may ſtand, which ſeems to afford | 


ISTICAL break-promiſe. His an- as much ſenſe and as much hu- 
ſwer confirms it, that he would mour as . | 


one's 


Ie be 


Was FE Es. £24 


_ AM LOU!LIDE FT... 8: 
one's eyes, becauſe his own are out, let him be judge, 


how deep I am in love; PII tell thee, Aliena, I can- 
not be out of the ſight. of Orlando; i PH go find a ſha- 


dow, and figh *till. he come. 


Cel. And PII fleep. ( Exeunt. 
SCENE IV. 8 


Enter Jaques, Lords, and Foreſters, 

Faq. Which is he that kill'd the deef ? 

Cord. d „ 

Fag. Let's preſent him to the Duke, like a * 
Conqueror; and it would do well to ſet the deer's 
horns upon his head, for a branch of * 5 have 
you no Song, Foreſter, for this aa ed . 

Tor. Ves, Sir. 

Faq. Sing it; 'tis no matter how i it be in tune, 0 it 


| make noiſe enough. 


Muſick, Song. 


MN. hat ſhall he have that kild the ets i * 
His leather tin and Horns to ear, 
T hi —_ 5 
9 1 . 5 home - take thou The reſt ſhall 
Jo wear the horn, the horn, the born: 7 50 ” Mm | 
It was a creſt, ere thou waſt born. 
Thy father's father wore it, 


Aid thy father bore it, 5 
The horn, the horn, the lufty "OH „ 
ts not a thing to laugh to ſcorn. _ [Exeunt. 
SCENE 
3 Tn former Editions: 5 taken care of the Rides, and 


Then fing him home, the reſ/ not foiſted in what has nothing 


| ſhall bear this burden.) This is no ta anſwer it. Now, where is 


admirable Inſtance of the ſaga- the Rhime to, the ref ſhall bear 


city of our preceding Editors, this Burden ? Or, to aſk another 


to ia nothing worſe. One Queſtion, where 1s the Senſe of 
ſhould expect, when they were it? Does the Poet mean, that 
Tan: they n at leaſt have on that kill'd the Deer, ſhall 

2 | | 0 


94 


AS YOU LIKE 1 J. 


Eu CE NE TY, 
Enter Roſalind WP” Celia. 


Roſ. How ſay you now, is it not paſt two o clock? 
I wonder much, Orlando is not here. 
Cel. I warrant you, with pure love and troubled 
brain, he hath ta'en his bow and arrows, and is gone 
forth to ſleep : look, who comes here. 


Euter Silvits. 


Si. My errand is to you fair youth, 
My gentle Phebe bid me give you this: [Giving a letter, 
I know not the contents; but, as I gueſs, 
By the ſtern brow, and waſpiſh action 
Which ſhe did uſe as ſhe was writing of it, 


It bears an angry tenour. 


Pardon me, 


I am but as a guiltleſs meſſenger. 
Rof.' [ reading. | Patience herſelf would ſtartle at this 


letter, 


And play the ſwaggerer — bear this, bear all — 


She ſays, I am not fair; that I lack manners; 
She calls me proud, and that ſhe could not love me 
Were man as rare as phœnix. Odds my will! 
Her love is not the hare that I do hunt. | 
Why writes ſhe ſo to me? Well, ſhepherd, well, 
This is a letter of your own device. 


be ſung home, and the reſt ſhall 


bear the Deer on their Backs ? 
This is laying a Burden on the 


Poet, that We muſt help him to 
throw off. In ſhort, the Myſte- 


ry of the Whole is, that a Mar- 
ginal Note is wiſely thruſt into 
the Text: the Song being de- 
ſign'd to be ſung by a ſingle 
Voice, and the Stanza's to cloſe 
with a Burden to be ſung by the 
whole Company. TREOBAL D. 


This note I have given as a 


ſ] e of Mr. Theebald's Jo- 


cularity, and of the eloquence 
with which he recommends his 
emendations. _ : 

| + The foregoing noiſy ſcene 
was introduced only to fill up 
an interval, which 1s to repre- 
ſent two hours. This contrac- 
tion of the time we might im- 


Pute to poor Roſalind's impa- 


tience, but that a few minutes 
after we find Orlando ſending his 
excuſe. I do not ſee that by 
any probable diviſion of the acts 


this A can be obviated. 


os Sth 


: Meaning me a beaſt, 


ro LINE LT, 8 
Sil. No, I proteſt, I know not the contents; ; 


_ Phebe did write It; i 


Re. Come, come, you're a fool, 
And turn'd into th? extremity of love, 


I ſaw her hand, ſhe has a leathern hand, 


A free-ſtone-colour'd hand; I verily did think, 
That her old gloves were on, but 'was her hand; 

She has a huſwife's hand, but that's no matter — 

I ſay, ſhe never did invent this letter — N 8 


5 This] is a man's invention, and his hand. 


Sil. Sure, it is hers. 
Rof. Why, *tis a boiſterous and a cruel ſtile, 


A ſtile for challengers; why, ſhe defies me, 


Like Turk to Chriſtian; woman's gentle brain 


Could not drop forth ſuch giant rude invention ; 


Such Ethiop words, blacker in their effect 


Than in their countenance. Will you hear the ler. 


ter? 
Sil. So pleaſe you, for I never heard ir yet; 


Yet heard too much of Phebe's cruelty. 


Roß. She an. me — mark, how he: tyrant 


Writes, 


[Reads] Art thou Cod to . turn'd, 


That a maiden's heart hath burn'd, 


Can a woman rail thus ? 


Sil. Call you this railing! py 


_ Biſ. [Reads.] Why, thy Godhead laid apart, 
Warrt 2 bou with a woman's heart? 


Did you ever hear ſuch railing? | 


Whiles the eye of man did woo me, 
T hat could do no vengeance* 10 me. 


| : Vengeance is uſed for a milhif: 
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if the 8 of your bright eyne. 5 
Have power to raiſe ſuch love in mine, 
 Alack, in me, what ſtrange effect 


Would they work in mild aſpect? 
Whiles you chid me, I did love ; 


How then might poor prayers move ? 


He, that brings this love to thee, 


Little knows this love in me; 


And by him ſeal up thy mind, 


Whether that thy Youth and Kind * 4 


Will the faithful offer take 
Of me, and all that I can make 5 
Or elſe by him my. love deny. 


And then Pill lane how to die. | 


Sil, Call you this chiding ? 
Cel. Alas, poor ſhepherd! 
Rof. Do you pity him? no, he deſeryes no piry— 
Wilt thou love ſuch a woman ——what, to make then 
an inſtrument, and play falſe ſtrains upon thee? nor 
to be endured ! —Well, go your way to her; for I ſee 
love hath made thee a tame ' ſnake, and ſay this to 
her; © that if ſhe love me, I charge her to love thee : 
If ſhe will not, I will never have her, unleſs thou 
If you be a true lover, hence, and 
not a word; for here comes more 7 


. 


SCENE vi 


Enter Oliv er. 


Oh. Good-morrow, fair ones: pay you, | if you 
HR 

Where, in the purlews of this forall tanks 

A ſheep-· cote fenc'd about with olive: trees? 


5 Youth and Rind.] Kind is the old word for nature. 


wit Silvis 


Cel 
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Cel. Weſt of this place, down in the neighbour 
bottom, 

The rank of oſiers, by the murmuring ſtream, 
Left on your right-hand, brings you to the Ry ; 
But at this hour the houſe doth keep itſelf, 
There's none within. 

Oli. I that an eye may profit by a tongue, 
Then ſhould I know you by deſcription, 


Such garments, and ſuch years: © the boy is fair, 


Of female favour, and beſtows himſelf 


Like a ripe Siſter: but the woman low, 


„And browner than her brother.” Are not you | 

The owner of the houſe, I did enquire for? _ 
Cel. It is no boaſt, being aſk'd, to ſay, we are. 
Oli. Orlando doth. commend him to you both, 


| And to that youth, he calls his Roſalind, 
He ſends this bloody napkin. Are you he ? 


_ Ryſ. Jam; what muſt we underſtand by this? 2 
Oli. Some of my Shame, if you will know of me 


What man I am, and how, and why, and where 


This handkerchief was ſtain'd. 

Cel. I pray you, tell it. 

Oli. When laſt the young Orlando „ 92 you, 
He left a promiſe to return again 
* Within an hour; and pacing through the foreſt, 
Chewing the food of ſweet and bitter fancy, 
Lo, what befel! he threw his eye aſide, 
And mark what object did preſent itſelf. 
Under an oak, whoſe boughs were moſs'd with age, 
And high top bald with dry antiquity ; 
A wretched ragged man, o'er-grown with hair, 
Lay fleeping on his back ; about his neck Eb 
A green and gilded ſnake had wreath'd itſelf, 


Who with her head, nimble in threats, Cy 
The opening of his mouth, but ſuddenly 


Seeing Orlandb, it unlink'd itſelf, 


And with indented glides did flip away 


* We muſt read, avithin two hours, 
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88 gaS YOU LIKE #43 
Into a buſh; under which buſh's ſhade 
A Lioneſs, with udders all drawn dry, 
Lay couching head on ground, with cat-like watch 
When that the ſleeping man ſhould ſtir; for tis 
The royal diſpoſition of that beaſt 
To prey on nothing that doth ſeem as dead: 
This ſeen, Orlando did approach the man, 
And found it was his brother, his eldeſt brother. 
Cel. O, I have heard him ſpeak of that ſame bro- 
ther, 
And he did render him he molt unnatural | 
That liv'd 'mongſt men. 
Oli. And well he might ſo do; 
For, well J know, he was unnatural. 
R/ But, to Orlando — did he leave him there, 
Food to the ſuck'd and hungry lioneſs? | 
Oli. Twice did he turn his back, and purpos'd ſo: 
But kindneſs, nobler ever than revenge, 
And nature ſtronger than his juſt occaſion, 
Made him give battel to the lioneſs, 
Who quickly fell before Him; in which burns 
From miſerable ſlumber I awak'd. 
Cel. Are you his brother? 
Rof. Was it you he reſcu'd ? 
Cel. Was't you that did ſo oft contrive to kill him! = 
Oli. *Twas I; but 'tis not I; I do not ſhame 
To tell you what ! was, ſince my converſion 
So ſweetly taſtes, being the thing I am. 
| Ref. But, for the bloody r 
Oli. By, and by. 
When from the firſt to laſt, ers us two, 
Tears our recountments had moſt kindly bath d, 
As how I came into that deſert place; 
In brief, he led me to the gentle Duke, 
Who gave me freſh array and entertainment, 
Ccmmirting me unto my brother's love; 
WIo led me inſtantly unto his cave, | 
There ſiippd himſelf, and here upon his arm 
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The lioneſs had torn ſome fleſh away, 
Which all this while had bled ; and now he fainted, 
And cry'd, in fainting, upon Roſalind. — 
Brief, I recover'd him; bound up his wound; 
And, after ſome ſmall ſpace, being ſtrong at e 
He ſent me hither, ſtranger as I am, 
To tell this ſtory, that you might excuſe 
His broken promiſe; and to give this napkin, 
Dy'd in his blood, unto the ſhepherd youth, 
That he in ſport doth call his Roſalind. 
Cel. Why, how now? Carne sweet! 
W 7 f 
Roſalind faints. 
Oli. Many will ſwoon, when they do look on blood. 
Cel. There is more in it: c - uu. 28 
Oli. Look, he recovers. 
Ra. Would, I were at home! 
Cel. We'll lead you thither. 
— I pray you, will you take him by the arm? ? 
Oli. Be of good cheer, youth —you a man? — you | 
lack a man's heart. | 
Roſ. 1 do ſo, I confeſs it. Ah, Sir, a body would 
think, this was well counterfeited. L pray you, tell 
your brother how well I counterfeited : heigh ho! 
Oli. This was not counterfeit, there is too great 
teſtimony in your ee that i it was a paſſion of 
earneſt. 
Rof. Counterfeit, I affure ven, 
Oli. Well then, take a good heart, and counterfeir 
to be a man. 
Rof. So I do: bur, i'faith, I ſhould have been A 
woman by right. 
Cel. Come, you look paler and paler; pray you, 
draw homewards— good Sir, go with us. 
Oli. That will I; for [ muſt bear anſwer back, 


Conn, Ganymed.] Celia in out Couſin, then recollects berſel | 
her firſt tright torgets Roſalind's and lays Ganymed. | 
character and diſguiſe, and calls 


How 


ow E 1 
How you excuſe my brother, Roſalind. | 
Ra I thall deviſe ſomething. But, I pray you, 

commend 905 inge to him.— Will r: go? 
: [Exeunt. 
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Lo » 
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The FO R E S. 2. 
Hate Clown and Audrey. 


CLowx, 


FE ſhall find a time, | Audrey — patience, gentle | 
Audrey. © 
Aud. Faith, the Prieſt was good enough, for all the 
old gentleman's ſaying. = 
Clo. A molt wicked Sir Oliver, Audrey - molt vile 
 Mar-text — but Audrey, there is a youth here in the 
Foreſt lays claim to you. 
Aud. Ay, I know who tis, he bath no g in me 
in the world; more comes ng man you mean. 


— 


"Enter William, 


Che It is meat nd drink to me to fee a ©" OY B 
my troth, we that have good wits, have much to an- 
ſwer for: we ſhall be flouting ; we cannot hold. 

Will. Good ev'n, Audrey. 

Aud, God give ye good ev'n, William, 

Will. And good ev'n to you, Sir. 

Cle, Good ev'n, gentle friend Cover thy head, co- 

ver thy head; nay, . 'ythee, be cover'd.— How old 
are you, friend? - | 
Mill. Five and twenty, Sir. 

Clo. A ripe age: is thy name Wien 

<a William, Sir. | 
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Cle. A fair name. Waſt born i ch foreſt bare? 43 
Will. Ay, Sir, I thank God. . 9912 

Cle. Thank God—a good anſwer: art rich: ? 101 

Will, Faith, Sir, ſo, ſo. 4 

Cle. So, fo, is good, very good, very 3 
Seas and 1 it is not; it is but ſo ſo. Art thou 
wiſe? Roa? 
Mill. Ay, Gr, Fave a pretty wit. = 

Clo. Why, thou ſay'ſt well: I do now remember a 
Saying ; the fool doth think he is wiſe, but the wiſe man 
knows himſelf to be fool, * The heathen philoſo- 
- pher, when he had a deſire to eat a grape, would open 
his lips when he put it into his mouth; meaning there- 
by, that grapes were made to cat, and lips to open, 
You do love this maid ? 

Pill. 1 do, Sir. | 

Clo. Give me your hand: art chou learned? 2 

Mill. No, Sir. 55 | 

Clo. Then learn this of me; to have, is to have. | 
For it is a figure in rhetorick, that drink being p 
out of a cup into a glaſs, by filling the one doth emp- 
ty the other. For all your writers do conſent, that 
2 is he: now you are not e; for 1 am he... 
Mill. Which he, Sir? 
Che. He, Sir, that muſt marry this woman; ee N 

fore you, Clown, abandon - which is in rhe vulgar, 

leave - the ſociety which in the booriſh, is company 


5 —of this female — which in the common, is - wo- 


man; which together is, abandon the ſociety of this 
female; or Clown, thou periſheſt; or, to thy better 
underſtanding, dieſt; or, to wit, I kill thee, make : 

thee away, ale thy lite? into death, thy liberty 1 in- 


„ * philefe her, wvhen by the writers of their lives, 
he defired to eat a grape, &c.] ſuch as Diogenes Laertius, Phi- 
This was deſigned as a ſneer on /:fratus, Eunapius, &C. as ap- 
the ſeveral trifling and infignifi- pears from its being introduced 
cant ſayings and actions, record- by one of their aviſe /ayings. | 
ed of the ancient ae | WAaRBURTO N. 
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| 8 „ || AS YOU LIKE 17 
d 0b bondage; I will deal in poiſon with thee, or in baſ- 
tinado, or in ſteel; I will bandy with thee in faction; 
I will over- run thee with policy; I will kill thee a 
hundred and fifty ways; therefore tremble and de- 


—”_ 8 


* pe 


part. | 
Aud. Do, good William. OE. | 
Mill. God reſt you merry, Sir. = (Eri — 
| | Enter Corin. 
| wm C.̃er. Our maſter and miſtreſs ſeek you; come away, 
1 away. 
1 Cs. Trip, Audrey; ies . I attend, I at- 
I | tend. [Exc 
. SCENE IL | 


Enter Orlando and Oliver. 


Orla. Iꝰt poſſible, that on ſo little acquaintance you 
ſhould like her? that, but ſeeing, you ſhould love her? 
and loving, woo? and wooing, ſhe ſhould grant? and 
will you perſevere to enjoy her ? | 

Oli. Neither call the giddineſs of it in queſtion, the 
poverty of her, the ſmall acquaintance, my ſudden 
wooing, nor her ſudden conſenting; but ſay with me, 

1 love Aliena; ſay with her, that ſne loves me; con- 
ſent with both, that we may enjoy each other; it ſhall 
be to your good; for my father's houſe, and all the 

revenue that was old Sir Rowland”s, will 1 eſtate * 
you, and here live and die a ſhepherd, 


Enter Roſalind. 


- 
* 
i 


Orla. You have my enn, Let your wedding bs: 


7 Tavill deal in poiſon avith thee, All this ſeems to bean alluſion to 
er in baſtinado, or in fleel; I will Sir Thomas Owerbury's affair. 
bandy with che in — ar] WäaxBzVURTOx. 

. ; to=- 
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to-morrow; thither will I invite the Duke, and all his 
contended followers : go you, and prepare Aliens; for, 
Took you, here comes my Roſalind. | 
Ro. God fave you, brother. 5 : 

Oli. And you, fair ſiſter *, | 7 
N. Oh, my dear Orlando, low it grieves me to 
ſce thee wear thy heart in a ſcarf. 
Orla. It is my arm. 

Roſ. I thought, thy heart had knew: wounded ou 5 
the claws of a lion. 

Orla. Wounded it is, but with the eyes of a lady. 

Rof. Did your brother tell you how I counterfeite 
to ſwoon, when he ſhewed me your handkerchief ? 

Orla. Ay, and greater wonders than that, Th 

| Rof. O, I know where you are —Nay, 'tis true— 
There was never any thing ſo ſudden, but the ſight of 
two rams, and Cz/ar's thraſonical brag of I came, 
ſaw and overcame: for your brother and my ſiſter no 
ſooner met, but they look'd; no ſooner look'd, but 
they lov'd; no ſooner lov'd, but they ſigh'd; no 
ſooner ligh'd, but they aſk'd one another the reaſon ; 
no ſooner knew the reaſon, but they ſought the reme- 
dy; and in theſe degrees have they made a pair of 
ſtairs to marriage, which they will climb incontinent, 
or elſe be incontinent before marriage; they are in the 


very wrath of love, and they will together. | Clubs 

cannot part them. 

Orla. They ſhall be married to morrow; and I will 
bid the Duke to the Nuptial. But, O, how bitter a 
thing it is to look into happineſs through another man's 
eyes! by ſo much the more ſhall I ro morrow be at 
the height of heart-heavineſs, by how much I ſhall 


8 And . fair fi er.) I know Fair ſiſter. 


not why O/wver ſhould call Ro- (Clubs cannot are id Al- 
Jalind ſiſter. He takes her yet luding to the way of 8 dogs 
to be a man. I ſuppoſe we in wrath. 
| ſhould read, and you, and your 


think - 


EY AS YOU LIKE 1 E. 


think my brother NPY" in having what he wiſhes 
for. 

* Why, them to morrow 1 cannot ſerve your turn 
for Roſalind ? | a 

Orla. I can live no longer by chinking. | 

Roß FE will weary you then no longer with idle lt 
ing. Know of me then, for now I fpeak to fome pur- 
poſe, thar I know, you are a gentleman of good con- 


ceit. I ſpeak not this, that you ſhould bear a good 
opinion of my knowledge; inſomuch, I ſay, I know- 


what you are; neither do] labour for a greater eſteem 
than may in ſome little meaſuredraw a belief from you 
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to do yourſelf good, and not to grace me. Believe f 
then, if you pleaſe, chat I can do ſtrange things ; I | 
have, ſince I was three years old, converſt with a ma- 

gician, moſt profound in his Art, and yet not damna- , 

dle. If you do love Roſalind ſo near the heart, as vou. 

a geſture cries it out, when your brother marries Aliena, 
vou ſhall marry her. I know into what ſtreights of for- 
tune ſhe is driven, and it is not impoſſible to me, if it 
appear not inconvenient to you, to {et her before your 
eyes to-morrow ; human as ſhe is*, and „ e aux 
danger. 
Orla. Speak'ſt thiow i in er meaning? | 
R/. By my life, 1 do; which I tender dearly, Fay 
E fay, I am a magician * : therefore, put you on your 
beſt array ; bid your friends, for if you wilt be mar- 
ried to-morrow, you {hall ; md to Roſalind, if you 
will. | 


The. 1 N 

. 3 3 
rr 1 
S e 


Human as foe i.] This is I fay, Tama magician:] Hence it 
not a phantom, but the real Ro- appears this was written in 7ames's 
/alind, without any of the dan- time, when there was a ſevere in- 
ger generally conceived to at- quiſition after witches and magi- 

tend the rites of . cians. WARBURTON. 


* Whieh I tender dearly, t 
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SCENE — 
Enter Silvius and Phebe. 


Look; here comes a lover of mine, and A lover of 
hers. 
Phe. Youth, you ove, done me much ungentlevels, 
To ſhew the letter that I writ to you. 
Ro. 1 care not, if Thaye: it is my ſtudy 
To ſeem deſpightful and ungentle to you. 
You are there follow'd by a faithful ſhepherd ; 
Look upon him, love him; he worſhips you. 
Phe. Good ſhepherd, tell thus yourh: what *tis to 
. 


Sil. It is to be made all of . and rears, 


And ſo am Ifor Phebe. - | 1 . 


Phe. And I for Ganymed. 
Orla. And I for Roſalind. 
Roſ. And I for no woman. 
Sil. It is to be made all of faith and 8 : 
And ſo am I for Phebe. 
Phe. And J for Ganymed. 
Orla. And I for Rœſalind. 
Roſ. And I for no woman. 
Sil. It is to be all made of mae 
A] l made of paſſion, and all made of wiſhes, 
All adoration, duty and obſervance, 
All humbleneſs, all patience, and impatience. 
All purity, all trial, all obſervance; 
And ſo am I for Phebe. 
Phe. And fo am I for Ganymed. 
Orla. And ſoam I for Roſalind. 5 
| Ref. And ſo am I for no woman. 
Phe, If thisbe ſo, why blame you me to love you 2 
[To Roſ. 
Sil. If this be fo, vhy blame yr me to love you? 
. 
Orla. 
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Orla. If this be ſo, why blame you me to love you? 


R/. Who do you ſpeak to, why blame you me to 
love you? 
Orla. To her that is not here, nor doth not ies: ? 
Rof. Pray you, no more of this; *tis like the howl- 
ing of Iriſb wolves againſt the moon—1 will help you 
if I can; [To Orlando. ] —I would love you, if I 
could; [T, 2 Phebe.] —to-morrow meet me all toge- 
ther—1 will marry you, [To Phebe. ] if ever I marry 
woman, and I'll be married to-morrow—l will ſatisfy 
vou, [To Orlando. ] if ever I ſatisfy'd man, and you 
| ſhall be married to-morrow—l will content you, -[To 
Silvius.] if, what pleaſes you, contents you; and you 
ſhall be married to-morrow——As you love Roſalind, 
meet [To Orlando.] —as you love Phebe, meet [To 
Silvius.] — and as I love no woman, I'll meet 80 
fare you well; I have left you commands. 
Sil. PI not fail, if I live. 
Phe. Nor I. 41d 8 5 
Orla. Nor I. — TExount. 


SCENE IV. 
Enter Clown and Audrey. 


Cle. To-morrow is the joyful day, Audrey—to m mor- 
row will we be-married. © | 


Aud. ] do defire it with all my heart ; and, I pe, 
it is no. diſhoneſt defire, to deſire to be a woman of 
the world. Here come two of the baniſh'd-Duke's 

| Pages. N 


| Enter two pages. 
1 Po e. Well met, hone gentleman. 


* Song. 2 . x" A 
is Tage We are for you. Sit 7th malle 
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1 Page. Shall we clap into't roundly, without hawk- 
ing, or ſpitting, or ſaying we are hoarſe, which are the 


only prologues to a bad voice? 


2 Page. Tfaith, i faith, and both in a rune, like 
two Gypfies o on a horſGGGQ. 


S ON Gs 


It was à lover and his laß, ” 
With a hey, and a ho, and a hey noni no, 
| That ver the green corn-field did paſs, 
In the ſpring time; the pretty ſpring time, 
When birds did ſing, hey ding a ding, ding, 
Sweet lovers love the ſpring. 


Between the acres of the rye, 
. With a hey, and a ho, and a hey noni no, 
Theſe pretty country-folks would lie, 

In the ſpring time, &c. 


The Carrol they began that hs; 
With a hey, and a ho, and a hey nonine, 
How that a life was but a flower, 

In the ſpring time, &c. | 


And therefore take the orefent time, | 
With a hey, and à bo, and a hey nonino; 
For love is crowned with the prime, 
In the ſpring time, &C, | 


Clo. Truly, young gentleman, though N was no 
great matter in the ditty, yet the note was very un- 


tunable 4. 


1 Page. 


3 The flanzas of this ſong are was the 2d ftanza is now the laft. 


in all the editions evidently tran- 4 Truly, young Gentleman, the". 
poſed: as 1 have regulated them, there was 1 great Matter in the 


that which in the ormer co ies Ditty, yet the note vaas very un- 
Vor. IL E H MY tunable. ] 
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* Page. You are deceiv'd, {ny we "IT time, we 


loſt not our time. 


Clo. By my troth, yes: : I count it Sup time loſt to 


Come, Audrey. 


hear ſuch a fooliſh Song. God bw you and GOd 
mend your voices. 


1 xeunt.. 


SCENE v. 


Changes to another Part o: the Foreſt. 


x nter Duke "EW 3 Jaques, Orlando, 
8 Oliver, and Celia. 


Duke Sen. 


boy 


O 8 T thou believe, Orlando, that the 


Can do all this that he bath 5 2 
Orla. I ſometimes do believe, and lomerumes: do 


act; 


As thoſe that fear, they hope, and how they fear 


Enter Roſalind, Silvius, and hebe. 


R/ Patience once more, whiles our compact is 


urg'd: OP 


tunable.] Tho? it is thus in all 


the printed Copies, it is evident 
from the Sequel of the Dialogue, 
that the Poet wrote as I have re- 


form'd in the Text, untimeable.— 


Time, and Tune, are frequently 


, miſprinted for one another in the 


oh Editions of Shake, ſpeare. 


Wn” 1 HEOPALD, 
This emendation is received, 
I think very undeſervedly, by 


Dr. Wartwrton. 


5 As thoſe that fear Trey 


* HOPE, ard row Ther fear.] 
This range * ould be 
read thus. 


As thoſe that frar THEIR HAP, 
and know THEIR fear. 
i. e. As thoſe who fear the iſſue 
of a thing when they know their 


fear to be well grounded. 


WARBUR Tow. 
The depravation of this line 
is evident, but I do not think the 


learned Commentator's emenda- 


tion very happy. E read thus, 


As thoſe that fear with Holo, 
and hope with far. | 


Or thus, with leſs alteration, | 
As thoſe that fear, they Hope, 


You 


— 
"0 


, 


Oh 


8 


5 


10 make tlieſe doubrs all even. 
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Vou ſay, if I bring in your Roſalind, [To the Duke. 
Ton will beſtow her on Orlando here? 
Duke Sen. That would I, had I Kingdoms to give 
| with her. 5 
Ref. And you fay, you will have her when 1 bring 
EE I Orlando. 
Orla. That would I, were 1 br all Kingdoms King. 
Ko You 1a ou'll marr me, if I be willing - 
7 155 Hr 7 Fhebe. 
Bye," That will I, mould 1 die the hour after. 
Ro. But if you do refuſe to —— 
You'll give yourſelf ro this moſt faithful ſhepherd. 
Phe. So is the bargain. 
BY. You fay that you will have Phebe, if he will? 
[To Silvius. 
81¼ Tho- to have her and death were both one 
| thing. 
Rof. I've „ EY to make all this matter even. 
Keep you your word, O Duke, to give your daugh- 
ter 
Vou yours, Orlando, to receive bie daughter: 
eep your word, Phebe, that you'll marry me, 


Or elle, refuſing me, to wed this ſhepherd : 
= Keep your word, Silvius, that you'll marry her, 


If ſhe refuſe me; and from hence I go 


[Exeunt Roſ. and Celia. 
Due Sen. I do remember in this ſhepherd-boy | 

Some lively touches of my daughter's fayour. 
Orla. My lord, the firſt time that I ever ſaw him, 

Methought, he was a brother to your daughter; 

But, my good Lord, this boy is foreſt-born, 

And hath been tutor'd in the rudiments 


Ot many deſperate ſtudies by his uncle; 


Whom he reports to be a great magician, 
8 in der circle of this Ons + | er Sagas 


bo = SCENE 


reo 
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SCENE VI. 
| Enter Clown and Audrey. 
Jag There is, ſure, another flood toward, and 


theſe couples are coming to the Ark. 


Here come a 


pair of very ſtrange beaſts, which i in all 2 are 


call'd fools. 


Cle. Salutation, and greeting, to you all! 
Jag. Good, my Lord, bid him welcome. This 


is the PRI e 
often met in the foreſt : 
ſwears. | 


eat, 


e hath been a ner, he 


that I have ſo 


Clo. If any man doubt that, let him put me to my 


purgation. 


T have trod a meaſure; I have flatter'd a 


lady; I have been politick with my friend, ſmooth 
with mine enemy; I have undone three taylors; I have 
had four quarrels, and like to have fought one. 
Jag. And how was That ta'en up? — 
Ch. *Faith, we met; and found, the quarrel was 


upon the ſeventh cauſe 1 


Jag. How the ſeventh v cauſe? - Good my lord, like 


this fellow. 


Duke Sen. I like him very well. 5 
Clo. God'ild you, Sir, I deſire you of the like: 1 
preſs in here, Sir, among the reſt of the country co- 
pulatives, to ſwear, and to forſwear, according as 


6 Here tome a pair of VERY 


© STRANGE beaſts, c] What! 
| ſtrange Beats? and yet ſuch as 
have a name in all languages? 


Noah Ark is here alluded to; 


into which the clean beaſts enter- 


ed by ſewers, and the unclean b 

tabo, male and female. It is 
plain then that S pαer wrote, 
here come a 
beaſts, which is E humour- 
ous. WARBURTON. 

Strange beaſis are only what 
we call a ank. There i is 


1 


"ou 


pair of UNCLEAN - 


no need of any alteration. | 
7 We found the quarrel was 
upon the ſeventh cauſe.] So all the 

copies; but it is apparent from 
the ſequel that we muſt read, 
the el vas not upon the ge- 

cauſe. 

affe you of the like] | 

We ſhould read, I #+/ire of you 
the like. On the Duke's faying, 
1 like him very well, he replies, 


I defire you will give me cauſe 


that I may like you too. Wars. 


mar- 
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marriage binds, and blood breaks? a poor vir- 
gin, Sir, an ill-favour'd thing, Sir, but mine own 
| a poor humour of mine, Sir, to take That that no 

man elſe will. Rich honeſty dwells like a miſer, Sir, 
in a poor houſe; as your pearl, in your foul oyſter. _ 
Dude Sen. By my faith, he is very ſwift and ſententious. 
Clo. According to the fool's bolt, Sir, and ſuch dul- 
cet diſeaſes &. | 
Jag. But, for the forenthy cauſe; how did you find 
the . on the ſeventh cauſe? 
lo. Upon a lye ſeven times removed; (bear your 
| body more ſeeming, Audrey ) as thus, Sir; I did diſ- 
like the cut of a certain Courtier's beard i; he ſent me 
word, if I ſaid his beard was not cut well, he was in 
the mind it was. This is call'd the Refort courteous. 
Tf 1 ſent him word again, it was not well cut, he 
would ſend me word, he cut it to pleaſe himſelf. This 
is call'd the Luip modeſt, If again, it was not well cut, 
he diſabled my judgment. This is call'd the Reply 


churliſh. If again, it was not well cut, he would an- 
ſwer, I ſpake not true. This is call'd the Repro 
valiant. If again, it was not well cut, he would ſay, | 


Llye. This is calbd the Couptercheck quarrelſome ; and 
2 che Lye circumſtantial, and the Lye direct. 


9 According as marriage binds, 
and blood breaks.) The conſtruc- 


tion is, Yo As marriage 
binds, Which I think is not 


Engliſb. 
wrote it thus, to fevear and to for- 
 favear, according as 
|  BiDs, and blood BIDs break. 

| WAR BURTON. 


1 cannot diſcover what has 


* puzzled the Commentator : 


to fvear according as marriage 


binds, is to take the oath enjoin'd 
in the ceremonial of marriage. 
_ * Duleet diſeaſes.] 
not underitand. For diſea/es it 
i eaſy to read diſcourſes : 


I ſuſpe&t Shakefpear 


This I do 


but, 8 


perhaps the fault may lie deeper. 

1 fs thus, Sir; I did diſite 
the cut of a courtier's beard 3] 
This folly is touched upon with 
high humour by Fletcher in his 


Queen of Corinth, 
marriage 


Ha, he familiarly 
 Diflitd your yellow L or 
ſaid your doublet 
Was not exa&ly frenchified *— 
— or drawn your ford, 
Cry'd *twwas ill mounted? Has 
he given the lye 
In circle or obli 
circle 
Or direct parallel; 
challenge him. 


H 3 


jue er ſemi- | 


you muſt 
WARB. 


Jag. 
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wel cur? Fj 5 


- Glo, I durſt 20. no ber than the. 


IAE 
And how er yr lags his beard Was. not 


Lye. ci tas 


= 


"tial; nor he durſt not give me the De direct, and 1 
we meaſut'd ſwords and parted. . | ic 
Jag. Can you nominate i in order now: the degrees of 


"this Lye? 


9 


Ch. *O api . in print, yo the book; as 


8 have books for * amber, 


2 0 Sir, wwe quarrel in print, 
The Poet has, in 
this Icene, allied the mode of 
formal dueling, then fo preva- 
lent, with the higheſt humour 
and addreſs; nor could he have 
treated it with a bappicr con- 


by the: boot; 


tempt, than by making his Chat 
ſp knowing in the forms and pre- 
liminaries of it. The particular 
book here - alluded to is a very 
ridiculous treatiſe of one Vincen- 
io Savioh, intitled, , honour 
and hencurall” quarrels, in Quar- 
to, printed b, y Wolf, 1594. The 
«firſt part of tuis tract he intitles, 


A afeourſe moſt neceſſary for all 


gentlemen that hawe in regard 


their honors, touching the giving 
and receiving the he, whereupon 
the Duello and the Combat in di- 
vers forms doth enſue; and many 
other inconvenences, for lack only 
of true knowledge of honor, and 
the RIGHT UNDERSTANDING 
OF WORDS, which here is ſet 
Haun. The contents of the ſe- 


veral chapters are as follow. I. 
What the reaſon is that the party 
unto whom the lye is given oug oht 
to Lecome challenger, and of. 'the 
nature of lies. 
ner and di verſity of lies. 
the {ye 0 1 Or r direc, 


11 Of the man- 
HE: Of 
19507 


1 _ name wo” 


* 


e * or 8 he eitcum- 


ſtantial. V. 07 the bye i in gene- 
ral. VI. Of the he in particu- 


lar. VII. Of Kali. lies. VIII. 
A concluſion touching the aureſting | 


or returning back. of tbe bye, or 

the countercheck quarrelſome. 
In the chapter of conditional lies, 
ſpeaking of the particle 17, he 
ſays — Conditional lies be ſuch as 


are given conditionally thus — 1F 


thou haſt faid ſo or ſo, then thai 
22 Of theſe kind of lies, given 
in this. manner, often ariſe much 
contention, whereof no ſure con- 
cluſion can 'ariſe, By which: he 
means, they cannot proceed to 
cut one another's throats, while 
there is an 1F between. Which 
is the reaſon of Shakeſpear's mak · 
ing the - Clown ſay, I knew when 


ſeven juſtices could not mate up a. 


quarrel: but «when the parties 
were met themſelves, one of them 
thought but of an ir, as if you 


ſaid ſo, then I faid fo, and they 8 
ſhook ' hands, and fwore brothers. 


Your Ir is the only peace-maker ; 
much wirtue in iv. 
another of theſe authentick Au- 
thors upon the Duello. - Fletcher 


in bis laſt Act of Lowe's Pilpri- 


mage ridicules him with much 
nn WARBURTON, 


the 


Caranza was 


, pr 
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the degrees, The firſt, the Retort courteous; the 
ſecond, the Quip modeſt ; the third, the Reply churl- 


Hh; the fourth, the Reproof valiant; the fifth, the 
Co quarrelſome; the ſixth, the Lye with 
circumſtance; the ſeventh, the Lye direct. All theſe 
you may avoid, but the Lye direct; and you may 


avoid that too, with an I. I knew, when ſeven Juſ- 


tices could not take up a quarrel ; but when the par- 


ties were met themſelves, one of them thought bur 


of an V; as, if you ſaid ſo, then I ſaid ſo; and they 
ſhook hands, and ſwore brothers. : Sous If is the only 


= Peace mn much virtue in VJ. 


Faq. Is not this a rare fellow, y Lord: ? he? O good 
at any thing, and yet a fool. | 
Duke Sen. He uſes his folly like a ſtalking! horſs, 
and under the preſentation: of chat he ſhoots his Wit. 
ne 


Tait t GE. N E vn 


'* Enter Hymen, Roſalnd in woman's chaths, Ea 
and Celia. 5 


STILL Mor, <6 
Im. Then is there mirth in heav'n, 
When earthly things made-even.. 
Atone together. ory 5 
Good Duke, receive thy daughter, - 
Hymen From heaven. brought her, 
Tea, brought her A 


Mat thou might 1 join her hand with his, 
” Whoſe heart within his boſom is. 


Beſt To you ive m elf; for L am e 
2 Ti 1175 the Dube. 
To you I give myſelf; for I am yours. _ [To Orlando. 


n 


1 Hymen.] Reſalind is ment, and is therefore introduced 
imagined by the reſt of the com- by a ſuppoſed aerial being in the 
pany t to ye T3.” by enchant- character of Hymen. 


H 4 Due 


— —— - —.— * > 
fi 0 


N 
[- 

| 
1 
if 


es. | [AS YOU LIEE ER 


Dake Sen. If there be truth in lch, you are my | 
daughter. | 
Orla. If there be truth in ſight x ,you are my Roſa 
lind. 
Phe. If ſight and ſhape be true, 


Why, then my love adieu! 


A. P11 have no father, if you be not 
Io the Duke. 
Pll have no husband. if you be not he. {To Orlando. 


Nor ne'er wed woman, if you be not the, {To Phebe. 


Hym. Peace, hoa ! I bar confuſion : 


| Tis I muſt make concluſion 


Of theſe moſt ſtrange events: 


Here's eight that mult take hands, 
To join in Hymen's bands, 


If truth holds true contents . 


You and you no Croſs ſhall part; 


{To Orlando and Roſalind. 
You and you are heart in heart; 
[To Oliver and Celia. 


You to his love muſt accord, 


Or have a woman to your lord. [To Phebe. 
You and you are ſure together, | EE” 


As the Winter to foul weather: 


[To the Clown and Andrey. . 


| Whiles a wedibdt-tymi we ſing, 
Feed yourſelves with queſtioning : 


That reaſon wonder may diminiſh, 


How thus 1 we meet, and theſe things finiſh. 


- Y there be rrath in „ be! cannot uſur 3 
The anſwer of Phebe — it * Tf truth holds true contents. " # 


| Probable that Orlando fays, if That is, if there be mruth in 


there be truth in ſhape : that is, truth, ef! truth fails of vera- 
N may be truſted; if one city. 5 


SONG. 
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„ en 


Wedding is great Juno's EAR 
D Bleſſed bond of board and bed! 
Tis Hymen peoples every town, 
High wed ock then be honoured : 
Him high hanour and renown 
To a God of every town! 


Dute Sen. O my dear niece, welcome thou art to me. | 
Ev'n daughter - welcome, in no leſs degree. _ 
Phe. I will not eat my word - now thou art mine, 
Thy faith my fancy to thee doth combine. 


s GENE VIII. 


| Enter Jaques de Boys. 
Jag. de B. Let me have audience for a word or 


I am the ſecond ſon of old Sir Rowland, 
That bring theſe tidings to this fair aſſembly. 
Duke Frederick, hearing how that every day 
Men of great worth reforted to this foreſt, 
Addreſs'd a mighty power, which were on foot 

In his own conduct purpoſely to take 

His brother here, and put him to the ſword : 

And to the ſkirts of this wild wood he came, 
Where meeting with an old religious man, 
After ſome queſtion with him, was converted 
Both from his enterprize, and from the world; 
His Crown bequeathing to his baniſh'd brother, 
And all their lands reſtor'd to them again, 
That were with him exil'd.- This to be true, 
do engage my life. | 
Due Sen. Welcome, young man: 

Thou offer'ſt fairly to thy brothers wedding; 
To a his lands with-held ; and to the other, 


A land 


wi | AS VO U LIKE IN 


I cu to your land, and tove, and great allies ; 


4 


A land itſelf at large, a potent Dukedom. 
Firſt, in this foreſt, let us do thoſe ends 


That here were well begun, and well begot: 

And, after, every of this happy number, 

That have endur'd ſhrewd days and nights with us, 

Shall ſhare the good of our returned fortune, 

According to the meaſure of their ſtates. 

Mean time, forget this new-fall'n dignity, i 

And fall into our ruſtick revelry 

Play, muſick; and you brides 26 . 1 

Wält meaſure heap'd in joy, to th' meafures fall. _ 
Fag. Sir, by your patience: if J heard you rightly, 

The Duke hath put on a religious life, 


And thrown into + ach the pompous Court. 


tie hath. .. .. 
Jas. To him will I: ont of cheſe convertites 
There is much matter to be heard and learn'd. 
You to your former Honour T bequeath. [To the * 
Your patience and your virtue welt deſerve it. 
You to a loy Es. that your true faith doth merit; 
mo tins L 7 Orla. 
(To Oli. | 
Yon to a long lin een vod; Is Silv. 
Aud vou to ons; for _ loying voyage . 
[To the Clown. 
Iz but for two oaths vitualid—fo to your e 
am for other than for dancing meaſures. ; 
5 Sen. Stay, Jaques, ſtay. 
To ſee no paſtime, I—what you would have, 


Fi lay: to know at your abandon'd Cave. [Hxit. 
Dute Sen. Proceed, 3 we will begin er | 
rites; 


As, we do trust, they'll end, in ue delights ; 


Th 4 


— 
3 
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EP 1 1. 0 6 u F. n 


+4 Herd 


Raf. It is not the faſhion. to ſee the: Jady; the Epis 
logue; hut it is no more unhandſome, than to ſee the 
lord the Prologue. If it be true, that good wine needs | 
10 buſh, tis true, that a good Play needs no Epilogue. 
| Yet to good wine they do uſe good buſhes; and good 
Plays prove the better by the help of good Epilogues. 
What a caſe am I in then *, that am neither a good 
Ane nor can inſinuate with you in the behalf of 
a good Play? I am not furniſh'd like a beggar *; 
therefore to beg will not become me. My way is o 
conjure you, and Pl! begin with the women. I charge 
you, O women ”, for the love you bear to men, to 
like as much of this Play as pleaſes you: and I charge 


5 you, Q-men, for the love you bear to women (as I 


perceive. by your ene, none of you hate them) 


-- 


— What a caſe am I in then, 
ö oy Here ſeems to be a chaſm, 
or ſome other depravation, which 


defiroys the ſentiment here in- 


_ tended. The reaſoning probably 


ſtood thus, Good wine needs. no 


buſh, good plays need no epilogue, 

uc Lad wine requires a good 
buſh, and a bad play a good Epi- 
Jogue. What caſe am I in then ? 
To refiore the words is impoſ- 
ſible; all that can be done with- 
Out copies is, to note the fault. 

6 — furniſ#d like a begoar ;] 


That is, drefed: ſo before, he 


was Hur lber like a huntſman. 


— 4 charge you, O women, 


FR the love you bear to men, to 


| like as much of this play as pleaſes 
You: and charge you, O men, 


for the Jowe you bear to women, — 

that betxveer you and the women, 
&ec.) This paſſage ſhould be 
5 _ 1 Wy - you, O won: 


men, for the love you bear to men, 
to like as much of this play as 
pleaſes HM: and I charge you, 
O men, for the lowe you 2 to 
Women, TO LIKE AS MUCH 
AS PLEASES THEM, that betweer 
you and the æuomen, &c. With- 
out the alteration of You into 
Them, the invocation is nonſenſe ; 
and without the addition of the 
words, to like as much as pleaſes 
them, the inference of, that be- 


 Faween you and the women the play 


may paſs, would be wp Teas 
by any precedent premiſes. The 
words ſeem to have been ſtruck 
out by ſome ſenſeleſs Player, as a 
vicious redundancy. 
WARBURTON. 
The words you and yn” written 
as was the cuſtom in that time, 
were in manuſcnpt ſcarcely di- 
ſtinguiſhable. The emendation 
is _ —_— and probable. 


| that 
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that between you and the women, the Play may pleaſe. 
If I were. a woman „ I would kifs as many of you as 
had beards that pleas'd me, complexions that lik'd me, 
and breaths that I defy'd not: and, I am fure, as 
many as have good beards, or good faces, or fweet 
breaths, will for my kind aller, when I make curt'ſy, 


bid me farewel. 


— I quere @ womans] 
Note that in this author's time 
the parts of women were always 
performed by men or boys. 
"> „Haus. 
or this play the fable is 
wild ang and pleafing, 1 know not 
| dies will approve the 
— rs which both Roſalind 
and Culia give away their hearts. 
To Chia much may be wen 
for the heroiſm o her friend- 
* | hay: character of Jaques 


ſprightly, with leſs 
low b buſſoonery than jn ſome other 


Exeunt omnes. 


is natural and well preſerved. 
The comick dialogue is very 


plays ; and the er is 
elegant and harmonious: By 
haſtening to the end of his wor 


Shakeſpeare ſuppreſſed the dia- 


e between the uſurper and 
— and loſt an — 
nity of exhibiting a moral leſſon in 
which he might have found mat- 
ter worthy of his higheſt powers. 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


FERDINAND, King of Navarre. ' 


e three E attending upon the Ring i in 
Dumain, 3 FA retirement. 
| Boyer, Lords, attending upon the Princeſs of 

Macard, France. 

Don Adriano de Armado, 4 fantaſtical _ 
LIEBE. IL ! 
Bait a Cofable#; IT AO SRO 1 
Holofernes, a Schoolmaſter. „ - 
Coſtard, a Clown. —_ | 
Moth, Page to Don Adriano de Armado. 

A Foreſter. 

Pranceſs of France. 

Roſaline, 


Maria, Lade attending on the Princeſs. 
Catharine, 
: Jaquenerta, a _ Wench. 


ern and 7 Attendants upon the King 1] 
Princeſs. 


'S CE * E, the King of Navarre's Pals nd the 


_— near it. 


This enumeration of the per- tion in 4to 1 a3 * W.W. for 
ſons was made by Mr. Rowe. Cuthbert Bu 
Of this Play there is an edi- ſeen. 


which I have not 


: TM 


C 


The P 4 * 4 0 2. 


Enter the King Biron, Longwille, and Dumain. 


KING. 


E T Fame, that all hunt n in then lives, © 
Live regiſtered upon our brazen tombs ; - N 
And then grace us in the diſgrace of death: 

When, ſpight of cormorant devouring time, 

Th' endeavour of this preſent breath may buy 

That honour which ſhall bate his ſcythe's keen edge; 3 

And make us heirs of all eternity. 

Therefore, brave Conquerors! for ſo vou are, 

That war againſt your own Affections, F 

And the huge army of the world's deſires 

Our late edi& ſhall ſtrongly ſtand in force. * 

Navarre ſhall be the wonder of the world” . 
Our Court ſhall be a little academy, n 

Still and contemplative in living arte. 

You three, Biron, Dumain, and Tee LES 8 

Have ſworn for three years term to live with me, 

My fellow Scholars; and to keep thoſe Statutes, 

That are recorded in this ſchedule here. 

Your oaths are Paſt, and now ſubſcribe your names : - 

That 


* * 
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That his own hand may ſtrike his honour down, 
Thar violates the ſmalleſt branch herein : 
If you are arm'd to do, as ſworn to do, . 
Subſcribe to your deep oaths, and keep them too. 
Long. I am refolv'd; 'tis but a three years faſt : 
The mind ſhall banquet tho' the body pine; 
Fat paunches have lean pates; and dainty bits 
Make rich the ribs, but bankerout the wits. 
Dum. My loving lord, Dumain is mortify'd :. 
The groſſer manner of theſe world's delights _ 
He throws upon the groſs world's baſer flaves : 
To love, to wealth, to pomp, I pine and die; 
With all theſe living in philoſophy *. 
Biron. I can but ſay their prote ſtation over. 
So much (dear liege) I have already fworn, 
That is, to live and ſtudy here three years: 
But there are other ſtrict obſervances; 
As, not to ſee a woman in that term, ; 
Which, I hope well, is not enrolled there, Þ 
And one day in a week to touch no food, . 
And but one meal on every day beſide; 
The which, I hope, is not enrolled there. 
And then to fleep but three hours in the night, 
And not be ſeen to wink of all the day; 
When! was wont to think no harm all ni ght, 
And make a dark night too of half the _ 9 
Which, I hope well, is not enrolled there. 
O, theſe are barren taſks, too hard to keep; 
Not to ſee ladies, ſtudy, faſt, not fleep. 
Fang Your Oath is paſs'd to paſs away from theſe. 
Biron. Let me ſay, no, liege, an' if you pleaſe; 
" Tonly ſwore to ſtudy with your Grace, - 
And {tay here i in your Court 1 three years ſpace. 


% 


ub all theſe Ling in b. not certainly to what @// theſe is - 
lofophy.] The ſtile of el rhym- to be referred; I ſuppoſe he means 2! 

ing icenes in this play is often that he finds ber, pomp, an and ls 

9 and obſcure, I 1 9555 avealth in n phlgipy. = 


Long. 


Or, having ſworn too hard-a-keeping oath, 


LOVEs LABOURs LOST. 173 
Long. You ſwore to that, Biron, and to the reſt. 
Bm By yea and nay, Sir, then I W in jeſt. 


| What is the end of ſtudy? let me know? 


King. Why, that to know, which elſe we mould 
not know, 
Biron. Things hid and barr'd (you mean) from 
common ſenſe. 
King. Ay, that is ſtudy's god-like recompence. | 
Biron. Come on then, I will ſwear to ſtudy ſo, 

To know the thing I am forbid to know; 


As thus; to ſtudy where I well may dine, 


When I to feaſt expreſly am forbid * ; 
Or ſtudy where to meet ſome miſtreſs fine, 
When miſtreſſes from common ſenſe are hid : 


Study to break it, and not break my troth. : 
If ſtudy's gain be this, and this be ſo, 
Study knows that, which yet It doth not Know: | J | 


Swear me to this, and I will ne'er fay, no 


King. Theſe be the ſtops, that hinder ſtody quite; = 
And train our Intellects to vain delight. 
Biron. Why, all delights are vain; but that moſt vain, 
Which, with pain purchas'd, doth inherir 1 pain; 
As, painfully to pore upon a book, © 

To ſeek the light of truth ; while truth the while 


Doth falſly blind the eye-fight of his look: 


Light, ſeeing light, doth licht of light beguile; - »; 


forbid 

and the whole Tenour of the 

Contextz requires us to read fe tt "5 | 
ſt 


2 The copies all have, Wen 
II faſt exprefly am forbid. 


if Biron ſtudied where to 


good Dinner, at a time when * | 


was forbid to faſt, how was This 
nb to kn 


know? ommon Senſe, 


or to make a Change in the 
Word of the Verſe" 
When J to Faſt Beh 1 


bid; 


a” «Yor. II. ö 1 2 


what he was 


1. e when 1 am . enjoin'd beſcre- 
t, x: habe. to faſt. . 


TuEUBAL D. 
3 —wobile trath the while 
© Doth falfly blind —- DI} *PFalſly 


teeny; and in many ©! er places, 


the ſame-as:4;/bonetly or treachyr - 


ouſly. The whole ſenſe of this 
4b declamation i is N this, 


N. 


Ls 5 have . l wie 0 | 


EY in fewer words. 
800 
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So, ere you find where light in darkneſs lies, 
Your light grows dark by loſing of your eyes. 
Study me how to pleaſe the eye indeed, 

By fixing it upon a fairer eye; | 
Who dazzling fo, that eye ſhall be his heed ?, 
And give him light, that it was blinded by. 
Study is like the Heaven's glorious Sun, 
That will not be deep ſearch'd with ſawey looks ; ; 
Shall have continual plodders ever won, 
Save baſe authority from other's books. 
Theſe earthly godfathers of heaven's lights, 
That give a name to every fixed {tar, 
Have no more profit of their ſhining nights, 
Than thoſe that walk and wot not what they are. 


5 Too much to know, is to know nought : but fame; 
And every godfather can give: a name.” | 


. * Who dazzling fo, that eye 
| ſpall be his heed, 
And give him light, that it was 
a by.] This is an- 
other paſſage unneceſſarily ob- 
ſcure: the meaning is, that when 
he dazzles, that is, has his eye 
made weak, by fixing his eye upon 
a fairer eye, that fairer eye all 
be his heed, his dire4ion or lode- 
far, 12 Midjummer Night's 
Dream 
avas blinded by it. 
5 Too much to know, is to know 
nought but FAME; 
And every Godfather can give a 
name.] The firſt line in 
this reading is abſurd and imper- 


tinent. There are two ways of 
ſetting it right. The firſt is to 
read it thus, 


Too much to know, is to 8 
nought but s HAME; 
This makes a ſine ſenſe, and al- 


and give him light that 


King. 


Judes to Adam's Fall, which came 


from the inordinate paſſion of 


knowing too much. 'The other 
way 1s to read, and point it thus, 
Too much to know, is to know 
 nought ; but FELGN, i. e. to 


feign. As much as to lay, the 


affecting to know too much is the 
way to know nothing. The ſenſe, 


in both theſe readings, is equally 


good: But with this difference; 
If we read the firſt way, the fol- 
lowing line is impertinent; and 


to ſave the correction, we muſt 
If we read it 


the ſecond way, then the follow- 


judge it ſpurious. 


ing line compleats the ſenſe. 


Conſequently the correction of 


feign is to be preferred, To &noxv 
too much (ſays the ſpeaker) 7s to 
know nothing; it is only feigning 
to know what wwe do not: giving 
names for things without know- 


ing” their natures; which is falſe 
| knowledge :. 


* 
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King. How well he's read, to reaſon againſt reading! 
Dum. Proceeded well, to ſtop all good proceeding *. 
Long. He weeds the corn, and {till let's grow the 


weeding. 
Biron. The ſpring 
breeding. 


Dum. How follows that! 


is neat, when green geeſe are a 


Biron. Fit in his place and time. 


Dum. In reaſon nothing. 


Biron. Something then in rhime. 
Long. Biron is like an envious ſneaping froſt, 
That bites the firſt- born infants of the ſpring. 
Biron. Well; ſay, I am; why ſhould proud ſummer 


boaſt, 


* 


Before the birds have any cauſe to ſing? 


Why ſhould T joy in an abortive birth 7? 


knowledge: And this was the pe- 
culiar defect of the Peripatetic 
Philoſophy then in vogue. Theſe 
philoſophers, the poet, with the 
higheſt humour and good ſenſe, 


calls the God/athers of Nature, 


who could only give things a 

name, but had no manner of ac- 

quaintance with their eſſences. 

| | WARBURTON. 
That there are tvs ways of 

. ſetting a paſſage right gives rea- 


ſon to ſuſpect that there may be 


a third way better than either. 
The firſt of theſe emendations 
makes a fine ſenſe, but will not 
-unite with the next line; the other 
makes a ſenſe leſs fine, an yet 
will not rhyme to the corre{pon- 
dent word I cannot ſee why 
the paſſage may not ſtand with- 
out diſt ws, Frm: The conſequence, 
ſays Biron, of too much knowledge, 
is not any real ſolution of doubts, 
but mere empty reputation. 


of any Rhyme to it. 
I 2 


At 


5 Proceeded avell, to flop all 
good proceeding. } To proceed is 
an academical term, meaning, 70 
take a degree, as he proceeded ba- 
chelor in phyfick. The ſenſe is, 
he has taken his degrees on the art 
of hindering the degrees of others. 

7 Why jhould ] joy in an abort- 
ive Birth 2 : 
At Chriſtmas 7 no more defire a 
5 
Thanwiſh a SnowinMay*s necv- 
fangled Shows: 
But like of each Thing, that in 
_ - Seaſon grows.) As the 


greateſt part of this Scene (both 


what precedes and follows) is 


-ſtritly in Rhimes, either /acce/- 
ive, alternate, or triple; I am 
perſuaded, the Copyiſts have 


made a ſlip here. For by mak- 


ing a Triplet of the three laſt 


Lines quoted, Birth in the Cloſe 
of the firſt-Line 1s quite deſtitute 
Beſides, 
What 
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At Chriſtmas I no more deſire a roſe, _ 

Than wiſh a ſnow in May's new-fangled ſhows : 

But like of each thing, that in ſeaſon grows. 

So you, to ſtudy now it is too late, 

That were to climb o'er th' houſe t' unlock the gate. | 

Hing. Well, fit you out - Go home, Biron: Adieu! 
Biron. No, my good lord, I've ſworn to ſtay with | 


you 


And though I have for barbariſm ſpoke more, 
Than for that angel knowledge you can ſay; 
Yet confident Ui keep what I have ſwore, 
And *bide the penance of each three years' day. 
Give me the paper, let me read the fame ; 
And to the ſtrict'ſt decrees PH write my name. 
King. How well this Vielding reſcues thee from 


ſhame | 


Biron. Item. That no woman fhall come within a | 


mile of my Court. 


Hath this been proclaimed ? 


Long. Four days ago. 


Biron. Ler's ſee the penalty. 
On pain of lofing her (en * — 


Who devis'd this penalty ? 
Long. Marry, that did I. 


[ reading. 


reading. 


Biron. Sweet lord, and why? 
Long. To fright them hence with that dread penalty. 
Bron. A dangerous law gy gentility *. 


= what 2 diſpleaſing Identity of 
Sound recurs in the Middle and 
Cloſe of this Verle ? 
Than wiſh a Snow in May's 
new: fangled Shows: 
| ako ; new-fangled Shows ſeems 
to have very little Propriety. 
The Flowers are not new-fangled'; 
but the earth is zexv angled by 
the Profuſion and Variety of the 
Flowers, that ſpring on its Bo- 
ſom in May, I have therefore 


ventured to ſubſtitute, Earth, in 


the other. 


| Gentili 


Item, 


the Cloſe of the 3d Line, which 
reſtores the alternate Meaſure. It 


was very eaſy for a negligent | 
Tranſcriber to be deceived by the 
| Rhime immediately preceding; 


ſo miſtake the concluding Word 
in the ſequent Line, and corrupt 
it into one that would chime with 
TRE ORBAT D. 
3 dangerous Law againſi 
!] I have 3 to 
e Name of Biron to this 


refix 
4 Line, 
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Item, reading. If any man be ſeen to talk with a 
woman within the term of three Tears, he ſhall endure 


ſuch publick Hame as the reſt of the Court can pa bly 


S 


— 
8 


F . OO „ 


deviſe. 


This article, my liege, yourſelf muſt break * 

For, well you know, here comes in embaſſy 
The French King's daughter with yourſelf to ſpeak, 

A maid of grace and compleat majeſty, 
About Surrender up of Aguitain 

To her decrepit, ſick, and bed-rid father: 


Therefore this article is made in vain, 


Or vainly comes th' admired Princeſs hither. 
Ring. What ſay you, lords? why, this was quite 


forgot. 


Biron. So ſtudy evermore is orerſlot; 5 


While it doth ſtudy to have what it would, 


It doth forget to do the thing it ſhould : 


And when it hath the thing it hunteth moſt, 


'Tis won, as towns with Fire; ſo won, fo loſt. 
Ring. We mult, of force, diſpenſe with this decree, 
She mult lye here on mere neceſſity. 
Biron. Neceſſity will make us all forſworn, 
Three thouſand times within this three years ſpace : 
For every man with his affects is born: 


Not by might maſter'd, bur by ſpecial grace ?. 


ths it being evident, for two 
Reaſons, that it, by ſome Acci- 


dent or other, flipt out of the 
printed Books, In the firſt place, 


Longueville confeſſes, he had de- 
visd the Penalty: and why he 
ſhould immediately arraign 1t as 
a dangerous Law, ſeems to be 
very inconſiſtent. 


for Biron to make this Reflexion, 
who is cavilling at every thing ; ; 


and then for him to purſue his 


reading over the remaining Ar- 


ticles, =— As to the Word Gen- 


| banitas. 


In the next 
place, it is much more natural 


If 

tility, here, it does not ſignify 
that Rank of People called, Gen- 
zry ; but what the Freuch expreſs 
by, gentileſſe, i. e. clegantia ur- 
And then the Meaning 
is this. Such a law for banithing 
Women from the Court, 1s dan- 
gerous, or injurious, to Polile- 


neſe, Urvanity, and the more re- 


fined Pleaſures of Lite. For Men 
without Women would turn bru- 
tal, and ſavage, in their Natures 
and Behaviour. 'THEOBALD, 


- 9 Not by might maſter'd, but by 
1 grace. ] Biron amidſt . 
- his 
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Tf I break faith, this word ſhall ſpeak for me: 
I am forſworn on meer neceſſity.—.— 
So to the Jaws at large I write my name, 
And he, that breaks them in the leaſt degree, 
Stands in Attainder of eternal ſhame. 
Suggeſtions * are to others, as to me; 
But, I believe, although I ſeem ſo loth, 
I am the Jaſt that will laſt keep his oath. 
Bur is there no quick recreation * granted ? 
King. Ay, that there is; our Court, you know, is 


haunted' 


With a refined traveller of Spain, 

A man in all the world's new faſhion planted, 
That hath a mint of phraſes in his brain : 

| One, whom the mufick of his own vain tongue, 
Doth ravith, like inchanting harmony: 

3 A man of complements, whom right and wrong 


Have choſe as umpire of their mutiny. 


% 


his extravagancies, * with 
great juſtneſs againſt the folly of 
vows. They are made without 


_ ſufficient regard to the variations 


ot lite, and are therefore broken by 
ſome unforeſcen neceflity. They 
proceed commonly from a pre- 
ſumptuous confidence, and a falſe 
eſtimate of human power. 
1 Suggeſtions] ] Temptations. 
ue tt Lively 
ſport, ſpritely diverſion. 
A man of complements, whom 
right and <vroag 
Hawe choſe as umpire ef their 
mutiny} As very bad a Play 
as this is, it was certainly Shate- 
ſpeare's, as appears by many fine 
waſter-ttrokes ſcattered up and 
down. An exceſſive complai- 


{ance is here admirably” painted, 
in the perſon of one who was 
wg to make even "ou and 


This 


avrong friends: and to perſuade 
the one to recede from the ac- 
cuſtomed ſtubbornneſs of her na- 
ture, and wink at the liberties 
of her oppoſite, rather than he 
would incur the imputation of 
ill breeding in keeping up the 
quarrel. And as our author, and 
Johnſon his contemporary, are, 
conteſſecly, the two greateſt wri- 
ters in the Drama that our na- 
tion could ever boaſt of, this may 
be no improper occaſion to take 


notice of one material difference 


between Sector, s worſt plays, 
and the other's, Our author 
owed all to his prodigious natu- 
ral genius; and Johnſon moſt to 
his acquired parts and learning. 


This, if attended to, will ex- 


plain the difference we ſpeak of. 


Which is this, that, in Fobn/or''s 


bad- Pieces, we do not A 
the 
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This child of fancy, that Armado hight, 
For interim to our Studies, {hall relate 

In high-born words the worth of many a Knight 
Prom tawny Spain, loſt in the world's debate“. 
How you delight, my lords, I know nor, I; 
But, I proteſt, I love to hear him lie; | | 
And I will uſe him for my minſtrelſie. 

Biron. Armado is a moſt illuſtrious wight, 
A man of fire-new words, fathion's own Knight. 


the leaſt traces of the author of 
the Fox and Alchami/t ; but, in 
the wildeſt and moſt extravagant 
notes of Shaieſpeare, you every 
now and then encounter ſtrains 


that recognize their divine com- 


poſer, And the reaſon is this, 
that Johnſon owing his chief ex- 
cellence to art, by which he ſome- 
times ſtrain'd himſelf to an un- 
common pitch, when he unbent 
himſelf, had nothing to ſapport 
him ; bat fell below all likeneſs 
of himſelf : while Shakeſpeare, in- 
debted more largely to nature 
than the other to his acquired 


talents, could never, in his moſt 


negligent hours, ſo totally diveſt 
himſelf of his Genius, but that 
' It would frequently break out 
with amazing force and ſplen- 
dour. WARBURTON. 


This paſſage, I believe, means 


no more than that Don Armado 
Was a man nicely verſed in ce- 
remonial diſtinctions, one who 
could diſtinguiſh in the moſt de- 
licate queſtions of honour the 
exact boundaries of right and 
wrong. Compliment, 1n Shake- 


ſteare's time, did not fignify, 


at leaſt did not only ſignify, ver- 
bal civility, or phraſes of cour- 


teſy, but according to its origi- 


nal meaning, the trappings, or 


ornamental appendages of a cha- 


racter, in the ſame manner, and 
on the ſame principles, of ſpeech 
with accompliſhment. Compliment 
is, as Armado well expreſſcs it, 
the varniſh of a complete man. 
From tawwny Spain, Cc. J i. e. 
he ſhall relate to us the celebrated 
ſtories recorded in the old. ro- 
mances, and in their very ſtile. 
Why he ſays Vom tawny Spain 
is, becauſe theſe romances being 
of Gpaniſh original, the Heroes 
and the Scene were generally of 
that country. Why he ſays, /o/? 
in the avorld's debate is, becat ſ- 
the ſubject of thoſe romances 


were the cruſades of the Euro- 


pean Chriſtians againſt the Sara- 
cens of Aa and Africa. So 
that we ſee here is meaning in 
the words. WarBURTON, 

iu the auorld's debate.) 
The world ſeems to be uſed in 
the monaſtick ſenſe by the king 
now devoted for a time to a mo- 
naftick life. In the world, in ſe- 
culo, in the buſtle of human af- 
fairs, from which we are now _ 
happily ſequeſtred, in the world, 
to which the votaries of ſolitude 


have no relation. 


| Long. 


I 4 
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Long. Coſtard the ſwain, and he, ſhall be our {port ;- 


And, 10 to ſtudy, three years are but ſhort. 


SCENE * 


1 Dull and Coſtard with a letter. 


Dull. Which is the King's own perſon *? 
Biron. This, fellow; what would'ſt? 
Dull. 1 myſelf reprehend his own perſon, for I am 


his Grace's Tharborough : 
perſon in fleſh and blood. 
Biron. This is he. 


bur 1 would ſee his own. 


Lull. Signior Arme. — Arme - commends vou. 


There's villainy abroad; 


this letter will tell you more. 
Cot. Sir, the Contempts thereof are as touching me. 


King. A letter from the magnificent Arma do. | 
Biron. How low ſoever the matter, I hope in God 


for high words. 


us patience ! 


Long. A high hope for a low having“; God grant 


Biron. To hear, or forbear hearing! 2 
Long. To hear meekly, Sir, to laugh moderately, 


or to forbear both. 


Biron. Well, Sir, be it as the Stile thall give us 


cauſe to climb: in the merrineſs. 


In former editions; 
Dull. Fic is the Duke's own 
Perſon ?] The King of 
Navarre is in ſeveral Paſſages, 


thro? all the Copies, called the 


Duke: but as this muſt have 
ſprung rather from the Inadver- 
tence of the Editors, than a For- 
gettulneſs in the Poet, I haye 


every where, to avoid Confuſion, 


reſtored King to the Text. 
THEOBALD. 


7 In 15 d editions A high hope 


for a low heaven 3] A hw hea- | 


wen, ſure, is a very intricate Mat- 
ter to conceive. dare warrant, 
I have Tetrieved the Poet's true 


Reading; and the Meaning is 


this. Tho? you hope for high 
10 Words, and ſhould have them, 


it will be but a low Acquiſi- 


cc tion at beſt. This our Paet 
calls a law Having: and it is a 


Subſtantive, which he uſes i in ſe- 


veral other Paſlages. 
THEOBALD. 


Ct. 
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Coſt. The matter is to me, Sir, as NY Ja- 
guenetta, 7 

The manner of it is, I was taken in the manner *, 

Biron. In what manner? 

Cot. In manner and form, following, Sir; all thoſe | 
three. I was ſeen with her in the er ſit- 
ting with her upon the Form, and taken following her 
into the Park; which, put together, is, in manner 
and form following. Now, Sir, for the manner: it 
is the manner of a man to ſpeak to a woman; for the 
form, in ſome form. | 

Biron. For the following, Sir? 

 Coft. As it ſhall follow in my correcion; ; and God 
defend the right! 
King. Will you hear the letter with attention? 

Biron. As we would hear an oracle. 

Coſt. Such is the nn, of man to hearken after 
the fleſh. 

fang. reads. REA 7 deputy, the teat s vice-gerent, 
= and ſole dominator of Navarre, my foul's 
= earth's God, and body's foſtring patron 
= C/. Not a word of Coftard yet. 

Ring. So it If ——— _ 

Cat. It may be fo; but if he fay it is f{, he 1 is, in 
telling true, but ſo, ſo. : 

ing. Peace a 

Ci. Be to me, and every man that dares not + fight! 

| King. No 2 

Coſt. Of other men's ſecrets, I beſeech you. 

King. So it is, Befteged with ſable-coloured melancho- 
ly, I did commend the black oppreſſing humour to the moſt 

whole phyfick of thy OO arr ; and as am 

 — taken WITH the 1 Donne in his letters, But if = 
The following queſtion ariſing melt into melancholy while I write, 
from theſe words ſhews we ſhould I Hall be taken in the manner; 
read —taker Ix the manner. And and J ſit by one, too tender to theſe 


this was the Phraſe in uſe to ſig- impreſſions, . WARBURTON. 
ply, taken i in the fact, 80 Dr. Ef 


4 T | 5 a gentle- 


with this, I paſſion to ſay wherewith : 
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à gentleman, betcok myſelf to <valk : The time, when © 


about the fixth hour, when beaſts moſt graze, birds beft - 
peck, and men fit down to that nouriſhment which is 


callid ſupper : fo much for the time, when. New fer 


the ground, which : which, I mean, I walkt upon; it 


is' ycleped, thy park. Then for the place, where; 


zo here, I mean, I did encounter that obſcene and moſt 
prepoſterous event, that draweth from my ſnow-white 
pen the ebon-colour'd ink, which here thou vieweſt, be- 


Holdeſt, ſurveyeſt, or ſeeſt. But to the place, where ; 


It ſtandeth north-north-eaſt and by caſt from the weſt 
corner of thy curious-knotted garden. There did I ſee 
that loaw-ſpirited ſwain, that baſe mine of thy mirth ?, 
(Cot. Me?) that unletter'd fmall-knowing foul, ( 225 
Me ?) that feallow vaſſal, ( Caſt. Still me?) which, 


as remember, hight Coſtard; (Coſt. O me!) ſorted 
and conſorted, contrary to thy eabliſeed proclaimed edict. 


and continent canon, with, with 0 with, but 


Coſt. With a wench. 


King. With a child of our grandmother Eve, a "0 


male; er fer thy more underſtanding, a woman; him, 
I Cas my ever-eſteemed duty pricks me on) have ſent to 


thee, to receive the meed of puniſhment, by thy ' feect 


 Grace's Officer, Anthony Dull, a man of good repute, 
carriage, bearing an eſtimation. 

Dull. Me, an't ſhall pleaſe you : I am Anthony Dull. 
King. For jaquenetta, (/ is the weaker veſſel calPd) 

which I apprehended with the aforeſaid ſwain, I keep 

Her as a vaſſal of thy law's fury, and ſhall at the leaſt 

of thy feveet notice bring her to trial. Thine in all com- 


piiments of devoted and heart-burning heat of duty. 
— Adriano de Armado. 


Biron. This is not ſo well as I look'd for, but the 
- beſt that ever | heard. | 


3. baſe minbau of thy mirth. 1 not be intended here. We may 
A, minow is a little fiſh which can- read, the baſe minion of thy mirth. 


Ring. 


Fi , 
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Ring. Ay; the beſt for the worſt; Bur, frrab, | 

what ſay you to this? pO 

Cofh. Sir, I confeſs the wench. 

King. Did you hear the proclamation ? 

Goſ2. I do confeſs much of the hearing i it, but little 
of the marking of it, 

King. It was proclaim'd a year' $ impriſonment to be 
taken with a wench, x 

 Coft. J was taken with none, Sir, I was raken with 
a damoſel. l 

Ring. Well, it was proclaimed "POE | 

Coſt. This was no damoſcl neither, Sir, ſhe was a 
virgin. | 

King. It is fo varſed: too, te it was proclaim'd 
virgin. 

Coft. If it were, I deny her virginity: 1. raken 
with a maid, 

King. This maid will not ſerve your turn, Sir. 

Coft. This maid will ſerve my turn, Sir. 

Kung. Sir, I will pronounce ſentence ; you. {hall faſt 
a week with bran and water. 

Ct. J had rather pray a month with mutton and 
| porridg 8. 
fing. And 555 Armado ſhall be your keeper. My 
lord BB on, ſee him deliver'd o'er. ” 
And go we, lords, to put in practice that, 
Which each to other hath ſo voy worn. 
[ Exeunt. 
Biron. III lay my head to any g 200d. man's hat, 
Theſe oaths and laws will prove an idle ſcorn. 
Sirrah, come on. 

Coſ2. J ſuffer for the truth, Sir: W. true it is, I was 
taken with Jaguenetta, and Faquenetta is a true girl; 
and therefore welcome the ſour cup of proſperity : | 
affliction may one day ſmile again, and until then, ſit 
thee down, forrow. len. 


SCENE 


\ 
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SCENE VIL 
Changes to Armado's Houſe. 


- Enter Armado, and Moth. 
n what ſign is it, when a man of great 
ſpirit grows melancholy : 4 | 
Meth. A great ſign, Sir, that he will look ſad. 
Arm. Why, lagneſs is one and the ſelf- ſame thing, 


dear imp. 
Moth. No, no; O lord, Gir. no. 


Arm. How can "ſt thou part ſadneſs and melancholy, 


my tender Juvenile? 

Moth. By a familiar demonſtration of the working 
my tough Signior. 

Arm. Why, tough Signior ? why, tough Signior? 


nile? 
Arm. I ſpoke it, tender Juvenile, as a congruent 


epitheton, appertaining to thy young days, which we 


may nominate tender. 

Moth. And I, tough Signior, as an appertinent title 
to your old time, which we may name tough. 

Arm. Pretty and apt. 
Moth. How mean you, Sir, I Prettyy. and my TY 
ing apt? or I apt, and my ſaying pretty? 

Arm. Thou Pretty, becauſe little. 

Moth. Little! pretty, becauſe little; wherefore apt? 

Arm. And therefore apt, becauſe quick. 
Moth. Speak you this in my praiſe, maſter ? 
Arm. In thy condign praiſe. | 


— Las Imp.] 7 wy was or abhorrence; perhaps in our 
: a a term ot dignity, Lord authour's time it was ambiguous, 
Cromavel in his laſt letter to Her- in which ſtate it ſuits well with 
Y VIII. prays for the imp His ſon. this dialogue. 

It is now — only in contempt | 


Moth. Why, teuder tae why, tender Juve- 


Moth. 


Mt 
| 
| 
At 
yl 
1 


- King. 
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Moth. 1 will praiſe an eel with the ſame praiſe. 
Arm. What? that an eel is ingenious. 

Moth. Fhat an eel is quick. | e 
Arm. I do ſay, thou art quick i in anſwers. Thou 


hear'ſt my blood 
Moth. I am anſwer'd, Sir. 
Arm. I love not to be croſt. 
Moth. He ſpeaks the cen cneary; croſſes lore 
not him ?, 5 
Arm. I haus promis d to ſtudy three Years with hs 


Moth. You may do it in an hour, Sir. 
Arm. Impoſſible. 

Moth. How many is one thrice told? 
Arm. I am Il At reckoning, it fits the ſpirit of a 


_ rapſter. 


Moth. You are a gentleman and a nate 


Arm. I confeſs both; ey are both the varniſh of "> 


a compleat man. _ 

Moth. Then, I am ſure, you know how nivich the 
groſs ſum of duce-ace amounts to. 

Arm. It doth amount to one more than two. 

Moth. Which the baſe vulgar call, ies 

Arm. True. 

Moth. Why, Sir, is this ſuch a piece of ſtudy ? now 
here's three ſtudied ere you'll thrice wink; and how 
eaſy it is to put years to the-word three, and ſtudy 
three years in two words, the dancing- horſe will tell 
you. 

Arm. A moſt fine figure. 

Moth. To prove you a cypher. 

Arm. I will hereupon confeſs, I am in love; and, 
as it is baſe for a ſoldier to love, fo I am in lore with 


2 baſe wench. If drawing my ſword againſt che hu- 


— call . not him.] to Celia, if I ſhould how You, 7 
np crofſes he means money. So Should bear 19 _ 
in A. you like it, the Clown * | 
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mour of affetion would deliver me from the reprobate 
thought of it, I would take Deſire priſoner; and ran- 
ſom him to any French courtier for a new-devis'd 
curt'ſy. I think it ſcorn to ſigh ; methinks, I ſhould 
out- ſwear Cupid. Comfort me, boy; what great men 
have been in love? | 
Moth. Hercules, maſter. | 
Arm. Moſt ſweet Hercules! More authority, dear 
boy, name more; and, ſweet my child, let them be 
men of good repute and carriage. 
Moth. Sampſon, maſter; he was a man of good car- 
Triage; great carriage; for he carried the town-gates 
on his back like a porter, and he was in love. 
Arm. O well-knit Samp/on, {trong-jointed Samp/on ! - 
I do excel thee in my rapier, as much as thou didſt 
me in carrying gates. I am in love too. Who was | 
Sampſen's love, my dear Moth? | | 
Moth. A woman, maſter. 
Arm. Of what complexion ? | 
Moth. Of all the four, or the three, or the two, or 
one of the four. 
Arm. Tell me preciſely of what complexion ? ? 
Moth. Of the ſea-water green, Sir. 
Arm. Is that one of the four complexions ? | 
Moth. As I have read, Sir, and the beſt of them too. 
Arm. Green, indeed, is the colour of lovers; bur 
to have a love of that colour, methinks, Sampſon had 
{mall reaſon for it. He, ſurely, e her for her 
wit. | 

Meth. It was ſo, Sir, for ſhe had, a green wit. 

Arm. My love is moſt immaculate white and red. 
Moth. Moſt maculate thoughts, maſter, are malk'd. 
under ſuch colours. 

Arm. Define, define, well-educated — 

Moth. My father's wit, and my mocher's tongue, 
aſſiſt me! 

Arm. Sweet invocation ; of a child, molt pretty and 


parhetical! 
Moth. 
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Moth. If ſhe be made of white ad red, 
Her faults will ne'er be known; 


For bluſhing cheeks by faults are bred; 
And fears by pale-white ſhown ; 


Then if ſhe fear, or be to blame, 


By this you ſhall not know ; 


For ſtill her cheeks poſſeſs the ſame, 


Which native ihe doth owe. | 
A dangerous rhime, maſter, againſt the reaſon of 
white and red. | 
Arm. Is there not a ballad, boy, of the King and 
the Beggar? 
Moth. The world was ile of ſuch a ballad. ſome 
three ages ſince, but, I think, now tis not to be found; 
or if it were, it would neither ſerve for the rien 


nor the tune. 


Arm. 1 will have that ſubje& newly writ o'er, that 
I may example my digreſſion by ſome mighty prece- 
dent. Boy, I do love that country girl, that I took 
in the park with the rational hind Coftard; ſhe deferves | 
well 
Meth. To be whipp'd ; and yet a better love than 
my maſter. 155 
Arm. Sing, boy; my ſoiclt grows heavy! in love. 
Moth. And that's great mary el, loving a eur 
wench. | : 
Arm. I ſay, ſing. | 
Moth, TOO, till this company 1s paſt. 


| E N E IV. | 
Enter Coſtard, Dull, Jaquenetta a Maid. 


Du, Sir, the King's pleaſure is, that you keep Ci of- 
tard ſafe, and you maſt let him take no delight, nor 

no penance; but he mult faſt three days a-week. For 
this damſel, I muſt keep her at the mg ſhe is al- 


Arm. 


low'd for the day-woman. ar you Well. 
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Arm. do betray myſelf with bluſhing ; maid. 


Fag. Man, —— 
Arm. I will viſit thee at the lodge. 
Jag. That's here by. 
Arm. 1 know, where it is ſituate. 
Jag. Lord, how wiſe you are! : 
Arm. I will tell thee wonders. 
" Fas: With that face ? 
Arm. I love thee. 


' Faq. So I heard you fay. 

Arm. And ſo farewel. 

Jag. Fair weather after you! 

Dull. Come, Faquenetta, away. 

[Exeunt Dull * Jaquenetta. 

Ain. Villain, thou ſhalt faſt for thy offence, ere 
thou be pardoned. 
Cot. Well, Sir, I hope, when I do 2 T ſhall do 

it on a full ſtomach. 
Arm. Thou ſhalt be heavily puniſh'd. 


Cuff. J am more bound to you, than your followers; 


for they are but lightly rewarded. | 

Arm. Take away this villain, ſhut him up. 

Meth. Come you tranſgreſſing flave, away. 

Coft. Let me not be pent up, Sir; I will. faſt, be- 
ing looſe. 

Moth. No, Sir, that were faſt and W thou ſhalt 
to priſon. 


= after you muſt be 
ſpoken by Jaguenetta; and then 
that Dull ſays to her, Come Ja- 


3 Maid. Fair ESR after 
you. Come, Jaquenetta, away. |] 
Thus all the printed Copies : but 
the Editors have been guilty of 
much Inadvertence. They make 
Jaguenetta, and a Maid enter; 
whereas Faquenetta is the only 


lated the Text. THEOBALD. 
Mr. Theobald has endeavoured 
here to dignify his own induſtry 


quenetta, away, as I have regu- 


Maid intended by the Poet, and 
is committed to the Cuſtody 


of Dull, to be. conveyed by him 


to the Lodge in the Park. This 
being the Caſe, it is evident to 
Demonſtration, that 


Fair 


by a very flight performance. 


The folios all read as he reads, 
except that inſtead of naming 
the perſons they give their cha- 


racers, enter own, Conſtable, 


Coſt. 


and Wench, 
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22 Well, if ever J do ſee the merry days of de- 
ſolation that T have ſeen, ſome ſhall ſee - 
Moth. What ſhall ſome ſee? 
Cet. Nay, nothing, maſter Meth; but what they 
look upon. It is not for priſoners to be ſilent in 
their words, and therefore I will ſay nothing; I thank 


God, I have as little patience as another man, and 


therefore I can be quiet. [Exeunt Moth and Coſtard. 
Arm. J do affect the very ground, which is baſe, 


| where her ſhoe, which is baſer, guided by her foot, 


which is baſeſt, doth tread. I ſhall be forfworn, 
which is a great argument of falſhood, if I love. 

And how can that be true love, which is falſly at- 
tempted ? Love is a familiar, love is a devil; there is 
no evil angel but love, yet Sampſon was ſo tempted, | 
and he had an excellent ſtrength ; yet was Salomon ſo 
ſeduced, and he had a very good wit. Cupid's but- 
ſhaft is too hard for Hercules's club, and therefore too 
much odds for a Spaniard's rapier; the firſt and ſecond 


cauſe will not ſerve my turn*; the Paſſado he reſpects 


not, the Duello he regards not; his diſgrace is to be 
call'd boy's - but his Slory | is to ſubdue men. Adieu, 
valour! ruſt, rapier! be ſtill, drum! for your ma- 
nager is in love; yea, he loveth. Aſſiſt me ſome ex- 

temporal God * rhime, for, 1 am ſure, I ſhall turn 
ſonneteer. Deviſe, wit; write, pen; for I am for whole 


| volumes i in folio, — | Exit. 


4 It is not » pri fovers 6% be * The firſt and ſecond cauſe avill 
filent in their words.) 1 ſuppole not ſerve my turn.] See the laſt 
we ſhould read, it is not for pri- act of As you [he it with the 
ſoners to be filent j in their wards, notes. 
that is, in cx/fody, in the holds. 


Vor. II. e * 2 e ACT 
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ACT II. SCENE I. 


Before the King of Navarre's Palace. 


Enter the Princeſs of France, Roſaline, Maria, Ca- | 
tharine, Boyet, Lords and 8 attendants. = 


BOY E x. 


OW, Madam, ſummon up your deareſt Fits; 1 
Conſider, whom the King your father ſends; — i 

To whom he ſends, and what's his embaſſy. 3 
Yourſelf, held precious in the world's eſteem, ö 
To parley with the ſole inheritor | | 
Of all perfections that a man may owe, | 
Matchleſs Navarre ; the plea, of noleſs weight 
Than Aguitain, a dowry for a Queen. 

Be now as prodigal of all dear grace, 

As nature was in making graces dear, 

When ſhe did ſtarve the general world beſide, 

And prodigally gave them all to you. = 
Prin. Good lord Boyet, my beauty, though but mean, 
Needs not the painted flouriſh of your praiſe; 5 
Beauty is bought by judgment of the eye, 

Not utter'd by baſe ſale of chapmen's tongues *. 

Fam leſs proud to hear you tell my worth, 
Than you much willing to be counted wiſe, 

In ſpending thus your wit in praiſe of mine. 

But now, to taſk the taſker ; good Boyet, 

Vou are not ignorant, all-telling fame 

Doth noiſe abroad, Navarre hath made a vow, 
Till painful ſtudy ſhall out- wear three years, 
No woman may approach his filent Court ; 

Therefore to us ſeems it a needful courſe, 


_ * Chapman here ſeems to ſigni- The meaning is, that the eſtima- 
fy the feller, not, as now com- tion of beauty depends not on the 
monly, the buyer. Cheap or uttering or proclamation of the 
 cheping was anciently Market, /eller, but on r the gfe of the buyer. 
Chapman therefore is Marketman. B 
&- 
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Before we enter his forbidden gates, 1 
To know his pleaſure; and in that behalf, 
Bold of your worthineſs, we ſingle you 
As our beſt- moving fair ſollicitor. 
Tell him, the daughter of the King of Frante, 6k 
On ſerious bufineſs, craving quick diſpatch, 
Importunes perſonal conference with his Grace. 
Haſte, ſignify ſo much, while we attend, | 
Like humble-viſag'd ſuitors, his high will. 
Boyet. Proud of employment, willingly L go. [Exits 
Prin. All pride is willing pride, and yours is ſo; : 
Who are the voraries, my loving lords, | 
That are vow-fellows with this virtuous King : ? 
Lord. Longueville is one. | 
Prin, Know you the man? 
Mar. 1 knew him, Madam, at a marriage · feaſt, 
Be HNC lord Perigort and the beauteous heir 
Of Jaques Faulconbridge ſolemnized. 
In Normandy ſaw I this Longue ville, Ei 
A man of ſovereign parts he is eſteem'd ; 
*Well fitted in the arts, glorious in arms, 
Nothing becomes him ill, that he would well. 
The only ſoil of his fair virtue's gloſs, 
(If virtue's gloſs will ſtain with any ſoil,) 
Is a ſharp wit 4, match'd with two blunt a will; 
Whoſe edge hath power to cut, whoſe. will {till wills 
It ſhould ſpare none, that come within his power. 
Prin. Some merry-mocking lord, belike. Is't fo? 
Mar. They ſay ſo moſt, that moſt his humours know. 
Prin. Such ſhort-liy'd wits do wither as they grow. 
Who are the reſt ? 
Cath. The young Dumain, a well-accompliſh' 
. youth. - 
Of all that virtue love, for virtue loy? d. 
8 power to do moſt harm, leaſt knowing ill; 


For he hath wit to make an ill ſhape good, # 
* Well fitted, is well quali» + Match'd with is combined | 
fed, „ or joined with. 


K's Aud 
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And ſhape to win grace, tho he had no wit. 
1 ſaw bim at the Duke Alenſon's once, | 
And much too little of that good I ſaw 
Is my report tp his great worthineſs 
 Roja. Another of theſe ſtudents at that time 
Was there with him, as I have heard o'truth ; 
Biron they call him; but a merrier man, 
Within the limit of becoming mirth, 
I never ſpent an hour's talk withal. 
His eye begets occaſion for his wit ; 
For every object, that the one doth catch, 
The other turns to a mirth-moving jeſt ; 
Which his fair tongue (conceit's expolitor) 
Delivers in ſuch apt and gracious words, 
That aged ears play truant at his tales; 
And younger hearings are quite raviſhed ; 
So ſweet and voluble is his diſcourſe. 

Prin. God bleſs my ladies: are they all in love, 
"That every one her own hath garniſhed 
With ſuch bedecking ornaments of praiſe * : 

Mar. Here comes Boyet. 


Enter Boyet. 


Prin. Now, what admittance, Lond? 
Bayet. Navarre had notice of your fair approach j 
And he and his competitors in oath 
Were all addreſt to meet you, gentle lady, 
Before I came. Marry, thus much Pve learnt, 
He rather means to lodge you in the field, 
Like one that comes here to beſiege his Court, 
Than ſeek a diſpenſation for his, oath, 


Tolet you enter his unpeopled houſe, 
Here comes Navarre. | | 
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EE YN: is 
Enter the King, Longueville, Dumain, Biron, and | 
; Attendants, | 


; King. Fair Princeſs, welcome to the Court of Waters 
Prin. Fair, I give you back again; and welcome 
I have not yet: the roof of this Court is roo high to 
be yours; and welcome to the wide fields, too baſe to 
My _ 
; You ſhall be welcome, Madam, to my Court. 
Pris I will be welcome then; conduct me thither. 
King. Hear me, dear lady, I have ſworn an oath. 
Prin. Our Lady help my lord ! he'll be forſworn. 
King. Not for the world, fair Madam, by my will. 
Prin. Why, Will ſhall break its will, and nothing elſe. 
King. Your ladyſhip is ignorant what it is. 
Prin. Were my lord ſo, his ignorance were wiſe, 
Where now his knowledge muſt prove ignorance. 
[ hear, your Grace hath ſworn out A 
'Tis deadly ſin to Keep that oath, my Lord; 
* And ſin to break it. 
But pardon me, I am too ſudden bold : 
IJ0o teach a teacher ill beſeemeth me. 
Vouchſafe to read the purpofe of my Coming, 
And ſuddenly reſolve me in my fuit. 
King. Madam, I will, if ſuddenly I may. 
Prin. You will the ſooner, that I were away; 
For you'll prove perjur'd, if you make me ſtay. 
Biron. Did not I dance with you in Brabant once? 
” Ref. Did nor I dance with you in Brabant once? 
Biron. I know, you did. by 
No. How needleſs was it then to aſk the queſtion? . 
Biron. You muſt not be ſo quick. 
 Nof. 'Tis long of you, that ſpur me with ſuch 
queſtions. 
® Sir F. Hanmer reads not fin inconvenience very frequently 
to break ir. I believe errone- attending raſh oaths, ey whe- 


only, The Princeſs ſhews an ther keptor broken, produce guilt. 
1 R 3 5 | _ Biron. 
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Biron. Your wit's too hot, it ſpeeds too faſt, 'rwilltire, 
Rof. Not *till it leave the rider in the mire. ' 
Biron. What time o'day? 
Rof. The hour, that fools ſhould aſk. 
Biron. Now fair befall your maſk ! 
Ro. Fair fall the face it covers 
Biron. And ſend you many lovers 
Ro/. Amen, ſo you be none! 
Biron. Nay, then will I be gone. 
King. Madam, your father here doth intimate 


The payment of a hundred thouſand crowns ; 


Being but th' one half of an entire ſum, 
Diſburſed by my father in his wars. 

But ſay, that he, or we, as neither have, 
Receiv'd that ſum; yet there remains unpaid 

A hundred thouſand more; in ſurety of the which, 
One part of Aquitain is bound to us, 

Although not valu'd to the mony's worth: 

If then the King your-father will reſtore 

But that one half which is unſatisfy'd, 

We will give up our right in Aquitain, 


And hold fair friendſhip with his ra 


But that, ir ſeems, he little purpoſeth, $f 
For here he doth demand to have repaid *"_ 
An hundred thouſand crowns, and nat demands 5, 


On payment of an hundred thouſand crowns, 


To have his title live in Aquitarn ; 


© The former editions read, 
And not demands 


Ole payment of an hundred 
thouſand Crowr:s, 


To have his Title live in Aqui- 
taine.] I have reſtored, I 


believe, the genuine Senſe of the 


Paſſage. Aquitain' was pledg'd, 
it ſecms, to Nawarre's father; 
far 200000 Crowns, "Ihe French 


Which we much rather had depart withal, 
And have the money by our father lent, 


Moiety of this Debt, (which E 
varre knows nothing of,) b 
demands this Moiety ba 


he ſhould rather pay the remain- 
ing Moiety and demand to have 
Aguitain re-deliver'd_up to him. 

This is plain and eaſy Reaſoning 


upon the Fact _; and Na- 


Try 


Than 


King pretends to have paid one 


ck N 5 
inſtead whereof (ſays Navarre) 
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Than Aquitain ſo gelded as it is. 1 
Dear princeſs, were not his requeſts ſo far 
From reaſon's yielding, your fair ſelf ſhould make 1 
A yielding gainſt ſome reaſon in my breaſt; 
And go well ſatisfied to France again. | 
Prin. You do the King my father too much wrong, 


And wrong the reputation of your name, 


In ſo unſeeming to confeſs receipt 


Of that, which hath ſo faithfully been paid. 


Kings, I do proteſt, I never heard of it; 
And if you prove it, III e it back, 
Or yield up Aquitain. 
Prin. We arreſt your word: 
Boyet, you can produce acquittances 
For ſuch a ſum, from ſpecial officers 
Of Charles his father. 

Ning. Satisfy me ſo. 

Boyet. So pleaſe your Grace, the packet is not come, 
Where that and other ſpecialties are bound : ; 
To-morrow you ſhall have a fight of them. 

King. It ſhall ſuffice me; at which interview, 

All liberal reaſon I will yield unto : 


Mean time, receive ſuch welcome at my hand, 


As honour without breach of honour may 
Make tender of, to thy true worthineſs, 
You may not come, fair Princeſs, in my gates; 
But here, without, you ſhall be fo receiy'd, 
As you ſhall deem yourſelf lodg'd in my heart, 
Tho' ſo deny'd fair harbour in my houſe : 
Your own good thoughts excuſe me, and farewel ; 
Tomorrow we ſhall viſit you again. | 
Prin, Sweet health and fair, deſires conſort your 
Grace! 


Hung. Thy own Win wiſh I thee, i in every place. 
5 (Emir. 


varre declares, by had rather re- than detain the Province mort- | 
Feve the Reſidue of his- Debt, gag'd for Security of it, THBOB. 


$4: Biron, 
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136 LOVEs LABOUR LOST. 
Biren, Lady, I will commend you to my on heart. 
Rof. IJ pray you, do my W 1 62": 
I would be glad to ſee it. 

Biron, I would, you heard i it groan. 

Rof. Is the fool fick? ? 

Biron, Sick at the heart. 

- Ro}. Alack, let it blood. 64 

Biron. Would that do it good? 

Ro. My phyſick ſays, ay. 

Biron. Will you prick't with your eye? 

R/. Non, poynt, with my knife. 

Biron. Now God fave thy life! 
Roſ. And yours from long living! _ 
Biron. I can't ſtay thankſgiving. | [Exzt. 
Dun. Sir, I pray you a word: what lady is that ſame? ; 
Boyet. The heir of Alanſon, Roſaline her name. | 
Dum. A gallant lady; Monſieur, fare you well. Exit. 
Long. I beſeech you, a word: what is ſhe in white? 
Boyet. A woman ſometimes, if you ſaw her 1 in _ 
ght. . 
Long. Perchance, light in the licht; Ideſire her name. 'F 
 Boyet. She hath bur one for herſelf; to deſire That, : 
were a ſhame. | | 
Long. Pray you, Sir, whoſe e 

Boyet. Her mother's, I have heard. 
Ling. God's bleſſing on your beard!® 

Boyet. Good Sir, be not offended. 
She is an heir of Faulconbridge. 5 
Long. Nay, my choller is ended: 

She is a moſt ſweet lady. 
HBoyet. Not unlike, Sir; that may be. [ Exit 3 
Biron. What's her name in the cap? 

Boyet. Catharine, by good hap. 

Biron. Is ſne wedded, or no? 

| Boyet. To her will, Sir, or ſo. 
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* That is, mayſt on have length of which ſaits all with 

ſenſe and ſeriouſneſs more pro- ſuch idle catches of wit. | 

omi to thy beard, me | 5 
| | Bron. 


4 
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Biron. You are welcome, Sir: adien! 
Boyet. Farewel to me, Sir, and welcome to you. 
Exit Biron. 


Mar. That laſt is Biron, the ny 1 lord; 


| Not a word with him bur a jeſt. 


Boyet. And every jeſt a word. 


Prin. It was well done of you to take him at his 


Word. 
Boyet. 1 was as willing to grapple, as un was to 
board. 
Mar. Two hot ſheeps, marry. 
Boyet. And wherefore not hipe' ? 
No ſheep, ſweet lamb, unleſs-we feed on your lips. 


Mar. You ſheep, and 1 paiture; {hall that finiſh 


the jeſt? . 

Boyet. So you grant paſture for me. 

Mar. Not fo, gentle beaſt; | 
My lips are no common, though ſeveral they be”. 

Boyet. Belonging io whom? 

Mar. To my fortunes and me. 

Prin. Good wits will be jangling; n gentles, 

agree. | 

The civil war of wits were aouth bener us'd 4 
On Navarre and his book - men; for here *tis abus'd. 

Boyet. If my obſervation, which very ſeldom lies, 
By the heart's ſtill rhetorick, diſcloſed with eyes, 
Deceive me not now, Navarre is infected. 

Prin. With what? 

Boyet. With that which we bore intitle afſſted, 

Prin. Your reaſon ! 5 


7 My lips are not common though one obſerved that he grew fat z 


Jeveral they are.] Several Yes, laid Sir Walter Ra ieb, any. 


is an' incloſed field of a private beaſt will grow fat, if you take 


popes ſo Maria ſays, her him from the common and graze ' 


are private property. Of a bim i in * ſeveral, 
ry that was newly married 


4 B yet. 
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Boyet. Why, all“ his behaviours did make their 


retire 

To the Court of his eye, peeping thorough defire: 

His heart, like an agat with your print impreſſed, 

Proud with his form, in his eye pride expreſſed: 

His tongue, all impatient to ſpeak and not ſee *, 

Did ſtumble with haſte in his eye-fight to be: 

All ſenſes to that ſenſe did make their repair, 

10 feel only looking on faireſt of fair; 

Methought, all his ſenſes were lock'd in his eye, 

As jewels in cryſtal for ſome Prince to buy; 

Who tendring their own worth, from whence they 

were glaſs, 

Did point out to buy them, along as you paſt. 

His face's own margent did quote ſuch amazes, 

Thar all eyes ſaw his eyes inchanted with gazes: 

Pl give you Aguitain, and all that is his, 

An' you give him for my ſake but one loving kiſs. 
Prin. Come, to our pavilion: Boyet is diſpos'd— 
Boyet. But to ſpeak that in words, which his eye 

hath diſclos d; 
I only have made a mouth of his eye, | 
By adding a tongue which I know will not lye. 
Roſ. Thou art an old love-monger, and ſpeakeſ 
| {kilfully. 
Mar. He is Cupid's grandfacher; and learns: news of 
him. 


Ref. Then was Venus like her morher, for her fa - 


ther is but grim. 
Boyet. Do you hear, my mad wenchond. 
Alar. No, 
i What then, do 2 font. 


His tongue all be fo | M 7 9 pe * loling. Per- 


ea and not fee.) That is, af we may better read, to feed 


bis tongue being impatiently de frrous 22 Fx. 


to o fee as well as s ſpeaks 


— ——— 
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Neo. Ay, our way to be gone. 
Beyet. You are too hard for me“. 
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ACT m. SG NE L 


"T0 Park; near the Palace, 


Enter Armado and Moth 1. 


AR MA Do. 


hearing. 
Moth. Concolinel 


| _* 


LT ARB LE; child; make paſſionate my ſenſe of 


[ Singing. : 


Arm. Sweet Air Go, tenderneſs of years; take 
this key, give inlargement to the ſwain ; bring him 


love. 


9 Boyet. You are too hard for 
ne.] Here, in all the Books, the 
zd Act is made to end: but in 
my Opinion very miſtakenly. I 
have ventur'd to vary the Regu- 


lation of the four laſt Acts from 


the printed Copies, for theſe 


Reaſons, Hitherto, the zd Act 


has been of the Extent of 7 
Pages; the third but of 5; and 
the 5th of no leſs than 29. And 


this Diſproportion of Length 


has crouded too many Incidents 
into ſome Acts, and lett the others 
uite barren, I have now re- 
uced them into a much better 
Equality; and diſtributed the 
Buſineſs likewiſe (ſuch as it is) 
into a more uniform Caſt, 


"$7 


r 


feſtinately hither : I muſt imploy him in a letter to my 


Mr. Theobaldhas reaſon enou h 


to propoſe this alteration, but 
ſnould not have made it in his 
book without better authority er 
more need. I have therefore 
preſerved his obſervation, but 

continued the former diviſion. 
Enter Armado and Moth.] 
In the folios the direction is, en- 
ter Braggart and Moth, and at 
the beginning of every ſpeech of 
Armada ſtands Brag. both in this 
and the foregoing ſcene between 
him and his boy. The other 
perſonages of this play are like- 
wiſe noted by their characters 
as often as by their names. All 
this confuſion has been well re- 
gulated by the later Editors. | 
Here is apparently a ſong loſt, 
EZ 4. - a{ 
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Mot h. Maſter, will you win your love with a French 
brawl? Ee 2 Lil OE „ 
Arm. How mean'ſt thou, brawling in French? 
Moth. No, my compleat maſter ; but to jig off a 
tune at the tongue's end, canary to it with your feet, 
humour it with turning up your eyelids ; ſigh a note 
and ſing a note; ſometimes through the throat, as if 
you ſwallow'd love with ſinging love; ſometimes 
through the noſe, as if you ſnufft up love by ſmelling 
love; with your hat penthouſe-like, o'er the ſhop of 
your eyes; with your arms croſt on your thin-belly 
| ddoqublet, like a rabbit on a ſpit; or your hands in your 
5 pocket, like a man after the old painting; and keep 
not too long in one tune, but a ſhip and away: theſe 
are compliments *, theſe are humours; theſe betray 
| nice wenches that would be betray'd without theſe, and 
4 make the men of note *: do you note men, that are 
1 moſt affected to theſe? Pp 
| Arm. How haſt thou purchas'd this experience? 
Is Mot h. By my pen of obſervation. | 
Arm. But O, but O 


_— — —— — 
— 


Mot h. The hobby-horſe is forgot » 


— 


only inveigle to young Girl 
but make the Men taken notice 
of too, who affect them. 

| |  THEOBALD. 


Canary was the name of a 
ſpritely nimble dance. TnREOB. 
Dr. Varburton has here 

changed compliments to compliſb- 
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ments for accompliſhments, but un- 
neceſfarily. 5 
The former Editors: 
theſe betray nice Wench- 
es, that would be betray'd with- 


out theſe, and make them Men of 
Note.] But who will ever be- 
lieve, that the odd Attitudes and 
Affectations of Lovers, by which 


they betray young MWenches, 
ſhould have power to make thoſe 
young Wenches Men of Note? 
His Meaning 1s, that they not 


and dancin 


 Precifians multiplied, theſe latter 


+ Arm. But O, but O — 
Moth. 7% Hobby- horſe 15 Hör- 


got.] In the celebration of May- 


day, beſides the ſports now uſed 
of hanging a pole with garlands, 
round it, formerly 
a boy. was dreſt up repreſenting 
Maid Marian; another, like a 
Fryar; and another rode on a 
Hobby- horſe, with bells jingling, 
and painted ſtreamers. After 
the r2/2rmation took place, and 


* 


rites 


Lr we enter 
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will prove. 
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Arm. Callft thou my love hobby- horſe? ; 
Moth. No, maſter; the hobby-horſe is but a colt *. 
and you love, perhaps, a es. but 1 8 you for- 
got your love? 

Arm. Almoſt J had. 

Moth. Negligent ſtudent, learn his 5 heart. 

Arm. By heart, and in heart, boy. | 

Moth. And out of heart, maſter : all thoſe three 1 
Arm. What wilt thou prove? N 

Moth. A man, if I live: And this by, in, and out 
of, upon the inſtant: by heart you love her, becauſe 
your heart cannot come by her: in heart you love her, 
becauſe your heart is in love with her; and out of heart 
you love her, being out of heart that you cannot * 
her. | 

Arm. T am all theſe three. X | 
Moth. And three times as much more; and Fer no- 
thing at all. 
Arm. Fetch hither he 90 he Ka? catry me a letter. 
Moth. A meſſage well {ympathis d; a horſe to be 
embaſſador for an aſs. 

Arm. Ha, ha; what ſay'ſt thou? 
Math. Marry, Sir, you — ſend the ak upon he | 

horſe, for he is very flow-gated:: but I go. | 

Arm. The way is but ſhort; away. : 
Moth. As ſwift as lead, Gan, N N 
Arm. Thy meaning, pretty ingenious? N 
Is not N a metal heavy, dull and flow? mo 3 


* . 


rites were look'd oe to ſavour 
of paganiſm; and then maid Ma- 
rian, the 3 and the poor 
Hobby horſe, were turn'd out of 
roy games. Some who were e. 
wiſely preciſe, but regre 
the A the Hobby- borſe, no 
| 3 ſatiriz d this ſuſpicion of 
| and arehly wrote the 
ie above alluded to. Now 


* hearing e i 


diculouſly, and cry out, But i ö 

but ob !-— hamourouſly pieces 

out his exclamation with the {e- 
quel of this Epitaph. 

'Fu8QBALD. 

| ® Colt is à hot mad-lnained 

unbroken young fellow, or ſome- 


times an old: fellow wee 


defures, 
Moth. 
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the rhyme as the ſenſe, 
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Moth. Minime, honeſt maſter : or rather, maſter, no. 
Arm. I ſay, lead is ſlow. 


Moth. You are too ſwift, Sir, to ſay ſo *. 


Is that lead flow, Sir, which is fir'd from a gun! 2 


Arm. Sweet ſmoak of rhetorick ! 


I ſhoot thee ar the ſwain. 


He repntes me a cannon ; and the buller, that's he: 


: | 


Moth. Thump then, and I fly. [Exit 


Arm. A moſt acute Juvenile, voluble and free of | 


grace ; 


84 herald is wurd. 


e N ER It. 


I By thy favour, ſweet welkin, I muſt Pg in thy face. | 
Moſt rude melancholy, valour gives thee place. | 


Re-enter Moth and Coltard. 
Meth. A wonder, maſter, here? 8 a Coſtard broken 


in a ſhin. 


Arm, Some enigma, ſome riddle come chy Fen- 


0 — begin. 


Cot. No egma, no riddle, no Penvoy ; no falve in | 
the male, Sir. O Sir, plantan, a plain plantan ; no 
Penvoy,n no n or ſalve, Sir, but plantan. 


3 You are too foi N, Sir, to lay 
%.] How is he t60 ſwift for 


ſay ing that lead is ſlow ? I fancy 


we ſhould read, as well to ſupply 


You are too feoift, Sir, to ſay fo, 
ſo ſoon 


I that head ſloau, Si ir, which 
7s fd from a gun ? : 
: 36 By thy favour, ſrueet le! 


Welkin is the ſky, to which Ar- 
mado, with the ſe dignity of 
2 Spaniard, makes an apology 

for rng in its ace. | 


7 No fakve in the male, Sir. J 
The old folio reads, no ſalve in 
thee male, Sir, which in another 


folio, is no ſalve in the mali, 


Sir. What it can mean is not 


eaſily diſcovered; if mail for a 


packet or bag was a word then in 
uſe, no ſalve in the mail may 
mean no ſalve in the mounte- 


bank's budget. Or ſhall we read, 
no egma, no riddle, no Penvoy—in 
the vale, Sir—O, Sir, plantain. 


The matter is not great, but one 
would with for ſome meaning or 


other, | 
Arm. 


wont 4 IF 
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Arm. By virtue, thou enforceſt laughter; thy filly | 
thought, my ſpleen; the heaving of my lungs pro- 
vokes me to ridiculous ſmiling: O pardon me, my 
ſtars! Doth the inconſiderate take ſalve for envoy, 
and the word Penvoy for a ſalve? 3 

Meth, Doth the wiſe think: them other? is not 

Penvoy a ſalve? 

Arm. No, page, it is an epilogue or diſcourſe, to 
make plain 

Some obſcure precedence that hath tofore been 7 

I will example it. Now will I begin your moral, and 

do you follow with my Penvoy. 

The fox, the ape, and the humble bee, 

Were ſtill at odds, being but three. 

There's the moral, now the Penvoy. | 
Meth. I will add the Penvoy; ſay the moral again. 
Arm. The fox, the ape, and the e 

Were ſtill at odds, being but three. 

Meth. Until the gooſe came out of door, 
And ſtay'd the odds by adding four. 
A good r ending in the gooſe; would you deſre : 
more: 
Cuſt. The boy hath fold him a bargain; ; 2 goole, 
that's flat; | 

Fir, your penny-worth i is good, an' your gooſe be fat. 

To ſell a bargain well is as cunning as faſt and looſe. 

Let me ſee a fat Penvoy; that's a fat gooſe. 

Arm. Come hither, come hither ; 

How did this argument begin? 
Moth. By ſaying, that a Cœſtard was broken in a ſkin. 

Then call'd you for a Penvoy. 
Cot. True, and I for a plantan; 

Thus came the argument in 

Then the boy's fat Penvoy, the gooſe that you a bought _ 

And he ended the marker. 
Arm. But tell me; how was there a * Coftard | 
broken in a ſhin ? 


Caſtard is the name of a pris of apple. 


Moth. 
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1 vill ſpeak that Penvoy. 


 Pemvoy, ſome gooſe in this. 


reſtrained, captivated, bound. 


and, in lieu thereof, impoſe on thee nothing but this; 


' dants. Mot h, follow. 


—— 
— — 


in French, ſignifies a great man's given it, but #zcony = never heard 


loan in the north ſignifies, fine, for whatever reaſon, apparently 
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144 LOVE LABOUR's LOST. 
Meth. I will tell you ſenſibly. 
Cot. Thou haſt no feeling of 1 it, Moth. 


C ard running out, that was fafely within, 
Fell over the threſhold, and broke my ſhin. 
Arm. We will talk no more of this matter. 
Coft. Till there be more matter in the ſhin. 
Arm. Sirrah, Coftard, I will infranchiſe thee. 


Cot. O, marry me to one Francis; I ſmell ſome : 


Arm. By my ſweet ſoul, I mean, ſetting hee at 1 ; 
berty ; enfreedoming thy perſon; thou wert immur'd, | 


Ct. True, true, and now you wall be my _—_ ; 
tion, and let me looſe. : 
Arm. I give thee thy liberty, ſet thee from durance, 


bear this ſignificant ro the country-maid Faquenetta; | 
there is remuneration; [ Giving him ſomething. | for the 
beſt ward of mine honours is rewarding my depen- 
| | Exit. | 

Meth. Like the ſequel, Hig 1 Coftard, adieu. 
Exit. 
Of My ſweet ounce of man's fleſh, my in-cony 
Few?! Now will I look to his remuneration. Remu- 
neration! O, thar's the Latin word for three farthings: 
three farthings renuneration. —W hat'sthe price of this 
incle? a penny : No, Il give you a remuneration : 
why, it carries it. — Remuneration ! — why, it is a 


® Like the ſequel, I.] Sequele, Cony has the ſignification here 


train. The joke is that a ſingle nor read elſewhere. I know not 
Page was all his train. Whether it be right, however 
WarpuRTON. ſpecious, to change Jeu to jew, 

9 M in-cony ja. |] Incony or Few, in our author's time, was, 


delicate—as a kozy thing, a fine a word. of endearment 80 in 

thing. It is plain therefore, we Midſummer Night's Dream, 

ſhould 5 3 JEWEL. | Moſt tender Fuvenile, and tht 
tom ncoed maoſt lovely Jew. 


fairer 


OS 8D Woe 
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fairer name than, a French crown”, I will never buy 
and ſell out of this word. | 


"SCENE OB 
Enter Biron. 


Biron. O niy good knave Ceſtard, exceedingly well 
met. i | | | 
Cot. Pray you, Sir, how much carnation ribbon 
may a man buy for a remuneration ? 

Biron. What is a remuneration? _ 
Cot. Marry, Sir, halt-penny farting... 
Biron. O why then three farthings worth of ſilk. 
Coſt. I thank your worſhip. God be with you. 
Biren. O ſtay, ſlave, I muſt employ thee: _ 
As thou wilt win my favour, my good knave, 
Do one thing for me that I ſhall intreat. 
Cot. When would you have it done, Sir? 
Biron. O, this afternoon. = 
Coſt. Well, I will do it, Sir. Fare you well. 
Biron. O, thou knoweſt not what it is. | 
Coſt. J ſhall know, Sir, when I have done it. 
Biron. Why, villain, thou muſt know firſt. 
Cat. 1 will come to your worſhip to-morrow morn- 
ing 5 „ | 
Biron. It muſt be done this afternoon. 
Hark, ſlave, it is but this: | 
The Princeſs comes to hunt here in the park: 
And in her train there is a gentle lady; 
When tongues ſpeak ſweetly, then they name her name, 


No, ll give you @ remune- any regard to common ſenſe, or 
ration: Why? It carries its re- meaning. The reform, that I 
muneration. Why? Ii is a fairer have made, ſlight as it is, makes 
name than a French crown.] it both intelligible and humour- 
Thus this paſſage bas hitherto ous. THEOBALD. 

writ, and pointed, without SES, ö 5 


vol. II. 1 And 
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And Roſaline they call her; aſk for her, 


And to her ſweet hand ſee chou do commend 
This ſeal'd-up counſel. There's thy guerdon; go. 


Co 4 Guerdon,- 


[gives him a Billing, 


0 ſweet guerdon! better than 


remuneration, eleven pence farthing better: molt ſweer 
guerdon! I will do i it, Sir, in print. Guerdon, remn- 


neration. 


Biron. O! and T, forſooth, in love! 


t. 


I, that have been love's whip; 


A very beadle to a humourous ſigh : 


A critic; nay, a night-watch en NE, 


A domineering pedant o'er the boy, 
Than whom no mortal more magnificent. 


2 This Sener Na s grant- 
debanf Dan Cupid.] It was 
ſome time ago ingeniouſly hint- 
ed to me, (and I readily came in- 
to the Opinion ;) that as there 
was a Contraſt of Terms in giant- 
dwarf, 10, probably, there thould 
be in the Word immediately pre- 
ceding them; and therefore that 
we ſhould reltore, 


T his Senior Junior, pow - dwarf, 
Dan Cupid. 


2. e. this old young Man. And 
there 1s, indeed, afterwards in 
this play, a Deſcription of Cupid, 
which ſorts very aptly with ſuch 
an Emendation. 


That was the way to make his 
Godhead wax, 
For he hath been tive thouſand 


years a Boy. 


The Conjecture is exquiſitely 


well imagined, and ought by all 
means to be embrac'd, unleſs 


there 1 is reaſon to think, that, in 


This whimpled, whining, purblind, wayward boy, 
This 11 Funio's ern: Dan Cupid, 


Regent 


the former Reading, there is an 
Alluſion to ſome Tale, or Cha- 
rater in an old Play. I have 
not, on this Account, ventured | 
to difturb the Text, becauſe | 
there ſeems to me ſome reaſon to 
ſuſpect, that our Author is here 
alluding to Beaumont and Fletch- 
ers Bonduca. In that Tragedy 


there is the Character of one 


Junius, a Roman Captain, Who 


falls in Love to Diſtraction with 


one of Bonduca's Daughters; and 
becomes an artant whining Slave 
to this Peſſion. He is afterwards 


- cured of his Infirmity, and is as 
abſolute a Tyrant againſt the Sex. 

Now, with regard to theſe two 
Extremes, Cupid might very pro- 


bably be ſtiled Junius giant- 


dwarf: a Giant in his Eye, while 


the Dotage was upon him; but 
ſhrunk into a Dwarf, fo ſoon as 
he had got the berter of it. 


'THEOBALD. 


Mr. Upton has made a very in- 
genious 
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Regent of love-rhimes, lord of folded arms, | 
Th' anointed Sovereign of ſighs and groans : 

Leige of all loiterers and malecontents : 

Dread Prince of plackets, King of codpieces : 

Sole Imperator, and great General 

Of trotting * paritors : (O my little heart!) \ 


And 1 to be a corporal of his File ?, 
And wear his colours! like a tumbler's hoop ! 


| 


What? what? I love! I ſue! I ſeek a wife! 
A Woman, that is like a German clock, 

Still a repairing ; ever out of frame, 

And never going aright, being a watch, 
But being watch'd, that it may {till go right: 
Nay, to be perjur'd, which is worſt of all: 
And, among three, to love the worſt of all; 


A whitely wanton with a velvet brow, 


* 


With two pitch balls ſtuck in her face for eyes; 
Ay, and by heav'n, one that will do the deed, 
Tho' Argus were her eunuch and her guard; 


gen ĩous conjecture on this paſ- 
ſage. He reads, This Signior Ju- 
lio's Giant-dwarf. | Shakeſpeare, 
ſays he, intended to compliment 
Julio Romano, who drew Cupid 
in the character of a Giant-dwarf. 
Dr. Marburton thinks, that by 
Junio is meant youth in general. 
* An apparitor, or paritcr, is 
the officer of the biſhop's court 
who carries out citations: as ci- 
tations are moſt frequently iſſued 
for fornication, the paritor is put 
under Cupid's government. 
3 In former Editions, | 
And I to be a Corporal of his 
Field, 
And wear his Colours like a 
Tumbler's hoop! 
A Corporal of a Field is quite a 


new Term: neither did the Tumb- 


lers ever adorn their Hoops with 
Ribbands, that I can learn: 


for 


L 


Thoſe were not carried in Pa- 
rade about with them, as the 
Fencer carries. his Sword ; Nor, 
if they were, is the Similitude 
at all pertinent to the Caſe in 
hand. I read, {he a tumbler 
ſtoop. To foop like a Tumbler 
agrees not only with that Pro- 
feſſion, and the ſervile Conde- 
ſcenſions of a Lover, but with 


what follows in the Context. 


The wiſe Tranſcribers, when once 

the Tumbler appear'd, thought 

his Hoop mult not be far behind. 
WARBURTON. 


The conceit ſeems to be very 


forced and remote, however it 
be underſtood, The notion is 
not that the hoop wears ͤcolours, 
but that the colours are worn as 
a tumbler carries his hoop, hang- 
ing on one ſhoulder and falling 
under the oppoſite arm. 


> hs : And ; 


_— 
p 


10 LOVE LABOURS LOS. 


And I to figh for —— to watch for her! 


Jo pray for her! go to! — It is a plague, 


That Cupid will impoſe for my neglect 
Of his almighty, dreadful, little, Might. 


Well, I will love, write, ſigh, pray, ſue and groan : 


Some men muſt love my lady, and ſome * [Exit K. 


* 
. 2 E 


er w. 8CENE I. 


A Pavilion in the Park near the Palace. 


Enter the Princeſs, Roſaline, Maria, | Catharine, 


Lords, Attendants, and a Foreſter. 
PxINCESS. . 


AS that the King, that ſpurr d his horſe lo 
hard | 


Againſt the ſteep upriſing of the hill! a 
Boyet. I know not ; but, I think, it was not 1 


Prin. Who e'er he was, he ſhew'd a mounting mind. 
Well, lords, to-day we ſhall have our diſpatch ; 
On Saturday we will return to France. 

— Then Foreſter, my friend, where is the buſh, 
That we muſt ftand and play the murderer in! ? 

For. Here by, upon the edge of yonder coppice; 
A ſtand, where you may make the faireſt ſhoot. 

Prin. I thank my beauty, I am fair, that ſhoot : 


And thereupon thou ſpeak'ſt the faireſt ſhoor. 


For. Pardon me, madam : for IJ meant not ſo. 
Prin. What, t firſt praiſe me, then again ſay, 
no? 


O ſhort-liv'd pride! not fair: ? lack for wo: 


For. Yes, madam, fair. 


* To this line Mr. Theobald ſerved, without ſufficient autho- | 
extends his ſecond act, not inju- rity. - 


diciouſſy, dur. as was before ob- = 
| Prin. 
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Fri Nay, never paint me now; 
Where fair is not, praiſe cannot, mend the brow. 
# Here— good wy glaſs—rake this for telling true; 


[Grving him money. 


Fair payment for foul words is more than due. 

For. Nothing but fair is that, which you inherit. 

Prin. See, ſee, my beauty will be ſav'd by merit. 
O hereſy in fair, fit for theſe days! 

A giving hand, though foul, ſhall have fair praiſe. 

But come, the bow; now mercy goes to kill, 

And ſhooting well is then accounted ill. 

Thus will I ſave my credit in the ſhoot, 

Not wounding, Pity would not let me do't : 

If wounding, then it was to ſhew my Skill ; 

That more for praiſe, than purpoſe, meant to kill. 

And, out of queſtion, ſo it is ſometimes; 

Glory grows guilty of deteſted crimes; . 

When for fame's ſake, for praiſe, an outward part 5, 

We bend to that the working of the hearr. | 

As I for praiſe alone now ſeek to ſpill 

The poor deer's blood, that my heart means no i115. 
Boyet. Do not. curſt wives hold that felf- ſove- 


reignty 


Only for praiſe-ſake, when they ſtrive to be 


Lords o'er their Lords? 


Here good my lf] To 
underſtand how the Grincels has 
her gal ſo ready at hand in a 


caſua converſation, it muſt be 


remembered that in thoſe days it 
was the faſhion among the French 
ladies to wear a looking glaſs, As 
Mr. Bayle coarſely repreſents it, 
on their bellies ; that is, to have a 
ſmall mirrour ſet in gold hanging 
at the "wars by which they oc- 
caſionally viewed their faces, or 


adjuſted their hair. - 
| 5 When for fame's ſake, for 


praiſe, an outward part, 


1 


* 


＋ 


Me bend to that the working of 
the heart.] 'The harmony 
of the meaſure, the eaſineſs of 
the expreſſion, and the good 
ſenſe in the thought, all concur 
to recommend theſe two lines to 
the reader's notice. Wars. 
6 __— THAT my heart means 
no ill] We ſhould read, THO? 
my heart: Wars, 
That my — means no ill, is 
the ſame with to whom my heart 


means no ill: the common phraſe 


ſuppreſſes the particle, as I mean 
him * to him] no harm. 


— , ; | Prin. 
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Prin. Only for praiſe; and praiſe we may afford 
To any lady, FAAL lublucs her 300%? | 


E nter Coltard, 


Prib, wes comes a member of the common- 
| wenn”. 
Cot. Good dig-you-den all; pray you, which is the 
head lady? 
Prin. Thou ſhalt know her, fellow: by the reſt that 
have no heads. | 
Cot. Which is the greateſt lady, the higheſt ? 
Prin. The thickeſt and the talleſt. 
- Oofte The thickeſt and the tallels: it is ſo, truth i is 
truth. 
An' your waſte, miſtreſs, were as lender as my wit *, 
One of theſe maids girdles for your waſte ſhould be fir 
Are not you the chief woman ? you are the thickeſt 
here. 


Prin. Whar' 8 your will, Sir: ? what's your will? 


member of the common- 


cbealih. ] Here, I believe, is a kind 
of jeſt intended; a member of 
the e ee is put for one 


of the common people, one of the 


meaneſt. 
A YOUR + FR miſtreſs, 


were as ſlender as M* wit,. 


One o theſe maids girdles for 

YOUR ce ſhould be fit.] 
And was not one of her maid's 
girdles fit for her ? It is plain that 
my and your have all the way 
changed places, by tome: acci- 
dent or other; and that the lines 
ſhould be read thus, 


An M waſte, miſtreſs, WAS 
as flender as YOUR wit, 


One of theſe maids girdles for.” 


- MY waſte ſoould ws Nite 


The linesare humourous enough, 
both as reflecting on his own 
groſs 8 and her ſlender wit. 
WARBURTON. 
This conjecture is ingenious | 
enough, but not well conſidered. 
It is plain that the Ladies girdles 
would not fit the princeſs. For 
when ſhe has referred the clown 
to the thicket and the talleſt, he 
turns immediately to her with the 
blunt apology, truth. is truth; 
and again tells her, you are the 
thickeſt here. If any alteration 
is to be made, I ſhould propoſe, 
| An your waiſt, miſtreſs, were 
 - as ſiender as your wit. | 
This would point the reply, ; but 


perhaps he mentions the ſlender- 


neſs of his own wit to excuſe his 


Coſt. 


8 bluntneſs. 
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Coſt. J have a letter from Monſieur Bron, to one 
lady Roſaline. 
Prin. O thy letter, thy letter: he's a good friend 
J 
Stand aſide, good bearer. . you can carve; 
Break up this capon 9, 
Boyet. I am bound to ſerve. 
This letter is miſtook, it importeth none here; ; 
It is writ to Jaquenetta. 
Prin. We will read it, I ſwear. 
Break the neck of the wax *, and every one give ear. 


_ Boyet reads. 


Y heaven, that thou art fair, is moſt infallible ; 
true, that thou art beauteous ; truth it ſelf, that 

thou art lovely. More fairer than fair, beautiful than 
beauteous, truer than truth itſelf, have commiſeration 
| on thy heroical vaſſal. The magnanimous and moſt il. 
 luſtrate Ring Cophetua * ſet eye upon the pernicious and 
indubitate beggar Zenelophon; and he it was that might 
rightly ſay, veni, vidi, vici; which to anatomize in 


the vulgar (O baſe and obſcure vulgar /) videlicet, he 


came, ſaw, and overcame ; he came, one; ſaw, two; 


overcame, three. Who Cone the Ning. Why did he | 


9 Boyet, you can carve : | * I owed the Hint of this 


Bread up this Capon.] i. e. 
open this Letter. 

Our poet uſes this metaphor, 
as the French do their Poulet; 
which ſignifies both a young 
. Fowl, . a Love- letter. Pou- 
let, amatoriæ Litteræ, ſays Rich- 
_ elet: and _ from Voiture, 
Repondre au plus obligeant Poulet 
du Monde; 
obliging "Letter 5 the World. 
The 7alians uſe the ſame manner 
of Expreſſion, when they call a 
Ot una Pollicetta amo - 


o reply to the moſt 


L 4 


equivocal uſe of the Word to my 
ingenious friend Mr. Biſhop. THE. 
* Byeak the neck of the auax.] 
Still alluding to the capon. 
T King Cophetua. This ſtory 
is again alluded to in Henry IV. 
Let King Cophetua know the 
rrath thereof. But of this King 
and Beggar the tory then, doubt- 
leſs, well known, is, I am afraid, 
loſt. Zenelophon has nat the ap- 
pearance of a female name, but 
ſince I know not the true name, 
it is idle to gueſs. 


come? 
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come? to fee. Why did he ſee? to overcome. To whom. 
came he? to the beggar. What ſaw he? the beggar. 
Whom overcame he? the beggar. The concluſion is vic. 
tory ; on whoſe fide ? the King's ; the captive iS en- 
rich'd: on whoſe fide ? the beggars. The cataſtrophe 
i a nuptial : on whoſe fide ? the King's? no, on both 
In one, or one in both. I am the Ring (for ſo ſtands 
the compariſon) thou the beggar, for % witneſſeth thy 
lowlineſs. Shall I command thy love? I may. Shall Þ 
enforce thy love? I could. Shall I entreat thy love? I 
will, What ſhalt thou exchange for rags? robes ; for 
titles? titles: for thy ſelf? me. Thus expecting thy 


reply, I prophane my 8 on thy foot, my eyes on thy | | 


picture, and my heart on thy every part. _ 
Thine in the deareſt deſign of induſtry, 


Dor ADRIANO. DE ARMADO. 


' 7 Thus doſt thou hear the Nemean lion roar 

Gainſt thee, thou lamb, that ſtandeſt as his Prey 3 

| Submiſlive fall his princely feet before, 

| And he from forage will incline to play. 

But if thou ſtrive (poor ſoul) what art thou then! 3 

Food for his rage, repaſture for his den. | 

Prin. What plume of fearhers 1 i8 he, that indited 

this Neher! 4 | 

"What vane ? what weathercock ? did you ever hear 
better? 


Beyet. J am much deceived, but I remember the : 


ſtile. 


Prin. Elſe your memory is bad, going o'er it ere 
while “. | 


Ol Thu aft thou hear, c.] — tre while.) Juſt now; 
Theſe fix lines appear to be a a little while ago. So Ralei | 
quotation from ſome ridiculous Here lies Hobbinol or Jeepie 
poem of * time. | while e'er. 

ne R TON. | 


; 1 | 
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Boyet. This Armado is a Spaniard that keeps here 
ä | 
A phanraſme, a monarcho *, and one that makes {port 
To the Prince, and his book-mates. 
Prin. Thou, fellow, a word ; 
Who gave thee this letter? 
- Cot. I told you; my lord. 
| Prin. To whom ſhouldſt thou give it? 
| C. From my lord to my lady. 
Prin. From which lord to which lady? 
Coſt. From my lord Biron, a good maſter of mine, 
To a lady of France, that he call'd Roſaline. 
Prin. Thou haſt miſtaken this letter, Come, lords, 
away *, 
Heres ſweet, put up chis; ; *twill be thine another day. 
[Exit Princeſs attended. 
Boy et. Who is the ſhooter? who is the ſhooter : Cn 
Ri Shall I reach you to know ? 
Boyet. Ay, my continent of beauty. 
Ro. Why, ſhe that bears the bow. Finely put off. 
Boyet. My lady goes to kill horns: but if thou 
mäarry, 
Hang me by the neck, if horns that year miſcarry. 
Finely put 0h.—— _ 
Roſ. Well then, I am the ſhooter, 
Boyet. And who is your Deer ? 
Ref. If we chuſe by horns, yourſelf; come not near. 
Finely put on indeed. —— 
Mar, You will wrangle with her, Boyet, and ſhe 
ſtrikes at the brow. | 
Boyet. But, ſhe ef is hit lower. Have [ hit her 
now ! 
Roſ. Shall I come upon thee with an old ſaying, - 
that was a man when King Pippin of France was a lit- | 
tle boy, as rouching the hit it? | 


5 —— @ monarcho,)] Sir T. Perhaps the Princeſs faid rather 
Hanmer reads, a mammuccio. Came, ladies, away,—The reſt of 
6 — Come, lords, away.) the ras deſerves no care. 


4 „NV . | Boyete 
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Boyet. So I may anſwer thee with one as old, that 
was a woman when Queen <Lunover of Britain was a 
little wench, as touching the hit it. 

Roſ. Thou can ſt not hit it, hit it, hit it. [CSinging. 
Thou can'ſt not hit it, my good man. 
Boyet. An' I cannot, cannot, cannot; 

An I cannot, another can. 5 [Exit Roſ. 

Coſt. = my troth, moſt pleaſant; how both did | 
t it. 

Mar. A mark marvellous well ſhot; for they both 

did hit it. 

Bay et. A mark? O, ack but that mark! a mark, 
ſays my lady; 
Let the mark have a prick in't; to meet at, if it may 


Mo 
Mar. Wide o 'th'bow-hand|; : faith, Four hand is 
. 
Coſt. Indeed, a "muſt ſhoot nearer, or he'll ne'er hir 
the clout. ; 
Pope. An' if my hand be out, then, belike, your 'Þ 
hand is in. 4 
Coſt. Then will ſhe get the upſhot by cleaving the 
pin. E 
Mar. Come, come, you talk greallly'; your lips 
grow foul. 


Co. She's too hard for you at pricks, Sir, challenge 
her to bowl. 
Boyet. I fear too much rubbing; good night my 
| = owl. c [Exeunt all but Coſtard. 
Cot. By my ſoul, a ſwain; a moſt ſimple clown! 
Lord, Lord! how the ladies and T have put him down ! 
O' my troth, moſt ſweet jeſts, moſt incony vulgar wit, 
When it comes ſo ſmoothly oft, ſo obſcenely; A it 
were, ſo fit. 
Armado o th' one ſide — O, a moſt dainty man; 
To ſeek him walk before a lady, and to bear her fan. 
To ſee him kiſs his hand, and how moſt ſweetly he 
will ſwear: 


And 


And his Page o' rother fide, 


LOVEs LABOURs LOST. 155 


that handful of Wit; 


Ah, heaven's! it is a moſt pathetical Nit. 


SCENE II. 


; [Exit Coſtard. | 
 [Shouting within, 


' Enter Dull, Holofernes, - and Sir Nathanael. 


teſtimony of a good Conſcience. 


ſ 


Hol. The deer was (as you know) ſangurs, in blood; 


ripe as a pomwater, who now hangeth like a jewel in 


- 7 Enter = Holofernes,] There 
is very little perſonal reflexion in 
Shakeſpeare. Either the virtue 
of thoſe times, or the candour 
of our author, has ſo effected, 
that his ſatire is, for the moſt 
part, general, and as himſelf ſays, 
—— his taxing like a wild 

gooſe ies, | 

Unclaimd of any man. 
The place before us ſeems to be 
an exception. For by Holgfernes 

is deſigned a particular character, 
a pedant and ſchoo)maſter of our 
author's time, one John Florio, 
a teacher of the {alian tongue 
in London, who has given us a 
{mall dictionary of that language 
under the title of 4 wo:/d of 
words, Which in his Epiſtle De- 
dicatory he tells us, 7s little 
leſs value than Stephens's trea- 
ſure of the Greek tongue, the moſt 
compleat work that was ever yet 
compiled of its kind, In his 
preface, he calls thoſe who had 
criticized his works Sea dogs or 
Land-critics ; Monſters of men, if 


not beaſts rather than men; whoſe 
teeth are canibals, their toongs ad- 


dars-forks, their lips aſprs poiſon, 
their eyes boſiliſkes, their breath 


the 


the breath of a grave, their awords 


like fewordes of Turks that ſtrive © 


ewhich ſhall dive decpeſt into a Chri- 
ſtian lying bound before them. 
Well therefore might the mild 
Nathanael defire Holofernes to ab- 


rogate ſcurrility. His profeſſion 
too is the reaſon that Holgfernes 


deals fo much in 1ta/zan ſentences. 


There is an edition of Lowe's La- 


bour's loft, printed 1598, and 
ſaid to be preſented before her 
Highneſs this Iaft Chriſtmas 1597. 
The next year 1598, comes out 
our John Florio with his World 
of Words, recentibus odiis ; and 
in the preface, quoted above, 
falls upon .the comic poet for 
bringing him on the ſtage. There 
7s another fort of leering curs, that 
rather ſnarle than bite,, whereof I 
could inſtance in one, who light- 


ing on a good ſonnet of a gentle- 


man's, a friend of mine, that lowed 


better to be a poet than to be count- 


ed jo, called the author a Rymer. 
et Ariſtophanes and hes come- 
dians make plates, and ſcowre their 
mouths on Socrates z thoſe very 


mouths they make to vilife all 


be the means to amplifie his wirthe, 
&c. Here SHaleſpeare is fo plain- 


17 


N 
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the ear of Cale, the ſky, the welkin, the heav'n; and 
anon falleth like a crab on the face of Terra, the ſoil, 
the land, the earth. ; 5 . 
Nath, Truly, maſter Holofernes, the epithets are | 
ſweetly varied, like a ſcholar at the leaſt ; but, Sir, I 


affure ye, it was a buck of the firſt head. 
Hol. Sir Nathanael, haud credo. 5 
Dull. ”Fwas not a haud credo, twas a pricket. 
Hal. Moſt barbarous intimation ; yet a kind of in- 
ſinuation, as it were ix via, in way of explication; | 


ly marked out as not to be miſ- 
taken. As to the ſonnet of The 
Gentleman his friend, we may be 
aſtured it was no other than his 
own. Ard without doubt was 


Farocicd in the very ſonnet be- 


ginning with The praiſeſul Prin- 
ci, &c in which our author 
makes Helophernes lay, He will 
fomething alfect the letter; for it 
argues facility. And how much 
John Florio thought this a edta- 


tion argued facility, or quickneſs 


of wit, we fee in this preface 


- where be falls upon his enemy, 


H. S. His name is H. S. Do 
not tale it fir the Roman H. S. 
unleſs it be as H. S. i, tavice as 
auch and an half, as half an AS. 
With a great deal more to the 
ſame purpoſe; concluding his 
preface in theſe words, The reſo- 


{ute John Florio, From the fe- 


rocity of this man's temper it 
was,. that Shakeſpeare choſe for 
him the name which Rablais gives 
to his Pedant of Thubal Holo- 
Ferne. WaRBURTON, 

I am not of the learned com- 
mentator's opinion, that the ſa- 
tire of Shakeffeare is fo ſeldom 
' perſona). It is of the nature of 


perſonal invectives to be ſoon un 


intelligible; and the author that 


day. 


gratifies private malice, animam 
in oulnere ponit, deſtroys the fu- 


ture efficacy of his own writings, 


and ſacrifices the eſteem of ſuc- 
ceeding times to the laugliter of a 
It is no wonder, therefore, 
that the ſarcaſws which, perhaps, 
in the author's time, et the 
layhouſe 7z @ roar, are now 
oft among general reflections. 
Yet whether the character of Ho- 


Lgfernes was pointed at any parti- 


cular man, ] am, notwithſtand- 
ing the plauſibility of Dr. Var 
burtoa's conjecture, inclined to 
doubt. Every man adheresas long 
as he car to his own pre concep- 
tions. Before I read this note I 


- conſidered the character of Ho- 


lefernes as borrowed from the 
Rhombas of Sir Philip Sidney, who, 
in a kind of paſtoral entertain- 
ment exhibited to Queen E/za- 
beth, has introduced a ſchoolma. 

ſter ſo called, ſpeaking a Ja 
of languages at once, and puzzling 
himſelf and his auditors with a 
jargon like that of Holofernes in. 


the preſent play. Sidney himſelf 
might bring the character from 


Italy; for, as Peacham obſerves, 
the Schoolmaſter has long been 
one of the ridiculous perſonages 
in the farces of that country. 
Facere, 


iP 


O VES LABOUR LOST. 157 


facere, as it were, replication ; or rather, o/entare, to 
ſhow, as it were, his inclination ; afrer his undreſſed, 
unpoliſhed, uneducated, unpruned, untrained, or ra- 
ther unlettered, or rathereſt unconfirmed faſhion, to 
inſert again my Haud credo for a deer. 

Dull. J ſaid, the deer was not a haud credo; "Twas 


a pricket. 
Hol. Twice ſod 0 bis coctus; 0 thou mon- 


ſter ignorance, how deformed doſt thou look? 


Nath. Sir, he hath never fed on the dainties that 
are bred in a book. He hath not eat paper, as it were; 
he hath not drunk ink. His intellect is not repleniſhed. 


| He is only an animal, only ſenſible in rhe duller parts; 


3 And ſuch barren plants are fer before us, that we 


| thankful ſhould be, 
Which we taſte and feeling are for thoſe parts that do 


Fructify in us, more than He. 


8 — „ ſuch barren plants are 


fet before us, that. we e , 


ſhould be; which abe taſte, and 

feeling are for theje parts that do 
Fuctiſy in us more than he.] The 
Words have been ridiculouſly, 
and ſtupidly, tranſpos'd and cor- 
rupted. i read, we thankful 
ſhould be for thoſe parts (which 
abe taſle and feed ingradare) that 


4% frudtify, &c. The emendation 


I have offer'd, I hope, reſtores the 
author: At leaſt, it gives him ſenſe 
and grammar: and anſwers ex- 
tremely well to his metaphors 
taken from planting. Ingradare, 
with the Vat jans, ſignifies, to rife 
higher and higher; andare di gra 


do in grado, to make a progreſ 


ſion; and ſo at length come to 

fri, as the poet expreſſes it. 

| WARBURTON. 
Sir T. Haumer reads thus, 

And fuch barren plants are ſet be- 
. fore us, aha! awe thankful Pn 


oy 


by the diction of Sir Nathanael. 


For thoſe farts FR D380 ae 15 
_ feel do fructiſy in us more 
n he. 


And M r. Edzvards, in his animad- 


verſions oa Dr. Varburnton 's notes, 


applauds the emendation. [think 
both the editors miſtaken, ex- 
cept that Sir J. Hamer found 
the metre though he miſſed the 
ſenſe. Iread, with a flight change, 
And 7 10 5 plants are Je t be- 
Fore us, that aue than Hl. me a 
be ; 
When we raſh 3 feeling are 
for theſe parts that do fructig 
in us more than 


That is, feech barren n plantt are 


exhibited 1n the creation, to make 


us thankful when ave have more 


taſte and feeling than he, of thoſe 
parts or qualities ao pro- 


duce fruit in xs, and preſerve us 
from being likewiſe barren plants. 


Such is the ſeuſe, juſt in itielt 


and pious, but a little clouded 


For 


„ 
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For as it would ill become me to be vain, indiſcreet, | 
or a fool ; 


So were there a patch * ſet on learning, to ſee him in 


a ſchool. 
But onme bene, ſay I; being of an old father's mind, 


Many can brook the weather, that love not the wind. 


Dull. You two are book-n -men; can you tell by your 
Wit, 


| What was a month old at Cain s birth, that's not ie 


weeks old as yet? 


Hel. Dictynna, good-man Dull ; Diftynna, . 
man Dull. 


Dull. What is Didynna ? 
Nath. A title to Phebe, to Luna, to the Moon. 


Hol. The moon was a month old, when Adam Was g 
no more: 


And raught not to fire w ecks, when he came to five- 


- ſcore. 


” Th' alluſion holds in the exchange®?. 


Dull. Tis true, indeed; the colluſion Bölds in the 


exchange. 


Hol. God comfort thy capacity! I ſay, the alluſion 


Holds i in the exchange. 


Dull. And I fay, the pollution holds in the ex- 
change; for the moon is never but a month old; and 


1 ſay beſide, that *twas a pricket that the Princeſs kilPd. 


Hol. Sir Nathanael, will you hear an extemporal 
epitaph on the death of the deer? and to humour the 
ignorant, I have call'd the deer the Princeſs kill'd, a 
pricket. 


Nath. Perge, good maſter Halofernes, Penge; ſo it 


ſhall picaſe you to abrogate ſcurrility. 


* The meaning is, to be in a chaiige. ] i. e. the riddle is as good 
ſchool would as ill become à when I uſe the name of Alam, 
patch, or low fellow, as * as when you uſe the name of 


would become me. Cain. WR BURTON. 
v Th alliſion holds in the Ex · : ns 
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Hol. J will ſomething affect the letter; for it argues 
facility. ED. 1 


The praiſeful Princeſs pierc'd and pricit 
A pretty pleaſing pricket; — | 
Some ſay, a fore; but not a fore, 
= Till now made fore with ſhooting. 
The dogs did yell ; put L to fore, 
Then ſorrel jumpt from thicket ; 
Or pricket ſore, or elſe ſorel, 
The people fall a hooting. 
If fore be ſore, then L to ſore ws | 
Makes ffty fares, o ů fů.tf 88 
Of one fore I an hundred make, 
By adding but one more L. 


Nath, A rare talent! | EN, 
Dull. If a talent be a claw, look how he claws him 
with a talent. 1 5 „ | 
Hol. This is a gift that T have; ſimple! ſimple! a 
fooliſh extravagant ſpirit, full of forms, figures, ſhapes, : 
objects, ideas, apprehenſions, motions, revolutions. - 
Theſe are begot in the ventricle of memory, nouriſh'd: | 
in the womb of pia mater, and deliver'd upon the 
mellowing of occaſion ; but the gift is good in thoſe 
in whom it is acute, and Jam thankful for it. 
Nath. Sir, I praiſe the Lord for you, and ſo may 
my pariſhioners ; for their ſons are well tutor'd by 
you, and their daughters profit very greatly under 
you ; you are a good member of the commonwealth. 
Hol. Mehercle, if their ſons be ingenuous, they ſhall 
want no inſtruction : if their daughters be capable, I 


" Makes fifty fores, O forrel !] the firſt year a Fawn; the ſecond 
We ſhould read, or .ſore/, al- year a Pricket; the third year, a 
luding to L. being the numeral Sorel; the fourth year a Sore 3 
for 50. Concerning the beaſts of the fifth year, a buck of the jirff 
chaje, whereof the Buck, being head, &c. Manhood of the Laws 
wht firſt, is called as folloareth; of the Foreſt, p. 44 Wars, 5 5 
„ will 
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will put it to them. But vr Japit, ui pauca loquitar; 
a foul feminine meuterh us. 


Enter | Jaquenetta, and Coſtard. 


| 


| 


Jag. God give you good morrow, maſter Parſon. 


Hel. Maiter Parſon, guat Perſon. 


And if one 


ſhould be pierc'd, which is the one? 
C:/t. Marry, maſter ſchool-maſter, he that is likef 


to a hogſhead. 


Hol. Of piercing a hogſhead. A good 2 of con- 


cCeit in a turf of earth, fire enough for a flint, pearl 


enough for a ſwine: *Tis pretty, it is well. 
Jag. Good maſter Parſon, be ſo good as read me 


- this letter; it was given me by Co/tard, and ſent me 


from Don Armatho; 1 beſeech you, read it. 
Hol. Fauſte, precor, IA quand pecus omne Sd 


wmbrd As 


2 Nath. F auſte, Erecor, gelida] 


Though all the Editions concur 


to give this Speech to Sir Na- 
thanael, yet, as Dr. Thirlby in- 
geniouſy obſerv'd to me, it is 
erident, it muſt belong to Hcl: 


Fernes. The Curate is employ d 


in reading the Letter to himſell; 

and while he is doing ſo, that 
the Stage may not ſtand ſtill, 

Holoſernes either pulls out a Book, 

or, repeating ſome Verſe by 
heart from Mantuanus, comments 
upon the Character of that Poet. 
Baptiia Stagnolus, (ſurnamed 
Mantuanus, from the Place of 
his Birth) was a Writer of 


Poems, who flouriſh'd towards the 


latter End of the 15th Cen- 
tury. THEOBALD. 


Feufle, precor gelida, &, A 


note of La Monnoye s on theſe ve- 


ry words in Les Contes des Peri- 
ers, New. 42. will explain the 
humour of the quotation, and 
ſhew how well Shakeſpear has 


ſuſtained the character of his pe- 


dant.—1/ defigne le Carne de Bap- 
tifie Mantuan, dont au commence- 
ment du 16 flecle on liſoit publi- 
wement à Paris les Poefees ; ſi cele- 
12 alors, que, comme dit plai- 
ſamment Farnabe, dans ſa preface 
far Martial. Jes Pedans ne fai- 
ſoient nulle diſfculté de preferer a 
Arma virumque cano, de Fauſ- 
te, precor, gelida, c- a. dire, d 
Eneide de Virgile /es Eclogucs 
de Mantuan, le tremiere de eſguel- . 
les commence pan Fauſte precor ge- 
lida. WARBUR ION. 


Ru- 
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Ruminat, and ſo forth. Ah, good old Mantuaii, I 
may ſpeak of thee as the traveller doth of Venice; 
Vinegia, Vinegia! qui non te vedi, ei non te pregia. 
Old Mantuan, old Mantuan! Who underſtandeth thee 
not, loves thee not;—ut re ſol la mi fa. Under par- 
don, Sir, what are the contents? or rather, as Herace | 
ſays in his: What! my ſoul! verſes? 
Nath. Ay, Sir, and very learned. 3 
Hol. Let me hear a ſtaff, a ſtanza, A verſe; Lege, 
| Dane 
Nath. If love make me forſworn, "FAD ſhall J ſwear ö 
_ 10 lower - 
Ah, never faith could hold, if not to beauty vow 'd; 
Tho' to myſelf forſworn, to thee PII faithful prove; 
Thoſe thoughts to me were oaks, to thee like 
oſiers bow'd. 
Study his biaſs leaves, and makes his book thine eyes ; - 
Where all thoſe pleaſures, live, that art would 
comprehend: 
If knowledge be the mark, to 1205 thee mall ſuffice; 
Well learned is that tongue, that well can thee 
commend. . 
All ignorant that Soul, that ſees thee without wonder: 
Which is to me ſome praiſe, that I thy parts ad- 
„ee 
Thy eye Jove s lightning bear, thy voice is dreadful 
thunder; | 
Which, not to anger bent, is muſick, 106 ſweet fire. 
J In old Editions : Venechi, 


non te wedj, ei non te pregia. O 


venache a, qui non te vide, ei non 
te piaech.] And thus Mr. Rowe, 
and Mr. Pope. But that Poets, 
Scholars, and Linguiſts, could 
not reſtore this little Sera of true 
Lualian, is to me unaccountable. 
Our Author is applying the 
Praiſes of Mantuanus to a com- 


mon proverbial Sentence, ſaid of 
Venice. 


Vol. II. 


Vinegia, Vinegia! ui 


Venice, Venice, he, who has re 
ver ſeen thee, has thee not in E- 
ſteem. THEOBALD. | 

The proverb, as I am in- 
formed, is chis; He that ſees Ve- 
nice /ittle, values it much; he that 


ſees it much, values it line. But 


I ſuppoſe Mr. Theobald is right, 


for the true proverb would not 


ſerve the AT $ ** 


M Ce. 
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Celeſtial as thou art, Oh pardon, love, this wrong, 
That ſings the heaven's praiſe with ſuch an earthly 
5 tongue. 1 7 

Hol. You find not the Apo/trophes, and fo miſs the 
accent. Let me ſuperviſe the canzonet. Here are 
only numbers ratify'd * ; but for the elegancy, facility, 
and golden cadence of poelie, caret : 5 Ovidius Naſo 
was the man. And why, indeed, Naſo; but for 
ſmelling out the odoriferous flowers of fancy? the 
jerks of invention? imitari, is nothing: ſo doth the 


4 Nath. Here are only Numbers 
ratified; | Tho' this Speech has 
been all along plac'd to Sir Na- 
thanael, I have ventur'd to join 


it to the preceding Words of 


Holofernes 3 and not without Rea- 
ſon. 


Nathanael, as it appears above, 
thought them learned ones: be- 


ſides, as Dr. Thirlby obſerves, al- 


moſt every Word of this Speech, 
fathers itſelf on the Pedant. So 
much for the Regulation of it-; 
now, a little, to the Contents. 


Aud why indeed Naſo, but for 
ſmelling out the odoriferous Flowers = 
of Fancy! the Ferks of Invention 


imitary is nothing, 

Sagacity with a Vengeance ! 
1 ou be aſham'd to _ my- 
ſelf a Piece of a Scholar, to pre- 
tend to the "Taſk of an Editor, and 
to paſs ſuch Stuff as this upon the 
World for genuine. Who ever 
heard of Invention imitary ? In- 
vention and Imitation have ever 
been accounted two diſtinct 
Things. The Speech is by a 
Pedant, who frequently throws 
in a Word of Latin amongſt his 
Engliſs; and he is here flouriſh- 


= 


The Speaker here is im- 
peaching the Verſes; but Sir 


by his rider. 


hound 


ing upon the Merit of Invention, 


beyond That of Imitation, or 


copying after another. My Cor- 
rection makes the whole ſo plain 
and intelligible, that, I think, 
it carries Conviction along with 
it. THEOBALD. 
5 Ovidius Naſo was the man. 
Our author makes his pedant af- 
fect the being converſant in the 
beſt authors: Contrary to the 


practice of modern wits, who 


repreſent them as deſpiſers of all 


ſuch. But thoſe who know the 


world, know the pedant to be 


the greateſt affeQer of politeneſs. : 


| - WARBURTON. 

6 fo doth the hound his maſler, 
the ape his keeper, the TIR ED 
horfe- his rider.) The pedant 


here, to run down Imitation, 


ſhews that it is a quality within 
the capacity of beaſts : that the 


dog and the ape are taught ro co- 
py tricks by their maſter and 
eceper: and ſo is the i“ horſe 
This laſt is'a won- 
derfal inſtance ; but it happens 
not to be true. T he author muſt 
have wrote — the TRY ED horſe 
his rider: i. e. one, exercis . 


and broke to the manage: for he 


obeys 
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honed his maſter; the ape his keeper, the try d horſe 
his rider: But Damoeſella Virgin, was this n to 

du? 
l Jag. Ay, Sir, from one Monſieur Biron, to one o 5 
the ſtrange Queen's Ladies. 
Hol. I will overglance the ſuperſcript. D the ſnows 


* cohite hand of the moſt beauteous lady Roſaline. I will 
look again on the intellect of the letter, for the. no- 
7 mination of the party writing to the perſon written 
| unto, 


1 Ladyhis S 111 1 all & f d enplyneni, Biron: 


This Biron is one of the voraries with the King ; ; and 
here he hath fram'd a letrer roa ſequent of the ſtranger 
Queen's, which accidentaly, or by the way of pro- 
greſſion, hath miſearry'd. Trip and go, my ſweet ; 
deliver this paper into the hand of the King; it may 
concern much ; ſtay not thy IIs I forgive 


| thy duty : adieu. - 


Jag. Good Coftard, go with me. Sa, God ſave 
your life. 

Cot. Have with thee, my girl. | 
[Exeunt Colt. and Jong 
| Nath. Sir, you have done this in the fear of God, 


5 very. religiouſly : and as a certain father ſaith— 


Hol. Sir, tell not me of the father, I do fear co- 


© tourable colours . But, 10 return to the verſes ; did 
F they pleaſe you, Sir Nathanael? 


Nath. Marvellous well for the pen. 
Hol. I do dine to day at the father's of a certain 


4 bbeys e every ſign, and motion of Nor being d and eutor'd in 


the rein, or of his rider. So in the aworld, 

e Two Gentlemen of Verona, WARBURTON. 
the word is uſed in the fenſe of 7 Colourab/? ethours.] That is, 
trained, exerciſed 3 | ſpecious, or fairſceming * pear- 

Aud hen be cannot be a n ances. FE 
Nun, 


„ 5 
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pupil of mine; where if (being repaſt) it ſhall pleafe 


you to gratifie the table with a grace, I will, on my 


privilege I have with the parents of the aforeſaid child 
or pupil, undertake your ben venuto; where will I 
prove thoſe verſes to be very unlearned, neither ſa- 


vouring of poetry, wit, nor invention. I beſeech 


your ſociety. 


Nath. And thank you t. too: for ſociery (fairh the 


. text) i is the happineſs of life. 


Hal. And, certes, the text moſt infallibly concludes 
it. Sir, 1 do invite you too; [To Dull. ] you ſhall 


not ſay me, nay: Fauca verba. Away, the gentles 


are at their game, and we will to our recreation. 
[Exeunt. 
8 C E. N E IV. 


Enter Biron, with @ paper in his hand, alone. 


Biron. The King is hunting the deer, I am courſing : 
myſelf. They have pitcht a toil, F am toiling in a 
pitch *; pitch, that defiles; defile! a foul word: well, 


fet thee. down, ſorrow; for ſo they ſay the fool ſaid, 
and ſo ſay I, and I the fool. Well prov'd wit. By 
the Lord, this love is as mad as Ajax, it kills ſheep, 
it kills me, I a ſheep. Well prov'd again on my ſide. 


Il will not love; if 1 do, hang me; i'faith, I will not. 


O, but her eye: by this light, but for her eye, I would 


nat love; yes, for her two eyes. Well, 1 do nothing 


in the world but lie, and lie in my throat, By hea- 
ven, I do love; and it hach taught me to rhime, and 
to be melancholy ; and here is part of my rhime; and 
here my melancholy. Well, ſhe hath one o my fon- 
nets already ; the clown bore it; the fool ſent it, and 
the lady hath it: ſweet clown, fweeter fool, ſweeteſt 


lady! by the world, I would not care a pin if the 


other. three were in. Here comes one with a paper; 
God give him grace to groan ! He. faands aſide. 


"Þ * Alluding to lady. Ro/aline's whole whe repreſented as 3 
Enter 


complexion, who is, through the black beauty. 
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| Enter the King. 
King. Ay me 
Biron. [ afide.] Shot, by heav'n proceed, ſweet Cu- 


pid; thou haſt thumpt him with thy bird- bolt under the 


left pap : in faith, ſecrets. — _ 
Kling. [reads.] So Tweet a Kiss the golden ſun gives 
Not 
To thoſe freſh morning Hops upon the roſe, 
As thy eye-beams, when their freſh rays have {mote 
The night of dew, that on my checks down 
flows; | 
Nor ſhines the filver moon one - half ſo . | 
| Through the tranſparent boſom of the deep, 
As doth thy face through tears of mine giye light ; 
Thou fhin'ſt in every tear that I do weep; 
No drop, but-as a coach doth carry thee, 
So rideſt thou triumphing in my woe. 
Do but behold the tears that ſwell in me, 


And they thy glory through my griet will ſhew; 3 


But do not love thyſelf, then thou wilt keep 

My tears for glaſſes, and ſtill make me weep. 

O ö of Queens, how far doſt thou excel! 

No thought can think, no tongue of mortal tell. — 


How ſhall ſhe e my griefs? Pl drop the paper; 
Sweet leaves, ſhade folly. Who is he comes here ? 


[The King ſteps gſide. 


| Enter Longueville, 1 
What! Longueville / and reading !—Liſten, ear. 
Bron. | afs der] Now in thy likeneſs one more fool 
Long. Ay me! I am forſworn. [appears. 
Biron. [ aft de.] Why, he comes in like a "NO 
wearing Papers ?. - 


3 The night of dew, that onmy He comes in like a perjure.] 
heels down flows.) I can- The puniſhment of perjury is to 


not think the night of dea the wear on the breaſt a paper ex- 
| frae reading, but Know not what preſſing the crime, 


to offer, 


NM 3 8 | King. 
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King. [afide.) In love, I hope; ſweet fellowſhip i in 
ſhame. 
Biron. [afide.] One drunkard loves another of the 
name. 
Long. Caſide. ] Am I the firſt that have been perjur'd ſo? 
Bion Laſide.] I could put theę in comfort: : not by 
two that I know; 5 
Thou mak'ſt the triumviry, the free. corner. cap of 
ſociety, 
The ſhape of love's Tyburn, that hangs up ſimplicity. Þ 
Long. I fear, theſe ſtubborn lines lack Power to 
move : 
O ſweet Maria, Em preſs of my love, 
Theſe numbers will I tear, and write in proſe. 
Biron. [af de.] O, rhimes are guards on wanton Cu- 
peo.Qid's hole: 
| Dfigute not his ſlop . 
Lg. The ſame ſhall go. 


* reads the ſonnet. 


Did not the 8 rhetorick of 460 eye 
CGainſi whom the world cannot hold argument ) 
Perſuade my heart to this falſe perjury, 
Vows, for thee broke, deſerve not puniſhment : | 
A woman I forfwore ; but I will prove, 
Thou being a goddeſs, I forſiore not thee. 
My vow was earthy, thou a heav'nly love: 


Thy grace being gain d cures all di iſgrace i in me. 


* Oh, Rhimes are Guards on 
wanton Cupid's Hoſe; © © 
Disfigure not his Shop.] All the 


ferm'd hs Text. Shps are 7 
and wide-kneed Breeches, the 
Garb in Faſhion in our Author's 


Editions happen to concur in this 
Error; but what Agreement in 
Senſe is there betwixt  Cupid's 
Hoſe and his Shop Or, what 
Relation can thoſe two Terms 
have to one another ? Or, what, 
indeed, can be underſtood by 
Cupid's Shop? It muſt undoubt- 
wh ye owned as I have 1 re- 


Days, as we may obſerve from 
old Family Pictures; but they 
are now worn only by Boors and 
Sea faring Men: and we have 


Dealers whoſe ſole Buſineſs it is 
to furniſh the Sailors with Shirts, 
Jackets, &c. who are call'd, 
Shop men; and their Shops, Sgp- 
Shops. © N 


'THEOBALD. 
| Ves | 
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Fotos are but breath, and breath a vapour is; 
Then thou fair fun, which on my earth doth Joe, 
_ Exhal'ſt this vapour-vow : in thee it is; 
If broken then, it is no fault of mine; 
If by me broke, what fool is not 25 wiſe 
To loſe an cam to win a Paradi iſe ? 


Biron. [af de,] This is the liver-vein?, which . 


fleſh a deity ; 


A green gooſe a goddeſs: pure, pure olatoy. « 
God amend us, God amend us, we are much out o th 


Way. 


nter Da: 7 


5 


Long. By whom ſhall I ſend this company:? 


Av. — 


[ epping aſide. 


Biron. [ a/ade.] All hid, all hid, an old infant play; ; 
Like a demy-god, here fit I in the ſky, - ; 
And wretched fools' ſecrets heedfully oer-eye: 


: | More ſacks to the mill! O heav'ns, I have my wiſh; 


Dumain transform'd ; four woodcocks in a dith ? 
Dum. O moſt divine Kate | 


Biron. O moſt prophane coxcomb ! 


[a/ de. 


Dum. By heav'n, the wonder of a wa eye! 
Viren. By earth, ſhe is but corporal*; there you lie. 


2 The liver vein. . The Iiwer 
was anciently ſuppoſed to be the 
ſeat of love | 

3 Old Edition: By Earth, fe 
is not, corporal, there you hes] 
Dumain, one of the Lovers in 
ſpite of his Vow to the contrary, 


thinking himſelf alone here, 
breal:s out into ſhort Soliloquies 
of Admiration on his Miſtreſs; 
and Biron, who ſtands behind as 
an Eves. dropper, takes Pleaſure 
| In contradicting his amorous Rap- 

tures, But Dumain Was a young 


\ 


[ a/zde, 


Lord : He had no Sort of Poſt 
in the Army ; What Wit, or 
Allufion, then, can there be in 
Biron's calling him Corporal? I 
dare warrant, I have reſtor'd the 
Foert's true meaning, which is 
this. Dumain calls his Miftreſs 


divine, and the Wonder of a 


mortal Eye; and Biron in flat 


Terms denies theſe hyperbolical 


Praiſes. I ſcarce need hint, that 
our Poet commonly uſes corporal 
as 1 n ALD. 


M 4 Dum. © 


x68 Le 
Dum. Her amber hairs for foul have amber coted. 
Biron. An amber-colour'd raven was well noted. 


[fe de. 
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Dum. As upright as the cedar. 
Biron. Stoop, I ſay; 


Her ſhoulder is with child. 1 [afide. 
Dum. As fair as day. _ | 
. Biron. Ay, as ſome days 


t Then no ſun muſt 


FIOS - ; (aide. 
Dum. O that I had my wiſh! = 

| Long. And I had mine! | aide. 

King. And I mine too, good Lord! - [afide. 


word? [ afade. 


Dum. I would forget her, but a fever ſhe 

Reipns i in my blood, and will remembred be. | 
Biron. A fever in your blood! why then, inciſion 
Would let her out in ſawcers, ſweet miſpriſion. ide. 
Dum. Once more Pl read the ode, that I have writ. 
Biron. Once more Pll mark, how love can vary Wit. 


Lic ade. 


Dumain reads his ſonnet. 


On a day, C alack, the day!) 
Love, who month is ever "May, 


Spy'd a bloſſom paſſmg fair, 


Playing 1 in the wanton air : 


_ Through the velvet leaves the wind, 


But, alack, my 


All unſeen, gan paſſage find; 
That the lover, 72 - 


c to death, | 
Wift'd himſelf the heaven's breath. 
Air, (quoth he) thy cheeks may blow 
Air, would I 1 triumph fo*! 
and is ſworn, 


Neer to Pluck. thee from thy tern. 


> | 4s . I might er fo.) Perhaps we e may better a, 
| | Vow, | 


Ah! would / mew 8 %%. 


— 


Biron. Amen, ſo J had mine! Is not chat a good) 


FH 
er, 
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Vow, alack, for youth unmeet. 
Youth ſo apt to pluck a — l 

Do nat call it fin in ne, 

That 1 am forfworn for thee cio of 1 

Thou, for whom ev'n Jove would fan, 3 

Juno but an Ethiope were ; 

And deny Hinpelf for Jore, 

5 Turning mortal fog, thy love. BY o 
This will P fend, and ſomething elſe more Plain, | 
That ſhall expreſs my true love's faſting pain *; 
O, would the King, Biron and Longueville, "I 
Were lovers too! III, to example Ill, 1 
Would from my forehead wipe a perjur'd note: 
For none offend, where all alike do dote. 

Long. Dumain, thy love is far from charity, 
That in love's grief deſir'ſt ſociety : [coming forward. 
You may look pale; but I ſhould bluſh, I know, 

To be o'er-heard,- and taken napping ſo. 
King. Come, Sir, you bluſh; as his, your caſe is 
ſuch [coming forward. 
You chide at him, offending twice as much, 
Jou do not love Maria? Longueville 
Did never ſonnet for her ſake compile ; 
Nor never-lay'd his wreathed arms athwart 
= His loving boſom, to keep down his heart: 
have been cloſely ſhrowded in this buth, 
And markt you both, and for you both did bluſh. 
1 heard your guilty rhimes, obſerv'd your faſhion; * 
Saw fighs reek from you, noted well your paſſion. 
Ay me! ſays one; O Fove. the other cries; 
Her hairs were gold, cryſtal the other's eyes. 
You would for Paradiſc break faith and troth; 
= [To Long. 
And Jae, for your love, would infing an oath, 
{7s Dumain. 


5 — my true 3 faſting There is no need of any alte- 
pain ;] I ſhould rather chaſe to ration; faſting is longing, hungry, 


read f2 * ring, rankling. Wakz. wanting. | 
4 What 


170 LOVE's LABOUR: LOST. 

What will Biron ſay, when that he ſhall hear 
A faith infringed, which ſuch zeal did ſwear? 

| How will he ſcorn? how will he ſpend his wit? 

How will he triumph, leap, and laugh at its? 
For all the wealth that ever I did ſee, 

I would not have him know ſo much by me. 

ZBiron. Now ſtep I forth to whip hypocriſie. 
Ah, good my Liege, I pray thee, pardon me. 

[coming forward. 

| Good heart, what grace haſt thou thus to reprove 
Theſe worms for loving, that art maſt in love? 

Your eyes do make no coaches : In your tears, 

There is no certain brinceſs that appears? 

You'll not be perjur'd, tis a hateful thing; 

Tufh ; none but minſtrels like of ſonnetting. 

But are you not aſham'd? nay, are you not 

All three of you, to be thus much oer-ſhot? 

You found his more, the King your mote did ſee : 

But I a beam do find in each of three. 

O, what a ſcene of fool'ry have I ſeen, 

Of ſighs, af groans, of ſorrow, and of teen ? 

O me, with what ſtri& patience have I ſar, 

To fee a king transformed to a Knot”: 

To ſee great Hercules whipping a gig, 

And profound Solomon tuning a jigg! 

And Neſtor play at puſh-pin with the boys, 

And Cynic Timon laugh at idle toys“ | 

Where lyes thy grief? O tell me, good Dumain; 

And gentle Longuemile, where lyes thy pain? 

And where my Liege's? 8: al about the breaſt ? 


LEM Hew avill he triumph, LEay, that can ſait this place. We may 
and laugh at it ?] We ſhould read ./of, The rhymes in this 
certainly read, GEAP, i. e. jeer, play are ſuch as that /at and et 
ridicule, - WAR BURTON. may be well enough admitted, 
wy leap is to exult, to (kip for —— CRITIC Timon—],ought 
It muſt ſtand. evidently to be Y Nic. 


| ” To ſee a 13 wt  _WarBuRTON. 


| e ot has no ſenſe 


| A candle, | 
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A candle; hoa® LE e 
King. Too bitter 1s thy "_ | 5 

Are we betray'd thus to thy over ie wp? 
Biron. Not you by me, but ! Ra oe he wy you, 

J, that am honeſt ; I, that Hold it ſin 

T o break the vow I am engaged in. 

I am betray d by Keeping company | 

With men-like men ?, of ſtrange inconſtanicy. 

When ſhall you ſee me write a thing in chime : > | 

Or groan for Joan? or ſpend Aa minute's time 

In pruning me? when ſhall you hear, that I 

Will praiſe a hand, a foot, a face, an eye, 

A gait, a ſtate, a brow, a breaſt, A waſte, > 

A leg, a. Wal 
King. Soft, wither away fo Faſt: y 

A true man or a thief, that gallopsſo? 
Biron. 1 poſt ran mer. good lover; let me 80. 


Enter jaquenetta and Coſtard, 


Faq. God bleſs the King! 
Hing. What Preſent haſt thou chere! 25 
Coſt. Some certain Treaſon. 

fing. What makes treaſon here? 
Coſt. Nay, it makes nothing, Sir. 

Ring. If it mar nothing neither, 


The treaſon and you go in peace away together. 


Faq. I beſeech your Grace, let this letter be read, 
Our Parſon miſdoubts i it: it was treaſon, he ſaid. 
King, Biron, read it over. [ Ie reads the Etter. 
oY hadſt thou it? | | 5 
MS Coſtard. 
King Where hadſt 1 11 ont: 
Coſt. Of Dun Adramadio, Dun Adramadio.. 


9 With MEN life 11 | inconſlancy.. Ware 
This is a ſtrange ſenſeleſs line, This is well imagined, but 
and ſhould be read thus, perhaps the poet may mean with 

. ith ANR like men, of . men lile common men. 


2 . 


\ * , . 5 a= 


172 LOVE's LABOUR's LOST, 
King. How now, what is in you? why doſt thou 
tear it? 
Biron. A toy, my Liege, a toy: your Grace needs 
not fear it. 
Long. It did move him to paſſion, and therefore 
let's hear it. 
Dum. It is Biron's writing, and here is his name. 
Biron. Ah, you whoreſon loggerhead, you were 


born to do me ſhame. 5 [To Coſtard. 


Guilty, my lord, guilty : I confeſs, I confels. 
King. What! * 
Biron. That you three fools lack d me fool to make 
up the meſs. 
He, he, and you ; and you, my liege, and ! 
Are pick-purſes in love, and we deſerve to die, 
O, diſmiſs this Audience, and I ſhall tell you | more. 
Dum. Now the number is even. 
Biron. True, true; we are four: 
Will theſe turtles be gone? 
Fang. Hence, Sirs, away. 


C05 Wes Walk aſide the true folk, and let he traitors | 


ſtay. . [Exeunt Coltard and Jaquenetta. 
Biron. Sweet lords, ſweet lovers, O, let us embrace: 
| As true we are, as fleſh and blood can be. 
The ſea will ebb and flow, heaven will ſhew his face: * 
Young blood doth not obey an old decree, 
We cannot croſs the cauſe why we were born: 
Therefore of all hands muſt be forſworn. 
King. What, did theſe rent lines ſhew ſome love of 
thine? 4 
Bisbn. Did they, quoth you ? Who ſees the heavenly 
Roſaline. 
That (like a rude and ſavage man of * | 
At the firſt opening of the gorgeous eaſt) 
' Bows not his vaſſal head, and, ſtrucken blind, 
Kiſſes the baſe ground with obedient breaſt ? 


What 
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What peremptory eagle-ſighted eye | 
Dares look upon the heaven of her brow, 
That is not blinded by her Majeſty ? | 
Ning. What zeal, What fury, hath affe 1 thee 
now? 
My love (her miſtreſs) i is a gracious moon; 


dhe (an attending ſtar *) ſcarce ſeen a licht. 


Biron. My eyes are then no eyes, nor I Biron. 
O, but for my love, day would turn to night. 
Of all complexions the cull'd Sovereignty 
Do meet, as at a Fair, in her fair cheek; 
Where ſeveral worthies make one dignity; 
Where nothing wants, that want itſelf doth ſeeks 
Lend me the flouriſh of all gentle tongues ; | 
. Fy, painted rhetorick! O, ſhe needs it not: 
To things ct fale a ſeller's praiſe belongs: 


She palles praiſe ; the n too fare, d 
blot. 


A wither'd hermit, fiveſcore winters ern, 


Might ſhake off fifty, looking in her eye: 


Beauty doth varniſh age, as if new-born, 


And gives the crutch the cradle's infancy; 


O, 'tis the ſun, that maketh all things ſhine, 


King. By heav'n, thy love is black as ebony. 
Biron. Is ebony like her? O wood divine * 
4/6 A = of ſuch v3 were felicity. 


a She an 3 r.] © | What are Je 3 the fun 
thing like this is a ſtanza of Sir all riſe! 
Henry Wotton, of which the po- * I Ebany like ber? O Word 
etical reader will forgive the in- divine /] This is the Read- 


ſertion ing of all the Editions that I have 


Te ftars, the train of 00%" ſeen: but both Dr. T hirlby and 
That poorly ſatisfy our eyes Mn Warburton coneurr'd in read- 
More by your nu er than Jour ing (as I had likewiſe conjec- 

light : | turd) 0 Wood divine! : 
Few common pep of the ie, 2 Tusonarp. 


O, who 
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O, who can give an oath ? where is a book, _ 
That I may ſwear, Beauty doth beauty lack, 
If that ſhe learn not of her eye to look? 

No face is fair, that is not full ſo black? 

King. O paradox, black is the badge of hell 3, 

The hue of dungeons, and the ſcowl of night; 
And beauty's creſt becomes the heavens well 4. | 
Biron. Devils ſooneſt tempt, reſembling ſpirits of 
VOL / el 5 

O, if in black my lady's brow be deckt, 
It mourns, that Painting and uſurping Hair 


Should raviſh doters with a falſe aſpect : 
And therefore is ſhe born to make black fair. 


In former edition: 
The School / Night.) Black, 
being the Schoo/ of Night, 1s 
a Piece of Myſtery above my 
Comprehenſion. I bad gueſs'd, 
it ſhould be, the Stole of Night: 


but I haye preferr'd the Conjec- 


ture of my Friend Mr. Warbur- 
ton, who reads the ſcorul of night, 
as it comes nearer in Pronuncia- 
tion to the corrupted Reading, as 
well as agrees bettter with the 
other Images. TiitoBaLD. 

4 And beauty's CREST becomes 
| the heavens auell.] This is a 
tontention between two lovers 
about the preference of a bl/act 


or white beauty. But, in this 


reading, he who is contending 
tor the 2white, takes for granted 
the thing in difpute; by ſaying, 
that auhzre is the creſt of beauty. 
His adverſary had juſt as much 
reaſon to call 8/ack fo, 
queſtion debated between them 
being which was the creſt of beau- 
ty, black or white. SHaleſpear 
ould never write fo abſurdly: 


or has the Oxford Editer at all 


The 


mended the matter by fübſtitut⸗ 
ing dreſs for creſt, We ſhould 


read, . 
And beauty's CRETE becomes the 
heavens duell. 


1. e. beauty's: white from cret4, 


In this reading the. third line is a 
roper antitheſis to the firſt. I 
tuppoſe the blunder of the tran- 
fcriber * aroſe from hence, the 
French word creſie in that pro- 
nunciation and orthography is 
crete, which he underſtanding, 


and knowing nothing of the o- 


ther ſignification of crete from 
creta, critically altered it to the 
Engliſh way of ſpelling, creſte. 
1 WaR BURTON. 
This emendation cannot be 


received till its author Can. prove 


that crete is an Engliſh word. Be- 


 fides, creff is here properly op- 


po to Badge. Black, ſays the 
ing, is the badge of hell, but 
that which graces the heaven is 


the creft of beauty. -Black darkens 


hell, and is therefore hateful : 


white adorns heaven, and is there- 


fore lovely. 


Her 
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Her Favour turns the faſhion of the days, 

For native blood is counted painting now; 

And therefore red, that would avoid diſpraiſe, 

Paints itſelf black to imitate her brow. 


Dum. 10 look like 1 are chimney-ſweepers 
black. b 


. Long. And ſince her time, are colliers counted 


bright. 
King. And Ethiops of their nose complexion crack; 
Dum. Park needs no candles now, for dark is light. 
Biron. Your miſtreſſes dare never come in rain, 
For fear their colours ſhould be waſh'd away. 
Hing. Twere good, . did: for, Sir, to tell you 
lain, 
ll and a fairer face not waſh'd dex; 

Biron. I'll prove her fair, or talk till dooms-day here. 
King. No devil will fright thee then ſo eee as ſhe. 
Dum. I never knew man hold vile ſtuff fo dear. 
Long. Look, here's thy love; my foot and her face 
ſee. 5 [ ſhowrng his ſhoe. 
| Biron. O O, if the ſtreets were paved with 6 eyes, 
Her feet were much too dainty for ſuch tread. 


Dum. O vile! then as ſhe goes, what upward lies 


The ſtreet ſhould ſee as ſhe walkt over head. 

S: ting. But what of this, are we not all in loye ? 
Biron. Nothing fo ſure, and thereby . all Tor: 

ſworn. 

Ring. Then leave this chat; 3 and, good Biro, now 

prove 

Our loving lawful, and our faith not torn. 

Dum. Ay, marry, there ; — ſome flattery for this 

evil, 

Long. O, ſome Authority how to proceed | 

Some tricks, ſome quillets, how to cheat the devil? þ 
Dum. Some ſalve for perjury. 


55 iron. 
$ fas tricks How quifler,” is the peculiar word applied to 


bow to cheat the devil.] Quillet law-chicane, I imagine the — 
gi 


176 LOVE LABOU R's. 
Biron. O, tis more than need. 5 
Have at you then, Affection's Men at arms 5 


Conſider, what 


LOST. : 


you firſt did fwear unto : 


To faſt, to ſtudy, and to ſee no woman; 

Flat treaſon gainſt the kingly ſtate of youth. 
Say, can you faſt? your ſtomachs are too young t 
And abſtinence ingenders maladies. 

And where that you have vow'd to ſtudy, (Lords) | 
In that each of you hath forfworn his book. 

Can you ſtill dream, and pore, and thereon look ? 
For when would you, my Lord, or you, or Jou, 
Have found the ground of Study” s excellence, 
Without the beauty of a woman's face? | 

* From women's eyes this doctrine I derive; ; 
They are the ground, the: book, the academies, 
From whence doth ſpring the true Promethean fire: 
Why, univerſal plodding priſons By 

The nimble ſpirits in the arteries 7 

As motion and long-during Action tires, 

The ſinewy Vigour of the traveller. 

Now, for not looking on a woman's face, 

You have in Thar forſworn the uſe of eyes; 


And Study too, the cauſer of your vow. 


For where is any author in the world, 


Teaches ſuch beauty as a woman's eye *; 


pinal to be this, in the French 
pleadings, every ſeveral allega- 
tion in the plaintiff's charge, and 
every diſtinct plea in the defen- 


words Qi eff ; — from whence 
was formed the word guillet, to 
ſigniſy a falſe charge or an eva- 
_ Give anſwer. WarBURTON. 
* Aﬀettion's men at arms.] A 
nan at arms, is a ſoldier armed 


at all points both offenſively and 


defenſively. It is no more than, 
Te. ſoldiers of affetiion. : 


te they gave the 


rugei Ys 


* This and the two following 
lines are omitted, I ſuppoſe, by 


mere over-ſight, in Dr. V arbur. 
N ton's edition. | 
dant's anſwer,. began with the. 


7 The nimble ſpirits in the ar- 
teries 3] In the old ſyſtem of phy- 
me office to 
the arteries. as is now given to 
the nerves ; as appears from the 
name which i is derived from dr 
WARBURTON: 
8 Teaches Such BEAUTY as 4 

 avoman's eye g] This line is 


abſolute nonſenſe. We ſhould 


read, 


Learn · 
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Learning is but an adj unct to ourſelf, | 
And where we are, our Learning likewiſe is. 
Then, when ourſelves we ſee in ladies“ eyes, 
Do we not likewiſe ſee our learning there? 


O, we have made a vow to ſtudy, lords; 
And in that vow we have forſworn our books: 


For when would you, my liege, or you, or you, 


In leaden contemplation have found out 


Such fiery numbers, as the prompting eyes 
Of beauty's tutors have cnrich'd you with? 
Other ſlow arts entirely keep the brain; _ 
And therefore finding barren practiſers, 
Scarce ſhew a harveſt of their heavy toll, 


But love, fit learned in a lady's eyes, 


Lives not alone immured in the brain: 


But with the motion of all elements, 
Courſes as ſwift as thought in every power; 
And gives to every power a double power, 
Above their functions and their offices. 

It adds a precious Seeing to the eye: 

A lover's eyes will gaze an eagle blind! 


read DUTY, i. e. ethics, or the 
offices and devoirs that belong 
to man. A woman's eye, ſays 


he, teaches obſervance above all 


other things. WARBURTON, 
This emendation is not fo ill 
conceived as explained, but per- 
haps we . might read, Reaches 
ſuch beauty. | | | 
5 In leaden contemplation 
| have found out 92 
Such fiery numbers, —— 
dern aſtronomy ; at that time 
greatly improving, in which the 
ladies eyes are compared, as 


uſual, to ars. He calls them 


numbers, alluding to the Pytha- 
gorean principles of aſtronomy, 


"YO Ik 


my 


J Al- 


luding to the diſcoveries in mo- 


which were founded on the laws 


of harmony. The Oxford Ea:- 
tor, who was at a loſs for the 
conceit, changes numbers to no- 
tions, and fo loſes both the ſenſe 
and the gallantry of the alluſion. 
He has better luck in the follow- 
ing line, and has rightly changed 
beauty's to beauteour. 
| WARBURTON. - 
Numbers are in this paſſage no- 
thing more than poetical meaſures. 
Could you, ſays Biron, by folitary 
contemplation, hawe attained ſuch 
paetical fire, ſuch ſprightly numbers, 
as have been prompted by the eyes 
of beauty. The àAſtronomer, by 
looking too much aloft, falls into 
a ditch. | = 
A lover's 
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A lover's ear will hear the loweſt Sound, 

When the ſuſpicious head of theft is ſtopt *. 

Love's Feeling is more ſoft and ſenſible, 

Than are the tender horns of cockled ſnails. 7 

Love's Tongue proves dainty Bacchus groſs in Taſte: Þ 

For valour is not Love a Hercules, E 
Still climbing trees in the Heſperides * ? 

_ Subtle as Sphinx; as ſweet and muſical 

As bright Apollo's lute, ſtrung with his hair *: 


And when Love ſpeaks the voice of all the Gods - 


the ſuſpicious head of 


12 is ſiopt.) i. e. a lover 


in purſuit of his miſtreſs has his 
ſenſe of hearing quicker than a 
thief (who ſuſpeQs every ſound 
he hears) in purſuit of his prey. 


no contraſt between a lover and a 
thief: and therefore alters it to 
thrift, between which and love, 


he ſays, there is a remarkable 


antitheſis, What he means by 
contraſt and antitheſis, 1 confeſs I 
don't underſtand. But 'tis no 
matter: the common reading is 
ſenſe; and that is better than ei- 
ther one or the other. Wars. 

2 For Valour 7s mot Lowe a 

Hercules, 


Still climbing Trees in the Heſ- 


perides ?] The Poet is here 
obſerving how all the ſenſes are 
refined by Love. But what has 
the poor Senſe of Sme/ing done, 
not to keep its Place among its 


Brethren ? ? Then Herculess Valour 


was not in climbing the Trees, but 
in attacking the Dragon gardant. 
I rather think that for va/our we 


ſhould read /awvour, and the Poet 


meant that Hercules was allured 
by the Odour and Fragrancy of 
the yu Apples, THEoBALD, 


Mark, 


3 As bright Apolio's Jute, . 
___ewtth hit 3 :] This ex- 
preſſion, like that other in the 
Tavo Gentlemen of Verona, of — 
Orpheus' harp was firung ' with 


poets ſinues, is extremely beauti- 
But Mr. Theobald ſays, there is 


fol, and highly figurative.  4- 
pollo, es the ſan, is repreſented 
with golden hair; ſo that a lute 
ſtrung with his hair means no 
more than ſtrung. with gilded 
wire. __ WarBURTON. 
Aud when Love ſpeaks the 
voice of all the Gods, 
Make, Heawn drowfie with the 
harmony !] This nonſenſe 
we ſhould read and point thus, 
And when lowe ſpeaks the voice 
of all the Gods, 
| Mark, heav'n drowfie with the 
harmony. 
i. e. in the voice of love alone 


is included the voice of all the 


Gods. Alluding to the an- 
cient Theogony, that love was 
the parent and ſupport of all 


the Gods, Hence, as Suidas 


tells us, Palcephatus wrote a 
poem called, "a@;cdirnc x} "Ew © 
Own % Ny®-. The voice and 
ſpeech of Venus and Love, which 
appears to have been a kind of 


_ 7mgony, the 3 of which 
15 
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Mark, Heaven drowſy with the harmony! 
Never durſt Poet touch a pen to write, 

Until his ink were temper'd with love's ſighs; 
O, then his lines would raviſh ſavage ears, 
And plant in tyrants mild humility. 

From womens eyes this doctrine I derive : 
They ſparkle ſtill the right Promethean fire, 
They are the books, the arts, the academies, 


That ſhew, contain, and nouriſh all the world; 


Elſe none at all in aught proves excellent. 


Then fools you were, theſe women to forſwear : 


Or, keeping what is ſworn, you will prove fools 5. 


For wifdom's ſake, a word, that all men love; 


Or for love E ſake, a word, that loves all men ; 
Or for men' s fake, the author of theſe women; 
Or women's ſake, by whom we men are men; 
Let us once loſe our oaths, to find ourſelves; 
Or elſe we loſe ourſelves, to keep our Oaths. 
It is religion to be thus forſworn, 


; For charity itſelf fulfils the law; 


And who can ſever love from charity ? 
Ling. Saint Cupid, then! and, ſoldiers, to the field! 
Biron. Advance your e and upon them, 


Lords ; 


is 0 g that it calms and allays 
all kinds of diſorders; alluding 
again to the ancient uſe of mu- 
fic, which was to compoſe mo- 


cares of empire, they uſed to 
paſs whole nights in reſtleſs in- 
quietude. WARBURTON. 
The ancient reading is, Make 
heaven, 
5 — a word, THAT LOVES 
ALL ME Vz] We ſhould read, 
A word all women love. 
the following line 
Or for men's ſake (the author 
of theſe awomen ;} 


which refers to this reading, puts | 
it out of all queſtion. Wars. 
Perhaps we might read thus, 


tranſpoſing the lines, 
narchs, when, by reaſon of the 


Or for love's ſake, a avord that 
loves all men; | 
For women s jake, by whom we 
men are men; 
Or. for men's ſake, the authours 
of theſe women. | 


The antitheſis of à avord that all 
men lowe, and a word which loves 


all men, though in itſelf worth 
little, has much of the ſpirit of - 


this play. 


My: - 5 Pell- 
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Pell- mell, down with them; but be firſt advis'd; 
In conflict that you get the ſun of them. 
Long. Now to plain-dealing—lay theſe glozes by— 
Shall we reſolve to woo theſe girls of France ? 
King. And win them too; therefore let us deviſe 
| Some entertainment for them in their Tents. 
Biron. Firſt, from the Park let us conduct them 
thither ; 
Then homeward every man attach the hand 
Of his fair miſtreſs; in the afternoon 
We will with ſome ſtrange paſtime ſolace them, 
Such as the ſhortneſs of the time can ſhape : 
For revels, dances, maſks, and merry hours, 
Forerun fair love, ſtrewing her way with flowers, 
King. Away, away! no time ſhall be omitted, Z 
That will be time, and may by us be fitted, _ _F 


Biron. 9 1 Allons , ſown Cockle my d no 
corn : 
And 1 always whirls i in equal meaſure; 1 
Light wenches may prove plagues to men forſworn; | « 
185 If ſo, our copper buys no bene treaſure *, = #' 
[Exeunt. 5 P 


6 — ſown cockle reap'd no corn ;] lowing "a lead us to this ſenſe. 
This proverbial expreſſion inti- WaRBURTON, 
mates, that beginning with per- Here Mr, Theobald ends the 
jury, they can expect to reap no- third act. | 
thing b but falſhood. The fol- 


2 
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r 
rr 
7 Enter Holofernes, Nathanael and Dull. 5 


HoLOFERNES. 
Otis quod ſufficit. 4 | 3 
1 Nath. 7 I praiſe God for you, Sir, your reaſons at 
dinner have been ſharp and ſententious; pleaſant with- 
out ſcurrility, witty without affectation, audacious with- 
out impudency, learned without opinion, and ſtrange 
without hereſy. I did converſe this quondam-day with a 
companion of the King's, who is entitled, nominated, or 
called, Don Adriano d ArmadP. | . 
Hul. Novi hominem, tanquam te. His humour s 
lofty, his diſcourſe peremptory, his tongue filed, his 
eye ambitious, his gait majeſtical, and his general be- 
hhaviour vain, ridiculous, and thraſonical. He is too 
pvpiqued, too ſpruce, too affected, too odd, as it were; 
too peregrinate, as I may call it. 1 _ 


dar reaſons. at dinner have 
been, &c.] I know not well what 


degree of reſpect Shakeſpeare 
intends to obtain for this vicar, 
but he has here put into his 
mouth a finiſhed repreſentation 
of colloquial excellence, It is 


very difficult to add any thing to 


this character of the ſchool- 
maſter's table-talk, and perhaps 
all the precepts of Caſtiglione will 


ſcarcely be found to comprehend - 
a rule for converſation ſo juſtly de. 


lineated, ſo widely dilated, and 
lo nicely limited. 


Ny 


It may be proper juſt to note, 
that reaſon here, and in many” 
other places, ſignifies d:/cour/e, 
and that audacious is uſed in a 
good ſenſe for ſpirited, animated, 


_ confident. Opinion is the ſame with 


obſtinacy or opiniatrete. =—_ 

8 He is too piqued, ] To have 
the beard piqued or ſhorn fo as 
to end in a point, was in our 
Author's time a mark of; a tra- 
veller affecting foreign faſhions: 
ſo ſays the Ba/tard in K. Fobn. 

I catechiſe.' 
My piqued man of: countries. 


Nath. 
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Nath. A moſt ſingular and choice epithet. 
| [ Draws out his table book, 


Hol. He draweth out th 
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e thread of his verboſity 


finer than the ſtaple of his argument. I abhor ſuch 
phanatical phantaſms, ſuch inſociable and point- deviſe 
companions; ſuch rackers of orthography, as to ſpeak 


dout fine, when he ſhould ſay, doubt; det, when he 


| ſhould pronounce debt; d, 
clepeth a calf, cauf: half, hauf: neighbour vocatur 


e, b, 1 Pe, t: he 


nebour; neigh abbreviated ne: this is abominable s, 


which he would call abhominable : 


9 this is abeminable, &c.] He 


has here well imitated the lan- 
guage of the moſt redoubtable 
pedants of that time. | 
fort of occaſions, Joſeph Scaliger 
. uſ:d to break out, Abominor, 
execror. Aſinitas mera eſt, impi 


etas, &c. and calls his adverſa- 


ry Lutum ſtercore maceratum, De- 
moniacum retrimentum inſcitiæ, 
Sterguilinium, Stercus Diaboli, 
Scarabeum, Larvam, Pecus poſ 
tremum beſtiarum, infame propu- 
dium, xa bag. ARB. 

* In former Editions: Ut in- 
ſemateth me of infamy : Ne in- 


telligis, Domine, to make fran - 


tick, Finatick ? 5 
Nath. Laus Deo, bene intel- 
ligo. | 
Hol. Bome, boon for boon 
Preſcian ; a little Scratch, *twill 


ſerve.) This Play is certainly 


none of the beſt in itſelf, but 
the Editors have been ſo very 
happy' in making it worſe by 
their Indolence, that they have 


left me Augeas's Stable to Cleanſe: 


and a Man had need to have the 
Strength of a Hercules to heave 


On ſuch 


out- all, their Rubbiſh. But to 


it inſinuateth me 


of 


Buſineſs; Why ſhould igf¹mmy be 


explained by making /rantick, 
lunatic? It is plain and obvious 


that the Poet intended, the Pe. 


dant ſhould coin an uncouth at- 
fected Word here, inſanie, from 
inſania of the Latines. Then, 
what a Piece of unintelligible 
Jargon have theſe learned Cri- 
ticks given us for Latin ? ] think, 
I may venture to affirm, I have 
reſtored the Paſſage to its true 
Purity. | -* | 815 
Nath. Laus Deo, bone, intel- 
ligo. 80 i 
The Curate, addreſſing with 


Complaiſance his brother Pe- 


dant, ſays, bone, to bim, as we 


frequently in Terence find bone 


Vir ; but the Pedant, thinking 
he had miſtaken the Adverb, 
thus deſcants on it. 
Bone? —— bone for bene. Priſ- 
cian a little ſcratebed. tæuill jerve. 
Alluding to the common Phraſe, 


Diminuis Priſciani caput, applied 


to ſuch as ſpeak falſe Latin. 
THE ORBALD- 
It infinuateth me of IN FA“ 
MY :] There is no need to 15 
| the 


28 
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of Inſanity : (Ne intelligis, Domi ne: to make frantick, 
lunatick? 
Nath. Laus Deo, bone, intelligo. a, 
Hol. Bone? — bone, for bene; Priſcian a little 
ſcratch'd; *rwill ſerve. 


SCENE IL. 
Enter Armado, Moth and Coſtard. 


Nath. Videſne quis venit 

Hol. Video, & _ | 

Arm. Chirrah. 

Hol. are Chirrah, not Sirrah ? ? 
Arm. Men of Peace, well encountred. 

Hol. Moſt military Sir, ſalutation. 

Moth. They have been at a great feaſt of 8 
and ſtole the ſcraps. [To Coſtard aq 

Cot. O, they have liv'd long on the Alms-baſket of 
words. I marvel, thy maſter hath not eaten thee for 
a word; for thou art not ſo long by the head as hono- 
rificabilitudinitatibus : thou art eaſier ſwallowed than 
a flap-dragon. 

Moth. Peace, the peal begins. 

Arm. Monſieur, are you not letter'd? 
Moth. Ves, yes, he teaches boys the horn-book : 

What is AB ſpelt backward with a horn on his head? 

Hol. Ba, pueritia, with a horn added. 5 

Moth. Ba, moſt filly ſheep, with a horn, You hear 
his learning. | 

Hol. Quis, quis, thou conſonant | 4 


the pedant worſe than Shakeſpeare in the moſt corrupt and difficult | 
made him; who, without doubt, places very happily reſtored. _ 
wrote INSANITY. For ne intelligis Domine, to make 
WARBURTON. © frantick, lunatich, I read (nonne 
There ſeems yet ſomething intelligis, Daomine ? ) to be mad, 
wanting to the integrity of this frantich, act. | 
paſſage, which Mr. 7 heobald has 
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them; or the fifth, if I*. 
Tl. I will repeat them, a, E 
Moth. The theep; the other two concludes i it, o, u. 


Mot hi. The third of the five vowels, if po repeat 


Arm. Now by the ſalt wave of the Mediterraneum, a 


ſweet touch, a quick venew of wit; ſnip, ſnap, quick 
and home ; it rejoiceth my intellect; true wit. 

Moth. Offered by a child to an old man : 
wit-o'd. 

Hol. What i is the Fgure ? what is the figure 5 

Moth. Horns. 


iel. Thou diſputeſt like an infant go, whip thy 


gigg. 

Moth. 1 
whip about your infamy circùm circd; a gigg of a 
cuckold's horn. 

Cie. An' T had but one penny in the world, thou 
ſnouldſt have it to buy ginger-bread ; hold, there is 
the very remuneration I had of thy Wade thou half- 
penny purſe of wit, thou pigeon- egg of diſcretion. O, 
that the heay'ns were ſo pleaſed, that thou wert but my 
baſtard! what a joyful father wouldſt thou make me? 
go to, thou haſt it ad dunghill; at the fingers“ ends, as 
they ſay. 

Hal. Oh, I ſmell Falſe Latin, Hun With for unguem. 

Arm. Arts-man, præambula; we Will be ſingled 


ach is 


Lend me your born to make one, and I will 


2 In former Editions: The 
laſt of the ve Vewwels, if you re- 
feat them; or the fiith if 1 : 
Hol. I auill repeat them, a, e, 
$ 1. ; ; 5 


Moth. The Sheep :—the other 


Fetuo torichiedes it out.] Is | not. the a 


la, aud the %, the ſame 
Hexwel? Though my Correction 
reſtores but a poor Conundrum, 
yet if it reſtores the Poet's Mean- 
ing, it is the Duty of an Editor 
to trace him in his loweſt Con- 


ceits. By, O, U, Math would 
mean — Oh, You — . e. You 


are the Sheep ſtill, either way; 


no matter which of Us repeats 
them. THEOBALD. 

3 [will whip ut your Jufa- 
my unum citaz} Here again all 
the Editions give us Jargon in- 
ſtead of Latin. But Moth F{ould 
certainly mean, circum circa: i. e. 
about and about: tho” it may be 
deſipn'd, he ſhould miſtake the 
Terms, T'HEOBALD. 


from 
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from the barbarous. Do you not educate youth at the 4 
charge-houſe on the top of the mountain? 

Hol. Or, Mons the hill. 

Arm. At your ſweet pleaſure, for the mountain | 2 

Hol. I do, fans quieſtion. 

Arm. Sir, it is the King's moſt ſweet pleafure and 
affection, to congratulate the Princeſs at her Pavilion, 
in the poſterior of this day, which the rude multitude 
call the afternoon. 

Hol. The poſterior of the day, moſt generous Sir, is is 
liable, congruent, and meaſurable for the afternoon: 


the word is well cull'd, choice, ſweet, and apt, I do 


aſſure you, Sir, I do aflure. 

Arm Sir, the King is a noble gentleman, and my fa- 
miliar; I do aſſure ye, my very good friend; — for what 
is inward between us, let it paſs —I do beſeech thee, 
remember thy curteſy —I beſeech thee, apparel thy 


head, —and among other importunate and moſt ſe- 


rious deſigns, and of great import indeed too — bur 
let that paſs : —for I muſt tell thee, it will pleafe his 
Grace (by the world) ſometime to lean upon my poor 
ſhoulder, and with his royal finger thus dally with my 
* excrement, with my muſtachio; but ſweet heart, 
let that paſs. By the world, I recount no fable; 
ſome certain ſpecial honours it pleaſeth his Greatneſs 
to impart to Armado, a ſoldier, a man of travel, that 
hath ſeen the world; but let that paſs — the very all 
of all is but ſweet heart, I do implore ſecreſy— 
that the King would have me prefent the Princeſs 
(ſweet chuck) with ſome delightful oſtentation, or ſhow, 
or pageant, or antick, or fire- "work. Now, underſtand- 
ing that the Curate and your ſweet ſelf are good at ſuch 
eruptions, and ſudden breaking out of mirth (as it 
were) I have acquainted you withal, to the end to crave 
your aſhſtance. 


Hol. Sir, you ſhall preſent before her the nine Wor- 


* The authour has before call'd the beard valour's excrement in 
the Merchant of Venice. = 
| 5 | - | thies. 
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thies. Sir, as concerning ſome entertainment of time, 


ſome ſhow in the poſterior of this day, to be rendred 
by our aſſiſtance at the King's command, and this molt 


gallant, illuſtrate and learned gentleman, before tlie 


Princeſs: I fay, none ſo has as to proſe the nine Wor- 
thies. 4 
Nath. Where will you find men wn enough to 
preſent them ? i 
Hol. Foſbua, yourſelf; 50 gallant man, Judas Ma- 
cabeus ; this ſwain (becauſe of his great limb or joint) 
ſhall paſs Pompey the great; and the page Hercules. 
Arm. Pardon, Sir, error : he is not quantity enough 
for that Worthy's thumb; he i is not ſo big as the end 
of his club. | | 
Hol. Shall [ have audience? he ſhall preſent Hercules 
in minority: his Enter and Exit ſhall be ſtrangling a 
ſnake ; and I will have an apology for that purpoſe. 
Moth. An excellent device : for if any of the audi- 
ence hiſs, you may cry; 4 well done, Hercules, now 
thou cruſheſt the ſnake;” that is the way to make 
an offence gracious, tho' few have the * to do it. 
Arm. For the reſt of the Worthies, 
Hol. I will play three myſelf. 
Meth. Thrice-worthy gentleman 
Arm. Shall I tell you a things 
Hol. We attend. 
Arm. We will have, if this fadge not, an Amick, I 
beſeech you, follow. 
Hol. Via! good man Dull, tau haſt ſpoken no 
word all this while. 
Dull. Nor underſtood none neither, Sir. 
Hol. Allons; we will employ thee. 
Dull. I'll make one in a dance, or ſo: or I will play 
* the tabor to the Worthies, and let them dance the 
ay. 
Hul. Moſt dull, boueſt, Dull, to our Sport away. 
[Exeunt, 


SCENE 
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SCENE III. 
Before the Pr Inceſs's Pavilion. - 


Enter Princeſs, and Ladies. 


Prin. YWEET hearts, we ſhall be rich ere we PPE 

= If Fairings come thus plentifully 1 in. 

A lady wall'd about with diamonds! — 

Look you, what I have from the loving King. | 

No. Madam, came nothing elſe along with That? 
Prin. Nothing but this? Yes, as much love in 

| rhime, 

As would be cram'd up in a ſheet of paper, 

ZZ Writ on both ſides the leaf, margent and all; 

That he was fain to ſeal on Cupid's name. a 8 
Ro. Thar was the way to make his God-head wax, 

For he hath been five thouſand years a boy. 
Cath. Ay, and a ſhrewd unhappy gallows too. 
Ry. You'll ne'er be friends with him; he kill'd your 

ii 

= Cath, He made her melancholy, ſad aa lens 

= And ſo ſhe died; had ſhe been light, like you, 

= Of ſuch a merry, nimble, ſtirring lpirir, 

She might have been a grandam ere ſhe dy'd. 
And ſo may you; for a light heart lives long. 

| FKo/. What's your dark meaning, mouſe, of this 

light word? | 

Cath, A light "PR in a beauty dark. 

Ry. We need more light to find your meaning out. 

Cath. You'll marr the light, by taking it in ſoult: 

Therefore PII darkly end the argument. 

Ry. Look, what you do; and do it {till ith? dark. 

Cath. So do not you, for you are a light wench. 

Ro/. Indeed, I weigh not you; and therefore light. 

Cath. You weigh me not; 3h that's, you care not 


. for me. 
Roſe 
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No. Great reaſon; for paſt Cure is {till paſt Care 


Prin. Well bandied both; a ſet of wit well r. 
But, Rſaline, you have a Favour too: 
Who ſent it? and what is it? 

R/. 1 would, you knew. 
And if my face were but as fair as yours, 


My favour were as great; 


be witneſs this. 


Nay, I have verfes too, I thank Bron. 
The numbers true ; and were the numbring too, 


J were the faireſt Goddeſs on the ground. 


I am compar'd to twenty thoufand fairs. 
O, he hath drawn my e in this letter. 


Prin. Any thing like? 


Roe Much in the letters, nothing in the praife. 
Prin. Beauteous as ink; a good concluſion. 
Cath. Fair as a text B in a copy-book. 


Roj. Ware pencils 5. 
debter, 


How? let me not die your 


My red dominical, my golden letter. 


O, that your face was not ſo full of Oes! 


Cath. Pox of that jeſt, and I beſhrew all ſhrews ©: 
Prin. But what was ſent to you from fair Dumain 2 
Cath. Madam, this glove. 
Prin. Did he not ſend you twain : ? 
Cath. Yes, Madam; and moreover, 
Some thouſand verſes ac 2 OY lover, 


7 for paſt Care i flill fprew all 8 17624 m former 
paſt Cure.] The Tranſpoſition 


which I have made in the two 


Words, Care and Cur e, is by the 


Direction of the ingenious Dr. 
Th TnEgOBALD. 
. are pencils] The former 


Editions read, vere pencils, Sir 


7. Hanmer here rightly reſtored 
abr pencils, Rojaline, a black 


beauty, reproaches the fair an 


_ #harine for painting. 
* Pox of tat Jeſt, and J be- 


Poſſeſſion of it. 


copies this line is given to the 


Princeſs ; but as ſhe has behav'd 


with great Decency all along, 
there is no Reaſan why ſhe 
ſhould ftart all at once into 
this coarſe Dialect. Ro/aine 


and Catharine are rallying one 
another without Reſerve ; and to 


Catherine this firſt Line certain- 
ly belong'd, and therefore ] have 
ventur'd once more to put her in 
THEOBALD. 


A huge 


—— 


F ENT 0 TOLL VOY les We tern Ee i ee, 22 LS WER nt er OE FIN pee in Ah Wa 
TL at 3s re FS SS 3 ä r 1 5 Are IE N n 
89 8 OS TE BAIT ne OY Au ͥ ᷣ ᷣ ͤ En Thats tha hee: Se 


8 
0 
oo 
5 
. 
5 
3 
83 
EEE 
3 
1 2 
Ty 
1 
9 
9 25 
n 
8 
5. 
Io 
3 
hc 
his: 
7”, 
5 
2 
„ 
r 
55 
rj 
#1 
4 
3 
Fo 
N 
7 
9 
3 
SIR + 
BY 
ZN 
©% 
Y 
* 875 


Ty jaws of Fate. 
5 alludes again in Meajus e for 


* 


LOVES LABOR LOST. 


A huge tranſlation of hypocriſy, 
Vilely compil'd, profound cimpliciey: 
Mar. This, and theſe pearls, ro me ſent Longueville; 
The letter is too long by half a mile. 
Prin. I think no leſs; doſt thou not wiſh in heart, 


The chain were longer; and the letter ſhort? 


Mar. Ay, or I would theſe hands might never part. 
Prin. We are wile girls to mock our lovers for t. 
Ro. They are worſe fools to purchaſe mocking ſo. 


That ſame Biron VII torture, ere I go. 
O, that I knew he were but in by th' week! 


How I would make him fawn, and beg, and ſeek, 
And wait the ſeaſon, and obſerve the times, 
And ſpend his prodigal wits in bootleſs rhimes, 
And ſhape his ſervice all to my beheſts, 
And make him proud to make me proud with jeſts: 
So portent-like would I o'er{way his ſtate', 
That he ſhould be my fool, and I his fate. | 
Prin. None are ſo ſurely caughr, when they : are 


catch'd, 


As wit rurn'd fool; folly, i in wildem harch'd, 
Hath wiſdom's warrant, and the help of ſchool ; 
And wit's own grace to grace a learned fool. 


7 In former copies: 

So PERTAUNT=/ife evould I 
o'er ſway his fate, 

That he ſhould be my Fool, and 
J his Fate.] In old farces, 


to ſhew the inevitable approaches 


of death and deltiny, the Foo! 


ol the farce is made to employ 


all his ſtratagems to avoid Death 
or Fate: Which very ſtratagems, 
as they are ordered, . bring the 
Fool, at every turn, into the ve- 


To this Shake- 


Meaſure, 
—— merely thou art Death's 
Fool ; 


For . then labour” by thy 


fight to ſhun, 


um. 


And jet runs totuards hin Pill = 


It is plain from all this, that the 
nonſenſe of pertaunt-/ike, ſhould 
be read, portent-lile i. e. I 
would be his fate or deſtiny, aud 
like a portent hang over, and in- 
fluence his fortunes: For portents 
were not only thought to fore- 
bode, but to influence. So the 
Latins called a perſon deſtined 
to bring miſchief, Fatale porten- 
WARBURTON, 
Mr. Theobald reads, ſo Pedant- 
fakes 
5 Theſe are obſervations wor- 
thy of a man who has ſurveyed 
human nature with the cloſeſt at- 


tention. Ge 
BY. 
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Ro/. The blood of youth burns not in ſuch exceſs, 
As gravity's revolt to wantonneſs. _ No 
Mar. Folly in fools bears not ſo ſtrong a note, 
As fool'ry in the wiſe, when wit doth dote : 
Since all the power thereof ir doth apply, 
To prove, by wit, worth in ſimplicity. 


SCENE Iv. 
"FD ; Enter Boyet. 


Prin. Here comes Boyet, and mirth is in his face. 
Boyet. O, I am ſtabb'd with laughter; where's her 
Grace? | _ 6 # 
Prin. Thy news, Beyet? | 
Bojet. Prepare, Madam, prepare: | 
Arm, wenches, arm; Encounters mounted are 
Againſt your peace; love doth approach diſguis'd, 
Armed in arguments; you'll be ſurpriz'd. 
Muſter your wits, ſtand in your own defence, 
Or hide your heads like cowards, and fly hence. 
Prin. Saint Dennis, to faint Cupid®! what are they, 
That charge their breath againſt us? ſay, ſcour, ſay. 
|  Boyet. Under the cool ſhade of a ſycamore, 
1 thought to cloſe mine eyes ſome half an hour ; 
When, lo! to interrupt my purpos'd Reſt, 
Toward that ſhade, I might behold, addreſt 
The King and his companions; warilß 
ſtole into a neighbour thicket by: 8 
And over- heard, what you ſhall over-hear: 
That, by and by, diſguis'd they will be here. 
Their Herald is a pretty knaviſh Page, 
That well by heart hath conn'd his embaſſage. 


9 Faint Dennis, to St. Cupid.) of her country, to oppoſe his 
The Princeſs of France invokes, power to that of Cpid. 
with too much levity, the patron | CY 


Action 
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Action and accent did they teach him there; 
Thus muſt thou ſpeak, and thus thy body bear : 

And ever and anon they made a doubt, 

Preſence majeſtical would put him out: 

For, quorh the King, an Angel ſhalt thou ſee; 

Vet fear not thou, but ſpeak audaciouſly. 

The boy reply'd, an Angel is not evil; | 

I ſhould have fear'd her, had ſhe been a Devii.— 

With that all laugh'd, and clap'd him on the ſhoulder, 

Making the bold wag by their praiſes bolder. | 

One rubb'd his elbow thus, and fleer'd and ſwore, 

A better ſpeech was never ſpoke before. 

Another, with his finger and his thumb, 

Cry'd, via we will do't, come what will come. 

The third he caper'd and cry'd, all goes well: 

The fourth turn'd on the toe, and down he fell. 
With that they all did tumble on the ground, 
With ſuch a zealous laughter, ſo profound, 
That in this ſpleen ridiculous appears , 

To check their folly, paſſion's ſolemn tears. 

Prin. But what, but what, come they to viſit us? 
Beyet. They do, they do; and are apparell'd thus 

Like Mu/covites, or Ruſſians, as I guels '. 

Their purpoſe is to parley, court and dance 

And every one his love-teat will advance 

Unto his ſev'ral miſtreſs; which rhey'll know 

By Favours ſew'ral, which they did beſtow. - 

Prin. And will they ſo ? the gallants ſhall be raſkt ; 1 
For, ladies, we will every one be maſkt: _ : 
And not a man of them {hall have the grace, 
Deſpight of ſuit, t. to ſec a lady's Face, 


® Spleen . is, a ridicu- ral maſſe 3 dbicher on 
lous ft. that occaſion ; and ſeveral tracts 
: Like Muſcovites, or Rofans, of the manners and ſtate of that 

41 I gueſs.) The ſettling of com- nation written: So that a maſk 
merce in Raſſia was, at that time, of Maujcovites was as good an 
a matter that much ingroſſed the entertainment to the audience of 
concern and converſation of the that time, as a coronation has 
Publick, There had been ſeve- been ſince, WaR BURTON. 
7 | Hold, 


i - 


\ 8 2 25 „ . „ 1 Te? f — +, — EN * ME 3 1 * . LET - 
: a 2 3 ; 292 = = CN n * WE 1 2 2 5 * 75 - 2 * os: 2 . of n . 1 1 
* Di wi. : _ en CT EP : * 1 = 1 N N a Shag > b 1 E. reren S a ret w M wa : b = > 7 n 
9 Wo SLEEP x be M AS, =_ 7. E ee 2 2 3 2 12 ar bp r N — W a N 1 fe ay = by ee 00 o 0 3 = tt ASS r — . rom 
- 2 2 2 2 * + p EY YR) 6) == hb 9 r " * = 
- W N „ ü eee FR 5 4 — I > q = 
l « 7 1 * oe B — 2 oo == \ 
2 1 T = | n 2 . L 
A 22 my 
—— et pp f ren pr nn pe ne nn ne ire COON ——— 
. - : — on * 2 
p ws * A * 
A , : u 7 2 5 — " ——_— — — * 2 — cw ä —_ * 
n : : ; / 
f 9 


= a - = 
— — p ]⁰ . Eos Oy. ep EE 
x 


192 LOVEs LABOUR LOST. 
Hold, Roſaline, this Favour thou ſhalt wear, | 
And then the King will court thee for his Dear: 


Hold, take you this, my ſweet, and give me thine ; | 


So ſhall Biron take me for Noſaline. 


And change your Favours too; fo ſhall your Loves 


Woo contrary, deceiy'd by theſe removes. 
Roſ. Come on then, wear the Favours moſt in fight, 
Cath. But in this changing, what is your intent? 
Prin. Th' effect of my intent is to croſs theirs ; ; 

They do it but in mocking merriment, 

And mock for mock is only my nme 

Their ſeveral councils they unboſom ſhall 

To loves miſtook, and ſo be: mockt withal, 

Upon the next occaſion that we meet, 

With viſages diſplay'd, to talk and greet. 
Ro. Bur ſhall we dance, if they deſire us to TE 
Prin. No; to the death, we will not move a har, 

Nor to their penn'd ſpeech render we no grace : 


But while 'tis ſpoke, each turn away her face. 


Boyet. Why, that contempy will kill the * 
heart, | 


And quite divorce his memory from his Part. 


Prin. Therefore I do it; and I make no doubt, 
The reſt will ne'er come in, if he be out. 

There's no ſuch Sport, as Sport by Sport o'erthrown ; 
To make theirs ours, and ours none but our own; 


So ſhall we ſtay, mocking intended game; 


And _—_ well mockt, depart away with ſhame. 


{Sound | 


Boyet. The trumpet ſounds ; be maſkt, the maikers 


come. Te Ladies 8 


LAY 
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SCENE V. 


Enter the King, Viren, Longueville, Dumain, engl at- 
Hendants, diſous'd lite Muſcovites; Moth with 
Mui ck, as Jr a maſquerade 


Moth. All Hail, the richeſt beauties on the earth! © 
Boyet. Beauties, no richer than rich taffata * _ © 


Moth. 4 holy parcel of the faireſt dames, 
[The ladies turn their backs to him, 


| That ever turn'd their backs to mortal views. 


Biron. Their eyes, villain, their eyes. 
Moth. That ever turn'd their eyes to mortals VIEWS, 


Out 
Biron. True; out, indeed. 
Moth, Out of your favours, heav'nly Sprite, vouch 
Jafe 
Not to be hold. 

Biron. Once to behold, rogue. 
= Moth. Once to behold with your Jan-beamed eyes 
8 With your ſun-beamed eyes — 

Beyet. They will not anſwer to that epithet; : 

You were beſt call it daughter-beamed eyes. 
Moth. They do not mark me, and that brings me 


out. 
Biron. Is this your Fe ? be gone, you rogue. 
Roſ. What would theſe ſtrangers * Eno their 


minds, Boyet. 


» Beauties, no richer than rich their Addreſs, is in the ſecret of 
Tafata.] i. e. The Taffata Maſks the Ladies? Stratagem, and makes 
they wore to conceal ''hemſelves. himſelf Sport at the Abſurdity 
All the Editors concur to give of their Proem, in compliment- 
_ this Line to Biron; but, ſurely, ing their Beauty, when they were 
very abſurdly : for he's One of maſk'd. It therefore comes from 
the zealous Admirers, and hard- him with the. utmoſt Propriety. | 
ly would make ſuch an Inference. THEOBALD. 
Ber is ſneering at the Parade of 0 „„ 

Vox. II. O | If 
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To tread a meaſure with you on this graſs. 


Of many weary miles, you have o 'ergone, 


Our duty is fo rich, ſo infinite, 
That we may do it ſtill without accompt. 


: Vouchlafe, bright moon, and theſe * thy ſtars, to ſhine 


e her Ladies, It is hard, ſaid 


If they do ſpeak our language, 'tis our Will 

Thar fome plain man recount their purpoſes. 

Know, what they would. 
Boyet. What would you with the Princeſs ? 
Biron. Nothing, but peace and gentle viſitation. 
Ro/. What would they, ſay they? 
Boyet. Nothing, but peace and gentle viſitation. 
Ro. Why, That they have; and bid them fo be gone. 
Boyet. She ſays, you have it; and you may be gone. 
King. Say to her, we have meaſur d many miles, 

To tread a meaſure with her on the graſs. 
Boyet. They ſay, that they have meaſur'd many a mile, 


Roy. It is not ſo. Aik. them, how many inches 
Is in one mile : if they have meaſur'd many, 
The meaſure then of one is eaſily told. 
Boyet. If to come hither you have meaſur'd miles, 
And many miles; the Princeſs bids you: tell, 
How many inches do fill up one mile? 
Biron. Lell her, we meaſure them by weary ſteps. 
Boyet. She hears herſelf. | 
Ro. How many weary ſteps 


Are number'd in the travel of one mile ? 
Biron. We number nothing that we ſpend for you ; 


Vouchſafe to ſhew the ſunſhine of your face, 
That we (like ſavages) may worſhip it. 
Roj. My face is but a moon, and clouded too. 
King. Bleſſed are clouds, to do as ſuch clouds do. 


(Thoſe clouds remoy'd) upon our watery eyne. 
R/. O vain petitioner, beg a greater matter; 
Thou now requeſt'ſt but moon-ſhine in the water. 


'* When Queen Flizabeth he, to judge of flars in the * 
aſked an ambaſſadour how he of the ſun. : 


4 | = King, 
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N Then in our meaſure vouchſafe but one 
change; | 
1 hou bid'ſt me beg, this begging is not flrange: 
Re. Play, muſick, then; nay, you muſt do it 
ſoon. 
Not yet ?—no dance. — Thus change T like the moon. 
Ring. Will you not dance? how come you thus 
eſtrang'd. 
Rej. You took the moon At full, but now the? 8 
chang'd. 

Ning. Vet ſtill ſhe is the moon, and I the man. 
The muſick plays, vouchſafe ſome motion to it. 
Noſ. Our cars vouchſafe it. | 
Ning. But your legs ſhould do it. 

Rof? Since you are ſtrangers, and come here by 
chance, 

We'll not be nice; take hank: will not dance. 

King. Why take you hands then? 

R/. Only to part friends; 


Curt'ſy, ſweet hearts, and ſo the meaſure ends. 


King. More meaſure of this meaſure; be not nice. 
Ro, We can afford no more at ſuch a Price, 
Hing. Prize Vourſelves then; what buys your com- | 
pany? 
Roſ. Your abſence only. 
Ring. That can never be. 
Ro. Then cannor we be bought; and ſo, ata : 
Twice to your viſor, and half once to you. 
King. If you deny to dance, let's hold more char. 
Nyß. In private then. | 
Hing. 1 am beſt pleas'd with That, 
Bron. White-handed miſtreſs, one ſweet word with 
knee. 
Prin. Honey, and milk, and ſugar, there is rhree. 
Biron. Nay then, two treys; . and if Jeu grow ſo 
nien 
Methegline, wort, and malmſey — well run, dice: 
There's half a dozen ſweets. 
| Os +. Pris, 
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Prin. Seventh ſweet, adieu; - 
Since you can cog *, PII play no more with you. 
Biron. One word in ſecret. 
Prin. Let it not be ſweet. | 
Biron. Thou griev'ſt my gall. 
Prin. Gall? bitter. 
Biron. Therefore meet. 
Dum. Will you vouchſafe with me to change a word? 
Mar. Name it. 
Dum. Fair lady, - 
Mar. Say you ſo? fair lord: 


| Take that for your fair lady. 


Dum. Pleaſe it you; Y 
As much in private; and-T'll bid adieu. 
Cath. What, was your viſor made without a 
tongue ? 
Long. 1 know the reaſon, lady, why you aſk. 
Cath. O, for your reaſon! quickly, Sir; I long. 
Long. You have a double tongue within your malk, 
And would afford my ſpeechleſs vizor half. 
Cath. Veal, quoth the Dutch man is not veal a calf? 
Long. A calf, fair lady? | 
Cath. No, a fair lord calf. 
Long. Let's part the word. 
Cath. No, I'll not be your half; 
Take all, and wean it; it may prove an x. 
Long. Look, how you butt yourſelf in theſe ſharp 
mocks 
Will you give horns, chaſte lady? do not ſo. 
Cath. Then die a calf, before your horns do grow. 
Long. One word in private with you, ere I die. 
Cath. Bleat ſoftly then, the butcher hears you cry. 
 Boyet. The tongues of mocking wenches are as keen | 
As is the razor's edge, invincible, 
Cutting a ſmaller hair than may be ſeen : 
Above the ſenſe of ſenſe, ſo ſenſible 


To cogg ſignifies to falfify the dice, and to to fel % a narrative, 
or to He. 
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Seemeth their conference, their conceits have wings; 


Fleeter than arrows, bullets, wind, thought, fwifter 
things. 1 
Roſ. Not one word more, my maids ; : break off, 
break off. 
Biron. By heaven, all dry-beaten with pure ſcoff.— 
King. Farewel, mad wenches; you have ſimple wits. 
[Extunt 25 and Lords. 


s C K N E VI. 


Prin. Twenty adieus, my frozen Muſcovites. 
Are theſe the Breed of wits ſo wondred at? 
Boyet. Tapers they are, with your ſweet breaths puft 

out. 
Rof. Well. liking wits cher have; | groks, groſs fat, 
fat. 
Prin. O poverty in n 2 bote flont! 
Will they not (chink you) hang themſelves to night? 
Or ever, but in vizors, ſhew their faces? | 
This pert Biron was out of count'nance quite. 
Ref. O! they were all in lamentable caſes. 
The King was weeping-ripe for a good word. 
Prin. Biron did ſwear himſelf out of all ſuit, 
Mar. Dumain was at my ſervice, and his ſword : 
No, point, quoth I; my ſervant ſtrait was mute. 
Cath. Lord Longueville ſaid, I came o'er his heart ; ; 
And, trow you, what he call'd me? | 
Prin. Qualm, perhaps. 
Cath, Yes, in good faith. 
Prin. Go, ſickneſs as thou art! | 
Rofſ. Well, better wits have Worn plain ſtatute- 


caps“. | 
But 


5 Better wwits have wvorn Plain that a Hatute-cap is part of the 
ſtatute-caps.] This line is academical habit. Lady Neſa- 
not univerſally underſtood, be- line declares that her expecta- 


cauſe every reader does not know tion was n * theſe 
03 courtly 
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the King is my love ſworn. 


Prin. And quick Biron hath plighted faith to me. 
Cath. And Longueville was for my ſervice born, 
Mar. Dumain is mine, as ſure as bark on tree. 
Beyet. Madam, and pretty miſtreſſes, give ear: 
Immediately they will again be here | 
In their own ſhapes; for it can never be, 

They will digeſt this harſh indi gnity. | 


Prin. Will they return? 


Boyet. They will, they will, God knows; 
And leap for joy, thongh they are lame with blows : 
Therefore, change Favours, and, when they repair, 
Blow, like ſweet roſes, in this fammer air. 

Prin. How, blow? how, blow? ſpeak to be un- 


derſtood. 


Boyet. * Fair ladies, maſkt, are roſes in their bud; 


| courtly Cadena, and that better 
wits may be found in the com- 


mon places of education. 


4 Fair ladies, naſtt, are roſes 


in the tud ; 
Dijmaſet, their \ damaſk faveet 
commiæture ſhewn, 
Are ANGELS vEILING clouds, 
or roſes blexun, ] This ſtrange 
nonſenſe, made worſe by the 
jumbling together and tranſpo- 
ing the lines, I directed Mr. 
Theobald to read thus: 
Fair ladies 788 are roſes in 
the bud; 
Or Anckls vziI 'D IN clouds : 
a are roſes blown, 
Difmaſet, their damaſt feveet 
commixture ſhewn. 
But he, willing to ſhew how well 
he could improve a thought, 
would print it, 
— Or An el-weiling Clouds, 
z. e. clouds e veil Angels: 
And * this means gave us, as 


her — to one. 


Diſ- 


the old proverb ſays, a cload for 
a Juno. It was Shakeſpeare's pur- 
22/e to compare a fine lady to an 
angel; it was Mr. Theobald”; 
chance to compare her to a 
cloud: Agd perhaps the ill- 
bred reader will ſay a lucky one. 


However I ſuppoſed the Poet 


could never be fo nonſenſical as 


to compare a maſked /ady to a 
cloud, though he might compare 
The Oxford 
Editor, who had the advantage 


both of this emendation and cri- 
ticiſm, is a great deal more ſub- 


tile and refined, and fays it ſhould 
not be angels r N in clouds, but 


angels wailing clouds, i. e. cap 


ping the ſun as they go by him, 
juſt as a man veils his bonnet. 


WARBURTON. 


I know not why Sir T. Han- 


mer's explanation ſhould be treat- 


ed with ſo much contempt, or 


| why e cloud. ſhould be cap- 


. 2 


1 
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Diſmaſkt, their damaſk ſweet Commixture ſhewn, _ 
Are angels vailing clouds: or roſes blown. 

Prin. Avaunt, perplexity ; what ſhall we do. 
If they return in their own ſhapes to woo ? 

Hf. Good Madam, if by me you'll be advis? d, 
Let's mock them {till, as well known, as diſeuis' d: 
Let us complain to them what fools were here, 
Diſguis'd, like Maſcovites, in ſhapeleſs gear *; 

And wonder what they were, and to what end 
Their ſhallow Shows, and Prologue vilely penn d, 
And their rough carriage ſo ridiculous, 

Should be preſented at our Tent to us. | 

. Boyet. Ladies, withdraw, the Gallants are at hand, 


Prin. Whip to our Tents, as roes run o'er the land. 
E 25 


j 


"$SCENE Vs 
Before the Princeſs' Pavilion. 


1 Enter the King, Biron, Lotpneville, and Dumain, 
in their own habits ; ; Boyer, meeting them. 


Ning. AIR Sir, God fave you! Where's the Prin- 
ceſs? 
Boyet. Gone to her Tent. 
Pleale it your Majeſty, command me any ſervice to 
her? 
Ring. That ſhe vouchſafe me andicnce for one word. 
Bcyet. Iwill; and fo will 1 I know, my lord. _ 
Exit. 


ing the ſun. Ladies Gu $ ſhapeleſs gear ;] 
| 79 he fr are like angels vail- Sap for uncouth, or what 
ing clouds, or letting thoſe clouds Shakeſpeare elſewhere calls 4 if- 
which obſcured their brightneſs, fed. | WaRBURTON. 
ſink from before them. What Mr. Theobald ends the fourth 
is there in this abſurd or con- act here. | 


temptible ? 1 | 
HY | OA : 5 He 
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Biron. This fellow picks up wit, as pigeons peas ; 


And utters it again, when 


Fove doth pleaſe: 


He is wit's pedlar, and retails his wares 
At wakes and waſſels, meetings, markets, fairs: 
And we that ſell by groſs, the Lord doth know, 
Have not the grace to grace it with ſuch ſhow. 
This gallant pins the wenches on his fleeve 
Had he been Adam, he had tempred Eve. 


He can carve too, and liſp: 


why, this is he, 


That kiſt away his hand in courteſy ; 

This is the ape of form, Monſieur the nice, 
That, when he plays at tables, chides the dice 
In honourable terms: nay, he can ſing 

A mean moſt mainly; and, in uſhering, 

Mend him who can; the ladies call him ſweet ; 
The ſtairs, as he treads on them, kiſs his feet. 
This is the flower, that ſmiles on every one“, 


To ſhew his teeth, as white as whale his bone. 
- : And 


_ 6 This is the flower, that ſmiles 

on e' ry one. | The broken 
disjointed metaphor is a fault in 
writing. But in order to paſs a 
true judgment on this fault, it is 
ſtill to be obſerved, that when 


a metaphor is grown ſo common 


as to deſert, as it were, the figu- 
rative, and to be received into 
the common ſtile, then what 
may be affirmed of the thing re- 


preſented, or the ſabſlance, may 


be affirmed of the thing repre- 
ſenting, or the image. To il- 
luſtrate this by the inſtance be- 
fore us, a very complaiſant, fini- 
cal, over-gracious perſon, was 
ſo commonly called the fower, 
or, as he elſewhere expreſſes it, 
the pink of courtefie, that in com- 
mon talk, or in the loweſt ſtile, 
this metaphor might be uſed 
without keeping up the image, 


but any thing affirmed of it as 
of an agnomen : hence it might 
be ſaid, without offence, to 
ſmile, to flatter, &c. And the 


reaſon is this; in the more ſa- 


lemn, leſs-uſed metaphors, our 
mind is ſo turned upon the image 
which the metaphor conveys, 


that it expects, this image ſhould 
be, for ſome little time, conti- 
nued, by terms proper to keep 
It in view. And if, for want 
of theſe terms, the image be no 
ſooner preſented than diſmiſſed, 
the mind ſuffers a kind of vio- 
lence by being drawn off abrupt- 
ly and unexpectedly from its con- 


templation, Hence it is that 
the broken, disjointed, and mix'd 
. metaphor ſo much ſhocks us. 
But when it is once become worn 
and hacknied by common uſe, 


then even the very firſt mention 


a—_—_—  —_— 1 Sd 4s a. Saad aa der te. fil. A as . es os yo a: ws zo 


« 
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And conſciences, that will not die in debt, 
Pay him the due of honey-tongued Boyer. | 

King. A bliſter on his ſweer rongue with my heart, 
That put Armads's Page out of his Part: 


8 C E N E VIII. 


Enter the Princeſs, Roſaline, Maria, Ca 
Boyet, and attendants. e 


Biron. See, where it comes; behaviour, what wert 


1 thou 7, 
Till this man ſhew'd thee ? 


and withe art thou now? 2 


King. All hail, ſweet Madam, and fair time of day! 
Prin. Fair in all hail is foul, as J conceive. 

King. Conſtrue my ſpeeches better, if you may. 
Prin. Then wiſh me better, I will give you leave. 

King. We come to viſit you, and purpoſe now 
Tolead you to our Court; vouchſafe it then. 


Prin. This field ſhall hold me, and ſo hold your 


vow ! 


Nor God, nor I, delight in perjur'd men. 


© of it is not apt to excite in vs the 
& repreſentative image; but brings 
immediately before us the idea of 
the thing repreſented. And then 
to endeavour to keep up and con- 
tinue the borrow'd ideas, by right 
adapted terms, would have as ill 
an effect on the other hand: Be- 
cauſe the mind is already gone 
off from the image to the ſub- 
ſtance. Grammarians would do 
well to conſider what has been 
here ſaid when they ſet upon 
amending Greek and Roman writ- 
ings. For the much uſed hack - 
ned metaphors being now very 
imperfectly known, great Care is 
required not to act in this caſe 
1 WARBURTON. 
behaviour, what avere 
thou, 


*T this man ee thee? and 
ewhat art thou now ? | 

Theſe are two wonderfully fine 
lines, intimating that what courts 
call manners, and value them- 
ſelves ſo much upon teaching, 


as a thing no where elſe to be 


learnt, is a modeſt ſilent accom- 


pliſhment, under the direction of 
nature and common ſenſe, which 


does its office in promoting ſo- 
cial life without being taken no- 


tice of. But that when it dege- 
nerates into ſhew and parade it 
becomes an unmanly contempti- 


ble quality. Wak BURTON. 


What is told in this note is 


undoubtedly true, but is not 
compriſed in the quotation. 


King. 


x 7 . * 5 * 
. V F — * . 7 28; 
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Ring. Rebuke me not for That, which you pro- 


voke; 


Ihe virtue of your eye muſt break my oath *. 
Prin. You nick-name virtue; vice you ſhould have 


ſpoke : 


For virtue's office never Dran men's och. 
Now, by my maiden honour, yet as pure 
As the unſully'd lilly, I proteſt, 
A world of torments though I ſhould endure, 
1 would not yield to be your houſe's gueſt ; | 
So much I hate a breaking cauſe to be 
Of heav'nly oaths, yow'd with integrity. 
King. O, you have liv'd in deſolation here, 
Unſeen, unviſited, much to our ſhame. 
Prin. Not fo, my lord; it is not fo, I ſwear ; 
We have had paſtimes here, and pleaſanr _ 
A meſs of Ryans left us but of late. 
Hing. How, Madam? Ruſſians? 
Prin. Ay, in truth, my lord; | 


Trim gallants, full of courtſhip, and of ſtate. 
RN. Madam, ſpeak true. 
My lady, to the manner of theſe days, 


It is not fo, my lord: 


In courteſy gives undeſerving praiſe. 


We four, indeed, confronted were with four 


In Ryfian habit: here they ſtay'd an hour, 


And talk'd apace; and in that hour, my lord, 


They did not bleſs us with one happy word. 


I dare not call them fools ; but this I think, 


When they are thirſty, fools would fain have drink. 


3 The virtue of your eye MUST 

break my bath. Common 
ſenſe requires us to read, 

MADE break my oath, 


7. e. made me. And then the. 


reply is pertinent It was the 


force of your beauty that made 


me break my oath, therefore you 


5 ought not to upbraid me with a 


crime which you vourGlf was the 
cauſe of. WaRBURTON, 
J believe the author means 


that the virtue, in which word goed 
_ neſsand poaber are both compriſed, 


muft diſſolve the obligation of the 
oath.. The princeſs, in her an- 
ſwer, takes the moſt invid1ous 
part of the _— 

Birm 


| Here ſtand I, lady, dart thy {kill at me; 
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Biron. This jeſt i is dry to me. Fair, gentle, ſweet, 


Vour wit makes wiſe things fooliſh ; when we greet ? 


With eyes beſt ſeeing heaven's fiery eye, 


By light we loſe light; your capacity 


Is of that nature, as to your huge ſtore 


8 Wiſe things ſeem fooliſh, and rich things but poor. 


Ro. This proves you wiſe and rich; Hy in wy 
eye — 

Biron. I am a fool, and full of poverty. 

Ko. But that you take what doth to you belong, 


i Ir were a fault to ſnatch words from my tongue. 


Biron. O, 1 am yours, and all that! poſſeſs. 
Ref. All the fool mine? - 


Biron. I cannot give you leſs. 


= Ko. Which of the vizors was it, that you wore ? ? 


Biron. Where? when? what vizor ? why demand 
you this ? 
Roſ. There, then, that vizor, that ſuperfluous 83 


| That hid the worſe, and ſhew'd the better face. 


Hing. We are deſcried; they l mock us now daun 
right, 
Dum. Let us confeſs, . turn it to a jeſt. 


Prin. Amaz'd, my lord? why looks your a 
ſack ! 


Roß. Help, hold his brows, he'll ſwoon: why look 
you pale ? 


| Sea-ſick, I think, coming from Muſcovy. 


Biron, Thus pour the ſtars down plagues for Per- | 
Jury. 
Can any face of braſs hold longer out * 2 
Bruiſe me with ſcorn, confound me with a flout J 
Thruſt thy ſharp wit quite through my ignorance ; 
Cut me to pieces with thy keen conceit; . 
And I will wiſh thee never more to dance, 
Nor never more in Ryffian habit Walt. 8 


This is a very lofty and elegant compliment. CES 
EST 1 
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Ol never will I truſt to ſpeeches penn'd, 
Nor to the motion of a ſchool-boy's tongue; 
Nor never come in vizor to my friend, 
Nor woo in rhime, like a blind harper” 8 ſong. 
Taffata-phraſes, ſilken terms preciſe, 
Three: pil'd hyperboles, ſpruce affectation, 
Figures pedantical, theſe ſummer: flies, 
Have blown me full of maggat oſtentation: 
do forſwear them; and J here proteſt, 
By this white glove, (how White the hand, God 
knows !) 
Henceforth my wooing mind ſhall be expreſt 
In ruſſet yeas, and honeſt kerſy noes : 
And to begin, wench, (ſo God help me, law!) 
My love to thee is found, /ans crack or flaw. 
Rof. Sans, ſans, J pray you. 
Biron. Yet I have a trick 
Of the old rage: bear with me, Lam ſick. 
PII leave it by degrees : ſoft, let us ſee; 
Write“, Lord have mercy on us, on thoſe three; 
They are infected, in their hearts it lies; Ss 
They have the plague, and caught it of your eyes; . 
Theſe lords are viſited, you are not free; 5 
For the lord's rokens on you both I ſee. 
Prin. No, they are free, that gave theſe tokens 
to us. 
Brron. Our ſtates are forfeit, ſeek not to undo us. 
Rof. It is not ſo; for how can this be true 
That you ſtand forfeit, b eing thoſe that ſue: ? 


Biron. Peace, for } will not have to do with 5 
of. 


* Writ, &c. J This was the pore are the firſt ſpots or diſco- 
inſcription put upon the door of lorations by which the infection 
the houſes infected with the is known to be received. 


plague, to which Biron compares how can this be true, 
the love of himſelf and his com- That you ſhould forfeit, bring 
panions; and purſuing the meta- thoſe that ſue.) That is, how 


phor finds the zokers likewiſe. on can thoſe be liable to forfeiture 


the ladies. The rokens of the that begin the proceſs. oy 
| = 


he? fr. 
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R Nor ſhall not, if I do as I intend. 
Brron. Speak for yourſelves, my wit is at an end. 
Lang. Teach us, ſweet Madam for our rude tranſ- 

greſſion 

Some fair excuſe. 

Prin. The faireſt is confeſſion. 

Were you not here, but even now, diſguis'd ? 
Hing. Madam, I was. | 
Prin. And were you well advis'd ? 

Hing. I was, fair Madam. g 
Prin. When you then were here, 

What did you whiſper in your lady's ear? 

King. That more than all the world I did reſpect 
| her. 

Prin. When ſhe ſhall challenge chis, you will re- 
1 
King. Upon mine honour, no. 


Prin. Peace, peece, forbear: 
| Your oath once broke, you force not to forſwear *. 


King. Deſpiſe me, when I break this oath of mine. 
Prin. J will, and therefore keep it. N 5 


What did the Ruſſian whiſper in your ear! 


Ro. Madam, he ſwore, that he did hold me dear 


A precious, eye- ſight; and did value me 


Above this world; adding thereto, moreover, 
That he would wed me, or elſe die my lover. 
Prin. God give thee joy of him! the noble lord 


; Moſt honourably doth uphold his word. 


King. What mean you, Madam? by my life, my 
troth, 


| I never ſwore this lady ſuch an oath. 


Ro. By heav'n, you did; and to confirm i it plain, 
You gave me this; but rake it, Sir, again. 


\ 


jeſt lies in the ambiguity of /uc, you make no d. Neully. This 3 is a 
Which ſignifies to proſecute by law, very juſt obſervation. The crime 
Or tO offer a petition. | which has been once committed, 
* You force not to forſwcear.] is committed again with * re- 
You force not is the lame with luctance. 


Ning. 
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Ring. My faith, and this, to th' Princeſs I did give; 

I knew her by this jewel on her ſleeve. — 
Prin. Pardon me, Sir, this jewel did ſhe wear: 

And lord Biron, I thank him, is my Dear. | 

What? will you have me? or your pearl again? 
Biron. Neither of either: I remit both twain. 

I fee the trick on't; here was a conſent, 

(Knowing aforchand of our merriment) 

To daſh it, like a Chriſtmas comedy. 

Some carry-tale, ſome pleaſe-man, ſome flight zany, 

Some mumble-news, ſome. trencher-knight, ſome 

Dick, | | | 

Thar ſmiles his cheek in years*,-and knows the wick 

To make my lady laugh, when the's diſpos'd, 

Told our intents before; which once diſclos'd, 

The ladies did change Favours, and then we, 

Following the ſigns, woo'd but the ſign of ſhe: 

Now to our perjury to add more terror, 

We are again forſworn; in will, and error“. 

Much Sport this it is. And might not You 

2 [To Boyet, 

Foreſtal our ſport, to make us thus untrue ? 

Do not you know my lady's foot by th? ſquier, ” 

And laugh upon the apple of her eye, 

And ſtand berween her back, Sir, and the fire, 
Holding a trencher, jeſting merrily ? 


ſmiles his check in See the note on that line. 
years, Mr. Th:obald But the Oxf#rd editor was in the 
ſays, he cannot, for his heart, ſame caſe, and fo alters it to fer. 


comprehend the ſenſe of this phraſe. WARBURTON. 


4 


It was not his heart but his head = will and error. 
that ſtood in his way. In years, Much upon this it is — And might 

fignifies, into wrinkles, So in mot Von.] I believe this pal- 
. The Merchant of Venice, | des. ſhould be read thus, 


HTth mirth and laughter let aid | in auill and error. 
Wir vnkles me. Boyet. Much upon this it is. 
| Biron. Aud 1 not you, &c. 


| ” You 
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You put our Page out: go, you are allowed“; 
Die when you will, a ſmock ſhall be your ſhrowd. 


| You leer upon me, do you; there s an eye, | 


Wounds like a leaden ſword. 
Boyet. Full merrily 

Hath this brave Manage, this Career, been run. 
Biron. Lo, he is tilting ſtrait. Peace, I have done. 


Enter Coſtard. | 


: Welcome, pure wit, thou parteſt a fair fray. 


Cot. O Lord, Sir, they would know 
Whether the three Worthies ſhall come in, or no. 
Biron. What are there but three? 
Coſt. No, Sir, but it is very fine; 
For every one purſents three. 
Biron. And three times three is nine? 
Caſt. Not fo, Sir, under correction. Sir; I hope, 
it is not ſo, 
You cannot beg us“, Sir; I can aſſure you, Sir, we 
know + 
What we know: I hope, three times three, Sir 
Biron. Is not nine. | 
Co/t. Under correction, Sir, we know where until 
it doth amount. | 
Biron. By Jove, 1 always took three threes ſor nine. 
Coſt. O Lord, Sir, it were pity you ſhould der your 


living by reckoning; Sir, 


Biron. How much is it? , 

CH. O Lord, Sir, the parties e the ac- 
tors, Sir, will ſhew where until it doth amount; for 
my own part, I am, as they ſay, but to perfect one 
man in one poor man, ee the Great, Sir. 


© — go, you are alla 3 7 Va cannot beg u.] That i is, 


. e. you may ſay what you will; we are not fools, our next rela- 


you are a licenſed fool, a com- tions cannot beg the ward{hip of 
mon jeſter. 80 Tavelfth Night. our perſons and fortunes. One 
There is no ſlander in an allow'd of the legal teſts of a Fatural is 
Vol.. WarBukrTon. to try whether he can number. 


Br on. 
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Biron. Art thou one of the Worthies ? 

Coſt. It pleaſed them to think me worthy of "= 
pion the Great: for mine own part, I know not the 
degree of the Worthy ; but I am to ſtand for him. 

Biron. Go bid them prepare. | 

CM. We will turn it finely oft, Sir, we will take 


ſome care. 
Ring. Biron, they will ſhame us; 5 them not ap- 


proach. | [Exit Coſt, 

Biron. We are ſhame-proof, my lord; and 'tis ſome 

policy | 

To have one Show worſe than the King's s and his 
| Company. 


King. I ſay, they ſhall not come. 
Prin. Nay, my good lord, let me O'er- rule you 
now; 

That ſport beſt pleaſes, that doth leaſt know how *. 
Where zeal ſtrives to content, and the contents 

Dies in the zeal of that which it preſents ; 
Their form, confounded, makes moſt form in mirth; 
When great things, labouring, periſh in their birth. 

Biron. A right deſcription of our ſport, my lord. 


* That ſport beſt pleaſes, ewhich Die in the zeal of him avhich 


doth leaſt know how. them preſents. 
Where zeal ſtri ves to content, This ſentiment of the Princeſs is 
and the contents very natural, but leſs generous 
oy in the zeal of that which than that of the Amazonian 
preſents ; Queen, who ſays on a like occa- 
Teil, form, &c.] | ſion in Midſummer-Night's Dream, 
The third line may be read 1 love not to ſee wretchedutſi 

better thus, | oercharg'd, 

The contents | Nor duty in bis chin * 


ing. 


> wr 


8 
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SCENES) 
| Enter Armado. 


Arm. Anointed, I implore ſo much expence of thy 
royal ſweet breath, as will utter a brace of words. 
Prin. Doth this man ſerve God? | 

Biron. Why aſk you? Lon ” 

Prin. He ſpeaks not like a man of God's making. 

Arm. That's all one, my fair, ſweet, honey mo- 
narch ; for, I proteſt, the ſchoolmaſter is exceeding 
fantaſtical ; too, roo vain; too, too vain: bu we 
will put it, as they ſay, to fortuna de la guerra, I 
wiſh you the peace of mind, moſt royal coupple- 
ment. : 5 1 
Ling. Here is like to be a good preſence of Wor- 
thies: he preſents Hector of Troy; the ſwain, Pompey 
the Great; the pariſh curate, Alexander; Armado's 
page, Hercules; the pedant, Judas Mar habeus. 


And if theſe four Worthies in their firſt Show thrive, 


Theſe four will change habits, and preſent the other five. 
Biron. There are five in the firſt Show. 
ting. You are deceiv'd, 'tis not fo. „ 
Biron. The pedant, the braggart, the hedge-prieſt, 
the fool, and the boy. 1 1 | 
A bare throw at Novum ?, and the whole world again, 
Cannot prick out five ſuch, take each one in's vein. 
King. The ſhip is under fail, and here ſhe comes 
amain. | | : 


Enter Coſtard for Pompey, 
Coſt. I Pompey am — - 


9 A bare throw at Novum.] intended between the play of ine 
This paſſage I do not underſtand. pins and the play of the nine 
I fancy that. Novum ſhould be worthies, but it lies too deep for 
Novem, and the ſame alluſion is my inveſtigation. 


Vo, BE „ Boyet, 
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Boyet. You lye, you are not he. | 


Coſt. I Pompey am 
Boyet. With Labbard's head on rake . 


Biron. Well ſaid, old mocker: [ muſt needs be 
friends with thee. 


Cet. I Pompey am, Pompey ſurnantd the Big. 
Dum. The Great. 
Coſt. It i is Great, Sir; Pompey, Jurnan'd the Great; 
That "oft in field, with targe and ſhield, 
| Did make my foe to feveat : 
And travelling along this coaſt, I here am come by chance; ; 


- And lay my arms before the legs of this Feet Laſs of 


France. 
If your ladyſhip would ſay, © ae I had 
done. 
Prin. Great thanks, great Pompey. 
Coft. Tis not ſo much worth; but, Pope, I Was 
perfect. I made a little fault in great. | 
Bi ron. Web hat to a dae r proves the 


beſt Worthy. 


Enter Nathanael for Alexander. 
Nath, When in the world I liv'd, I WAS the world's 1 


Commander, 
By eaſt, weſt, north and fouth, I ſpread: my conquering 


might ; 


z My *Sutcheon plain 3 that I am Alifander. 


Boyet. Vour noſe ſays, no, you are not; for it ſtands 


too right, | 
Biron. Your noſe ſmells, no, in his; oſt age 


_ imelling Knight. 


Vith Libbard's Bead on knee. ] ſhoulders had uſually, by way of 


This alludes to the old heroic ornament, the reſemblance of 3 
habits, * on the Knees and LO or Lion head. 


5 8 


Prin, 
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Prim. The Conqueror is diſmaid: proceed, . | 
Alexander. 
- Nath. When in the world I liv'd, 15 was the world's 
Commander. 

Boyel. Moſt true, 'tis right; you were o, Ali 22 
Biron. Pompey the Great, 
Cot. Your ſervant, and Coſtard. 

Biron. Take away the Conqueror, take away Ali- 


ſander. 
Coſt. O Sir, you have overthrown Aliſander the 


- Congneg [to Nath.] You will be ſcraped out of the 
5 painted cloth for this; your lion that holds the poll- 
ax ſitting on a cloſe- ſtool, will be given to Ajax ; 
he will be then the ninth Worthy. A Conqueror, and 
afraid to ſpeak ? run away for ſhame, Aliſander. [ Exit 
Nath.] There, an't ſhall pleaſe you; a fooliſh mild 
man; an honeſt man, look you, and ſoon daſh'd. He 
is a marvellous good neighbour, inſooth, and a very 
good bowler ; but for Ali zſander, alas, you ſee, how 
eis —a little o'erparted — but there are Worthies a 
coming will ſpeak their mind in ſome other fort. 


Biron. Stand aſide, good Pompey: 


; Enter Holofernes for Tadas, and Moth 85 13 


Hal. Great Hercules is preſented by this imp, 
Whoſe club kill'd Cerberus, that three-headed 


And when he was a babe, a child, a ſhrimp, [canus; 


Thus did he ſtrangle ſerpents in his manus : 


| 2401am, he ſeemeth in minority; 


Ergo, I come with this apology 


17% Moth.] Keep ſome {tate in thy Exit, and - vaniſh; 


Hol. Judas I am. [Exit Moth. 
Dum. A Judas. 7 _ 
Hol Not Iſcariot, Sir; | 


 Alluding to the arms given There is a conceit of fox 


to the nine Worthies in the old and 4 Jakes. 


thſtory, HanMER, 


P 2 8 Judas 8 
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Judas I am, ycleped Machabeus. 
Dum. Judas Machabeus clipt, is plain Judas. 


Biron. A kiſſing traitor. How art thou proy'd 


Judas? 
Hal. Judas I am. 

Dum. The more ſhame for you! Judas, ” 
Hel. What mean you, Sir ? 15 
Boyet. To make Judas hang himſelf. 

Hol. Begin, Sir, you are my elder. 


Biron. Well follow'd; Judas was hang'd on an Elder. 


Hol. 1 will not be put out of countenance. 
Biron. Becauſe thou haſt no face. 
Hol. What is this? 5 
Boyet. A cittern head. 
Dum. The head of a bodkin. 
Biron. A death's face in a ring. 
Long. The face of an old Roman coin, ſcarce ſeen, 
Boyet. The pummel of Cz/ar's faulchion. 
Dum. The carv'd-bone face on a flaik. 
Biron. St. George's half-cheek in a brooch. 
Dum. Ay, and in a brooch of lead. 
Biron. Ay, and worn in the cap of a tooth- drawer; 
And now, forward ; for we have put thee in counte- 
Nance. | 
Hel. You have put me out of countenance. 
Biron. Falſe ; we have given thee faces. 
Hol. But you have out-fac'd them all. 


Biron. An thou wert a lion, we would do ſo. 


Boyet. Therefore, as he is an aſs, let him go. 
And ſo adieu, ſweet Jude; nay, why doſt thou ſtay! 
Dum. For the latter end of his name. 


Biron. For the Aſs to the Tung give it him. Judi 


away. 
Hol. This is not generous, not gentle, not humble 
Boyet. A light for monſieur Judas,; it grows dark 
be may ſtumble. 
Prin. Alas! poor MO how he hath beet 
baited ! 

Ente 


. 2 
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Rider Armado, | 
Biron, Hide thy head, Achilles, here comes Hector 


in arms. 
Dum. Tho' my mocks come home by me, 1 wil | 
now be merry. 
King. Hector was but a 7. rojah. in reſpeR of this, 
Boyet. But is this Hector? 
King. I think, Hector was not ſo clean- timber'd. 
Long. His leg is too big for Hector. 
Dum. More calf, certain. 
Boyet. No; he 1 is beſt indu'd in the fnall, 
Biron. T his can't be Hector. 
Dum. He's a God or a Painter, for he makes fin 
= Arm. The armipotent Mars, of lances Almighty, 
Cave Hector a gift, | | 
Dum. A gilt nutmeg. 
Biron. A lemon. 
Long. Stuck with cloves. 
Dum. No, cloven, 
Arm. The armipotent Mars, if lances „ 
Gave Hector a gift, the heir of lion; | 
4 man ſo breath'd, that certain he would fi bt ye 
From morn till night, out Ly h1S peril ion. 
Jam that Flower, , 
Dum. That mint, 
Long. That columbine. | 
Arm. Sweet lord Longueville, rein thy tongue. 
Long. I muſt rather give it the rein; for it runs 
| againſt Hector. 
Dum. Ay, and Hector's a grey- hound. 
Arm. The ſweet War- man is dead and rotten; 
Sweet chucks, beat not the bones of the bury'd: 
But J will forward with my device, 
[To the Princeſs.] Sweet Nee beſtow on me the 
ſenſe of hearing. ._ 
Prin. Speak, brave Hector; we are much delighted, | 


Arm. Ido adore thy ſweet Grace C 
5 | Boyet. 
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Boyet. Loves her by the foot. - 

Dum. He may not, by the yard. 

Arm. This Hector far ſurmounted Hannibal. 
Coft. The Party is gone, fellow Hecker, ſhe 1 is gone ; 
ſhe is two months on her way. 
Arm. What mean'it thou? 
Coſt. Faith, unleſs you play the honeſt u hen, the 
pcor wench is caſt away; ſhe's quick, the child brags 
in her belly already. Tis yours. 
Arm. Doſt thou infamonize me among Potenrates? | 
Thou ſhalt die. 
Cot. Then hall Hector be whipt for Jaquenetta, 
that is quick by him; and hang'd for — that is 
dead by him. 
Dum. Moſt rare Paper 
Boyet. Renowned / 'ompey / 
Biron. Greater than great, great, great, great Po- 
705 / Pompey the huge! 
Dum. Hector trembles. 
Biron. Pompey is mov'd; more Alte, more Ates; 
ſtir them on, ſtir them on. 
Dum. Hecter will challenge . 
Biron. Ay, if he have no more man's blood in's 
belly than will ſup a flea. 

Arm. By the north pole, I do challenge wee: 
Cod. L will not fight with a pole, like a northern 
man: PII flaſh; Pll do- t by the Sword : 1 pr by * 

let me borrow my arms * again. +» 
Dum. Room for the incenſed Worthies. 
Coft. VII do't in my ſhirt. 
Dum. Moſt reſolute Pompey / 
Moth. Maſter, let me take you a button - hole lower. 
Do ye not fee, Pompey is uncaſing the the combat: 
5 what mean you : 4 you will loſe your reputation. 


1 


: More Ates. ] That 1 is, more * — arm. The wea- : 
inſtigation. Are was the miſ- pons and armour which he wore | 
chievous goddeſs that incited in che character of 4 WY 


Klondined. 
Arm. 


WA TY 


want of linnen *; 


1 heavy in my tongue. 
Prin. Dead, for my life. 


* 
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ren. Gentlemen, and ſoldiers, pardon me; I will 


not combat in my ſhirt. 


Dum. You may not deny”! it, Pompey hath n+ the 


challenge. 


Arm. Sweet bloods, I both may and will. 
Biron. What reaſon have you for't? 
Arm, The naked truth of ir is, I have no ſhirt; 1 | 


go woolward for penance. 


Boyet. True, and it was enjoin'd him in Rome for 


; ſince when, I'll be ſworn, he wore 
none but a ai leur of Faquenetta's, and that he 55 
wears next his heart for a Favour. 15 


SCENE X. 


Enter Macaxd.. 


Mac. God ſave you, Madam; : | 
Prin. Welcome, Macard, but that thou interrupteſl 


our. merriment. 


Mac. I'm ſorry, Madam; for 1 5 news I bring 


The King . father — 3: 


% 


Mac. Even ſo: my Tale is told. _ 
Biron, Worthies, away; the Scene begins to cloud. 
Arm, For my own part. [ breathe free breath ; 1: 


4 h was enjoin him i in "I | 
| for ewant of linnen;] This may 


poſſibly allude to a ſtory, well 


known in our author's time, to 


this Effet, AS paniard at Rome 


falling in a duel, as he lay expir- 


ing, an intimate friend, by 
chance, came by, 
him his belt Gs The dy- 
ing man told him he had but — 
requeſt to make to him, but con- 
Jured him by the memory of their 
paſt "— punctually to com- 


and offered 


ply with it, which was, not to 
ſuffer him to be ſtript, but to 
bury him as he lay, in the ha- 
bit he then had on. When this 
was promiſed, the Spaniard cloled 


his eyes, and expired with great 


compoſure and reſignation. But 
his friend's curioſi y prevailing 
over his good faith, % had him 
ſtript, and found, to his great 


ſurpriſe, that he was without a 
in. WARBURTON. 


P4 have 
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have ſeen the days of wrong through the little hole of 
diſcretion *, and I will right b myſelf like a ſoldier. 


[Exeunt Warthies, 


King. How fares your Majeſty ?* 
Prin. Boyet, prepare; I will away ta night. 
King. Madam, not fo; I do heſeech you, ſtay. 
Prin. Prepare, I ſay.— I thank you, gracious lords, 
For all your fair endeavours; and entreat, 
Out of a new-ſad foul, that you vouchſafe 
In your rich wiſdom to excuſe, or hide, 
The liberal oppoſition of our ſpirits; 
If over-boldly we have borne ourſelves 
In the converſe of breath*®, your gentleneſs 


Was guilty of it. 


Farewel, worthy lord; 


An heavy heart bears not a nimble tongue“: 
Excuſe me ſo, coming fo thort of thanks, 
For my great Suit ſo caſily obtain'd. 

Ring. The extreme part of time extremely forms 
All cauſes to the purpoſe of his ſpeed; ; 
And often, at his very looſe, decides 
Thar, which long Proceſs could not arbitrate. 

And though the mourning brow of N 
Forbid the ſmiling courteſy of love, 


The holy ſuit which fain it would convince *; ; 


: "They few the days of 
WRONG through the little hole of 
diſcretion, J This has no 
meaning; we ſhould read, the 
day of RIGHT, i. e. I have fore- 


| feen that a day will come when 


I ſhall have juſtice done me, and 


therefore I prudently reſerve my- 


ſelf for that time. 
WARBURTON. 


line, mean 7nterchange. 
7 An heavy Heart bears not an 


humble 7 — ] Thus all the 


Pet 


Editions; but, ſurely, without 
either Senſe or ee None are 
more humble in Speech, than they 
who labour under any Oppreſ- 
ſion. The Princeſs is deſiring, 
her Grief may apologize for her 
not expreſſing her Obligations at 
large; and my Correction is con- 
formable to that Sentiment. Be- 


- ſides, there is an Antithefis be- 
s In the converſe of breath —] 
Perhaps conwzer/e may, in this 


tween heavy and nimble; but be- 

tween heavy and humble, there is 

none. Tu REO BALD. 
$ Which fain it awould 


convince ;] We muſt read, 
— which 
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vet ſince love's argument was firſt on foot, 

Let not the cloud of ſorrow juſtle it 

From whar it purpos'd: Since, to wail friends loſt, 

Is not by much ſo wholeſome, profitable, 

As to rejoice at friends but newly found. 
Prin. I underſtand you not, my griets are double. 
Biron. » Honeſt plain words beſt pieree che ear of 


grief; 


And by theſe badges deri the king. 

For your fair ſakes have we neglected time, 
Play'd foul play with our oaths : your beauty, ladies, 
Hath much deform'd us, faſhioning our humours 
Even to th' oppoſed end of our intents; 

And what in us hath ſeem'd ridiculous, 

As love is full of unbefitting ſtrains, | 

All wanton as a child, ſkipping in vain, 
Form'd by the eye, and therefore like the eye, 
Full of {traying ſhapes, of habits, and of forms, 
Varying in ſubjects as the eye doth rowl, 

To every varied object in his glance; 

With party-coated preſence of looſe love 

Put on by us, if, in your heav'nly eyes, 

Have miſbecom'd our oaths and gravities ; 

Thoſe heav'nly eyes, that look into theſe faults, - 
" Suggeſted us to make them: therefore, ladies, 
Our love being yours, the error that love makes 


Is likewiſe yours. We to ourſelves prove falſe *, 


— a fain would it convince ; 
| that is, the entreaties of love, 
which would fain over-powwer 


grief. So Lady Macbeth declares, 


That ſhe will convince the cham- 
berlain æuith avine, 

7 —  Honeft plain words, & —] 
As it ſeems not very proper ſor 
Biron to court the princeſs tor 
the King i in the king's preſence, 
at this critical moment, J believe 


_ perſon. 


By 


the ſpeech is given to a wrong 
I read thus, 

Prin. 7 underſland you not, my 
griefs are double: 
Honeſt plain words beſt pierce the 

ear of grief. 
King. And by the/e badges, &c. 
 Suppeſied us ———}] RE 


| is, tenpted us. 


— We to ourſelwes pod 


fe aljes 
By 
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By being once falſe, for ever to be true 


To thoſe that make us both; fair ladies, you: x k 


And even that falſhood, in Irſelf a fin, 

_ Thus purifies itſelf, and turns to Grace, 
Prin. We have receiy'd your letters, full of love; j 

Your Favours, the embaſſadors of love: 

And in our maiden council rated them 

At courtſhip, pleaſant jeſt, and courteſy; 

As bombaſt, and as lining to the tine? 

But more devout than this, in our reſpects *, 

Have we not been; and therefore met your loves, 

In their own faſhion: like a merriment. 


Dum. Oar letters, Madam, ſhew' d much more dan 


jeſt. 
Lang So did our looks. 


Roß. We did not cote them ſo *, 


Ring. Now at the lateſt minute of the your, | 


Grant us your loves. 


Prin. A time, methinks, too ths: 
To make a world-without-end bargain 1 in; 


No, no, my lord, your Grace i is per jur d much, 


By Ries once faiſe, for ever to le 
true ; 
To theje that made us falſe. 1. 
We ſhould read, 
Me to ourſi Foes prove true. 


3 45 bombaſt, end as lining to 


the time:] This line is obſcure. 
Bombaſt was a kind of looſe tex- 
ture not unlike what is now called 
 evadding, uſed to give the dreſſes 
of that time bulk and protube- 
rance, without much encreaſe of 
weight; whence the ſame name 
is yet given a tumour of words 
unſupported by ſolid ſentiment, 


The . princeſs, therefore, ſays, 


that they conſidered this court- 
ſhip as but bombaſf, as ſome- 
thing to fill out lite, which not 
being cloſely united with it, 


might be thrown away at. «ples 


ſure. 


4 But more devout, than THEs: 


ARE our reſpects _ 


Have abe not been; —] This 
nonſenſe ſhould be read thus, 
But more devout than TH15, 
(s AVE our 8 ) 


Have we not been; 


i. e. fave the reſpect we owe to 


your majeſty” s quality, your court. 


ſhip we have laughed at, and 


made a jeſt of. 


WARBURTON: 


J read with Sir T7. Hanmer, 
But more devout than this, in 


our reſpects. 


se did not cor them +.) 
We ſhould read, * E, eſteem, 


reckon. 


Ful 
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Full of dear guiltineſs; and therefore, this — 

If for my love (as there is no ſuch cauſe) _ 

You will do aught, this ſhall you do for me: 

Your oath I will not truſt; but go with ſpeed 

Jo ſome forlorn and naked Hermitage, 

Remote from all the pleaſures of rhe world; 

There ſtay, until the twelve celeſtial Signs 

Have brought about their annual reckoning. 

If this auſtere inſociable life p | 

Change not your offer made in heat of blood ; 

If froits and faſts, hard lodging, and thin weeds 

Nip not the gaudy bloſſoms of your love, | 

But that it bear this trial, and laſt love; 

Then, at the expiration of the year, | 

Come challenge ; challenge me, by rheſe deſerts; 
And by this virgin palm, now kifling thine, 
l will be thine; and 'till that inſtant ſnuut 
My woful ſelf up in a mourning houſe, 
# Raining the tears of lamentation, 

For the remembrance of my father's death. 

If this thou do deny, let our hands part; 


Neither intitled in the other's heart. | 
King. If this, or more than this, I would deny, 
1 Jo flatter up theſe powers of mine with reſt 5; 
The ſudden hand of death cloſe up mine eye! | 
Hence, ever then, my heart is in thy breaſt. 
Biron. And what to me, my love? and what to. 


me?! Ops 


2 


6 Jo FLATTER up theſe powers Platter or ſooth is, in my opi- 
of mine. avith reſt;} We. ſhould nion, more appoſite to the king's 
read, FETTER 2%, 1. e. the tur- purpoſe than fetter. Perhaps we 

| bulence of his paſſion, which may read, EE 
hindered him from ſleeping, while To fatter on theſe hours of time 
he was uncertain whether ſhe  awoithreſt; 5 
would have him or not. So that That is, I would not deny to 
he ſpeaks to this purpoſe, F live in the hermitage, to make 
| would not do more than this to the year of delay paſs in quiet. 
| gain my ewonted repoſe, may that 7 Biron. ¶ And what to me, my 
repoſe end in my death, WaR BZ. Love? andwhat to me : 5 
„ | of. 
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Roſ. You muſt be purged too, your {ins are rank, 
You are attaint with fault and perjury : 
Therefore, if you my favour meant to get, 
A twelve-month ſhall you ſpend, and never reſt, 
Bur ſee the weary beds of people ſick. 
Dum. But what to me, my love? but what to me ? 
Cath. A wite—a beard, fair health and honeſty ; 
With three-fold love I with you all theſe three. 
Dum. O, ſhall I fay, I thank you, gentle wife? 
Cath. Not ſo, my lord——a twelve month and 2 


_day— 


P11 mark no words that ſmooth-fac'd wooers ſay, 
Come, when the King doth to my lady come; 


Then, if I have much love, I 


I'll give you ſome. 


Dum. I'll ſerve thee true and faithfully till then. 
Cath. Yer ſwear not, leſt ye be fa again, 


Long. 


What ſays Maria? 


Mar. At the tw elye-month's end, 

I'll change my black gown for a faithful end, 
Long. T1] ſtay with patience ; but the time is long, 
Mar. The liker you; few taller are ſo young. 
| Biron, Studies my lady? miſtreſs look on me, 

Behold the window of my heart, mine eye, 

What humble Suit attends chy anſwer there; 


Roſ. You muſt te 1 too 
your Sins are rank : 

You are attaint wvith Fault and 

| Perjury ; | 

Therefore if you my Fawour mean 
to get, 

A Twelvemonth fall you ond, 


and ever reſt, 


But feel the weary Beds of People | 
CR. 


Theſe fix Verſes both Dr. Thirl- 
by and Mr. Warburton concur to 
think ſhould be expung'd; and 

therefore I have put them be- 
* tween Crochets : 


Elegance. 


Not that they 
were an Interpolation, but as the 


Author's firſt Draught, which he 

afterwards rejected; and exe- 
cuted the ſame Thought a little 
lower with much more Spirit and 
Shakeſpeare is not to 
anſwer for the preſent abſurd re- 
petition, but his Acor-Editors ; 
who, thinking Roſalind s Speech 
too Iong in the ſecond Plan, had 
abridg'd it to the Lines above 


quoted: but, in publiſhing the 
; Play, ſtupidly printed both the 


Ori ginal Speech of 8 hakeſpeare, 


and their own : Abridgment of it. 
'THEOBALD, 


- Impoſe 


| 
. LOVEs LABOURs LOST. et 
| Impoſe ſome ſervice on me for thy love. ST 
Ry. Oft have I heard of you, my lord Bzron. 
Before I ſaw you; and the world's large wah 
Proclaims you for a man replete with mocks; 
Full of compariſons and wounding flouts; 
Which you on all eſtates will execute, 
That lie within the mercy of your wit: We 
To weed this wormwood from your fruitful br ain, 
And therewithal to win me, if you pieaſe, 
Wirhout the which I am not to be won; 
Jou ſhall this twelve-month term from day to day 
Viſit the ſpeechleſs Sick, and {till converſe _ 
With groaning wretches ; and your talk ſhall be, 
With all the fierce endeavour of your wit, 
' enforce the pained Impotent to ſmile. 
Biron. To move wild laughter in the throat of 
death ? 
It cannot be, it is impoſſible : 
x Mirth cannot move a ſoul in agony. 
Ni. Why, that's the way to choaka gibing ſpirit, 
Whoſe influence is begot of that locſe grace, „ 
Which ſhallow-laughing hearers give to fools: | 
A jeſt's proſperity lies in the ear 
Of him that hears it, never in the tongue 
Of him that makes it: then, if fickly « ears, 
Deaft with the clamours of their own * deur groans, 
Will hear your idle ſcorns; continue then, | 
And TI will have yon, and chat fault withal: 
Bur if they will not, throw away that ſpirit; 
And I ſhall find you empty of that fault, 
Right joyful of your Reformation. | | 
Biron. Atwelve-month? well; befal, what w ill befal, 
_Tljeſta twelve- month in an Hoſpiral. | | 
Prin. Ay, ſweet my lord, and ſo I take my leave. 
[To the Ring. 
- No, Madam; we will bring you on your way. 


. — dear ſhould here, as in many other places, we dere, ſad, ' 
Ps, 


Biron. 
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Biron. Our wooing doth not end like an old Play; 

Fack hath not Fill; theſe ladies) courteſy 
Might well have made our ſport a Comedy. 
| King. Come, Sir, it wants a twelve: month and a 
day, 

And then *rwill edde. i 
Biron. That's too long for a Play. 


Enter Apmarhs 


" Az: Sweer Majeſty, vouchſafe me — 

Prin. Was not that Hector? 

Dum. That worthy Knight of Trey. ” 

Arm. 1 will kiſs thy royal finger, and take leave. 1 
am a Votary ; I have vow'd to Jaquenetta to hold the 
plough for her ſweet love three years. But, moſt 
eſtcem'd Greatneſs, will you hear the dialogue that 
the two learned men have compiled, in praiſe of the 
owl and the cuckow ? it ſhould have follow'd in the 
end of our Show. 

King. Call them forth quickly, we wh do 15 

Arm. Holla approach. — 


Enter all, for the . 
This fide is Hiems, winter. : 
This Ver, the ſpring ; the one maintained by the owl, 
The other by the cuckow. 
Ver, begin. 


The 8 O N 6. 
SPRING: 
When daizies pied, and violets blue®, 
And lady-ſmocks all ſilver white, 


5 5 cuckow-buds of yellow hue, 
| Do PR the meadows with aan 3 


The | 
a The firſt lines of this ſong N by Mr. Theobald. = 


: Ut were 8 3 715 have 188 Do paint the meadows with 
2 delight; 
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1 cukoww then on every err 
 Mocks married men; for hat inge „ 


Cuckow ! 


Cuckow ! cuckow! O wind of fear, 
U npleaſi mg to a married ear! | 
When ſhepherds pipe on oaten ſtraws, 
And merry larks are ploughmens clocks : 
When turtles tread; and roots and datos; 
And maidens bleach their ſummer ſmocks s; 
The cuckow then on every tree 
Motks married men; for thus fl ings he, 


Cuckoww ! 


Cuckow ! bows O word of fear, 
U lee ing to a married ear“ 


WIN IT E R. 


IT ben rficles hang by the wall, 

And Dick the ſhepherd blows his nail; 
And Tom bears logs into the hall, 
And milk comes frozen home in pail; 
When blood is nipt, and ways be foul, 

Then nightly fings the flaring,” owl 


Tu-whit ! to-2whoo - 


—=— A merr 


nor, 


W hale 1 Jone doth keel the pot. 


When all aloud the wind doth blow, 

And coughing drowns the Parſon's ſac ; 

And birds ſit brooding i in the ſnow, 
And Marian' 8 7 looks red and raw; 


delight ] This is a pretty ru- 


ral ſong, in which the images 
are drawn with great force from 
nature, But this ſenſeleſs ex- 


pletive of painting with delight, 


J would read thus, 


Do paint the meadows-MUCn 


BEDICHT, 


7. e. much bedecked or adorned, 
as they are in ſpring- time. The 


epithet is proper, and the com- 


pound not inelegant. 
WaRBURTON. 


Much lefs elegant than the 
preſent reading. 


When 


Tu whit ! to-whoo . 
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When roaſted crabs hiſs in the bo, 
Then nightly ſings the flaring owl _ 


——— 


A merry note, 


While greaſy Jone doth keel the pot. 


Arm. The words of Mercury x 
Are harſh after the Songs of Apollo: 


You, that way ; we, this way. 


* In this play, which all the 
editors have concurred to cen- 
ſure, and ſome have rejected as 
unworthy of our Poet, it muſt 
be confeſſed that there are many 
paſſages mean, childiſh, and vul- 
gar ; and ſome which ought not 
to have been exhibited, as we 
are told they were, to a maiden 


queen. But there are ſcattered, 


through the whole, many ſparks 
of genius; nor is there any play 


that bas more evident marks of 


the hand of Shakeſpeare. 
Act I. Scene I. Pace 1 19. 


This child of fancy, that Ar- 
mado hight, &c.] This, as I have 
ſhewn, in the note in its place, 
relates to the ſtories in the books 
of Chivalry. A few words 
therefore concerning their Ori- 
gin and Nature may not be un- 
acceptable to the reader. As I 
don't know of any writer who 
has given any tolerable account 
of this matter: and eſpecially 
as Monſieur Huet, the Biſhop of 
Avranches, who wrote a formal 
treatiſe of the Origin of Roman- 
ces, has ſaid little or nothing of 
theſe in that ſuperficial work. 
For having brought down the 
account of romances to the later 


[Exeunt ones &. 


Greels, and entered upon thoſe 
compoled by the barbarous wel- 


tern writers, which have now 


the name of Romances almoſt ap- 
propriated to them, he puts the 
change upon his reader, and, 


inſtead of giving us an account 


of theſe books of Chivalry, one 


of the moſt curious and intereſt- 


ing parts of the ſubje& he pro- 
miſled to treat of, he contents 
himſelf with a long account of 
the Poems of the Provincial Writ- 
ers, called likewiſe Romances : 
and ſo, under the equivoyue of a 
common terin, drops his pro- 
per ſubje&,. and entertains us 


with another that had no relation 


to it more than in the name. 

The Spaniards were of all 
others the fondeſt of theſe fa- 
bles, as ſuiting belt their extra- 
vagant turn to gallantry and 
bravery ; which in time grew ſo 
exceſſive, as to need all the ef- 
ficacy of Cervantes's incompa- 


rable ſatire to bring them back 


to their ſenſes. The French ſuf- 
fered an eaſier cure from their 
Doctor Rabelais, who enough 
diſcredited the books of Chival- 
ry, by only uſing the extrava- 
gant ſtories of its Giants, &c. 
as a cover for another kind of 
ſatire againſt the refined 1 

85 a 


ACT, 


: The feole of which is to this ef- 
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of his countrymen; of which 
they were as much poſſeſſed as 
the Spaniards of their Romantic 


Bravery. A bravery our Shake- 
Peare makes their charaQeriſtic, 


in this deſcription of a Spaniſh 


Gentleman: 


A man of compliments, whom 
right and wrong | 
Have choſe as Umpire of their 

mutiny: | - 

This Child of fancy, that Ar- 
mado hight, = 

For interim fo our fludies, ſhall 
relate : 


SE 2 high-born words, the worth 


of many a Knight, 
From tawny Spain, loſt in the 
world's debate. 1 58 


fect: This Gentleman, ſays the 
ſpeaker, Hall relate to us the ce- 


ebrated Stories recorded in the old 


Romances, and in their very ſtile, 


Why he ſays, from taguny Spain, 


is becauſe, theſe Romances be- 


ing of Spaniſb Original, the He- 


roes and the Scene were gene- 
rally of that country. He ſays, 
laſt in the world's debate, becauſe 


the ſubject of thoſe Romances 
were the Cru/ades of the Euro- 
pean Chriſtians againſt the Sara- 


cens of Aſia and Africa. 

Indeed, the wars of the Chriſ- 
tians againſt the Pagans were the 
general ſubject of the Romances 
of Chivalry. They all ſeem to 


have had their ground-work in 


two fabulous Monk iſh hiſtorians: 
The one, who, under the name 
of Turpin Archbiſhop of Rheims, 
wrote the Hiſtory and Atchieve- 
ments of Charlemagne and his 


1 B. 1. C. 6. 


Ver, 7 


© 86 cards, 


225 
twelve Peers; to whom, inſtead 


of his father, they aſſigned the 
taſk of driving the Saracens out 


of France and the South parts of 


Spain : the other, our Geoffry ef 
Monmouth. IF; | | 
Two of thoſe Peers, whom 
the old Romances have rendered 
moſt famous, were Oliver and 
Rowland, Hence Shakeſpeare 
makes Alanſon, in the firſt part 
of Henry VI. ſay, Froy/ard, 
* a countryman of ours, re- 
England all Olivers. 
* and Rowlands bred, during 
« the time Edvard the Third 
« did reign.” In the Seaniſb 


Romance of Bernardo del Carpio, 


and in that of Roncefoalles, the 
feats of Roland are recorded un- 
der the name of Roldan el en- 


cantador; and in that of Palme- 


rin de Oliva, or ſimply Oliva, 


thoſe of Oliver: for Oliva is 


the ſame in Spaniſb as Olivier is 


in French. The account of their 


exploits is in the higheſt degree 
monſtrous and extravagant, as 
appears from the judgment paſ- 
ſed upon them by the Prieſt in 
Don Quixote, when he delivers 
the Knight's library to the ſecu - 
lar arm of the houſe-keeper, 
« Eccetuando a un Bernardo 
* del Carpio que anda por ay, 
« y à otro Ilamado Ronceſval- 
© les; que eſtos en Ilegando a 
« mis manos, an de eſtar en las 
de la ama, y dellas en las des 
** fuego fin remiſſion alguna *.” 
And of Olwer he ſays; “ eſſa 
% Oliva ſe haga luego rajas, y 
* ſe queme, que aun no queden 
« della las cenizas *.” The rea- 
ſonableneſs of this ſentence may 


be partly ſeen from one ſtory in 


2 Ibid. 
the 
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the Bernardo del Carpio, which 
tells us, that the cleft called Ro/- 
dan, to be ſeen on the ſummit of 
an high mountain in the king- 


dom of Valencia, near the town 


of Alicant, was made with a 
ſingle back-ſtroke of that hero's 
broad ſword. Hence came the 
proverbial expreſſion of our plain 
and ſenſible Anceſtors, who were 
much cooler readers of theſe ex- 


travagances than the Spaniards, 
of giving one @a Rowland for his 


Olzwer, that is, of matching one 
impoſſible lye with another : as, 
in French, faire le Roland means, 


to ſwagger, This driving the 


Saracens out of France and Spain, 
was, as we ſay, the ſubject of 


the elder Romances. And the 


firſt that was printed in Spain 


was the famous Amadis de Gaula, 


of which the Inquiſitor Prieſt 
ſays: *ſegun he oydo dezir, eſte 


* libro fue el primero de Caval- 


« lerias que ſe imprimiò en Eſ- 
<< pana, y todos los demas en 
, tomado principio y origen 


« deſte 3; and for which he 


humourouſly condemns it to the 
fire, coma a Dogmatixador de una 
ſecta tan mala. When this ſub- 


ject was well exhauſted, the af. 


tairs of Europe afforded them 
another of. the ſame nature. For 
after that the weſtern parts had 
pretty well cleared themſelves of 


_ theſe inhoſpitable Gueſts: by 
the excitements of the Popes, 


they carried their arms againſt 
them into Greece and A/ia, to 
ſupport the Byzantine empire, 


and recover the holy Sepulchre. 


This gave birth to a new tribe of 
Romances, which we may call 


of the /econd race or daſs, And 
; „ d 


as Amadis de Gaula was at the 
head of the firſt, ſo, correſpon- 
dently to the ſubject, Amadis d. 
Grecian was at the head of the 
latter. Hence it is, we find, 
that Trebigonde is as celebrated 
in theſe Romances as Reanxce/val. 
les is in the other. It may be 


worth obferving, that the two 


famous 1talian epic posts, Ai 
and Tafſo, have borrowed, from 
each ot theſe claſſes of old Ro- 
mances, the ſcenes and ſubjects 


of their ſeveral ſtories: 41/7 


chooſing the firſt, the Saracen 
in France and Spain; and Taſj, 
the latter, the Cruſade againſt 
them in Afia : Arioſto's hero be- 
ing Orlando or the French Roland: 
for as the Spaniards, by one way 
of tranſpoſing the letters, had 
made it Rol/dan, fo the Italian,, 
by another, make it Orland. | 

The mam ſubje& of theſe 
fooleries, as we have faid, had 
its original in Turpin's famous 
| hittory of Charlemagne and his 
twelve peers. Nor were the mon- 
ſtrous embelliſhments of enchant- 
ments, Cc, the invention of the 
Romancers, but formed upon 
eaſtern tales, brought thence by 
travellers from their cruſades and 
pilgrimages; which indeed have 
a caſt peculiar to the wild ima - 
ginations of the eaſtern people. 
We have a proof of this in the 
travels of Sir 7. Maundewilt, 
whoſe exceſſive ſuperſtition and 
creduljty, together with an im- 
pudent monkiſh addition to bis 
genuine work, have made his 
veracity thought much worſe of 
than it deſerved, This voyager, 
ſpeaking of the iſle of Cos, in 
the Jrchipe/ago, tells the follow- 


ing 
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| ing ſtory of an enchanted dra- 
gen. And alſo a zonge Man, 
s that wiſte not of the Dragoun, 
went out of a Schipp, and 
„ went thorghe the 
that he cam to the Caſtelle, 
* and cam into the Cave; and 
went ſo longe till that he 
fond a Chambre, and there he 
c fſaughe a Damyſelle, that 


lle, till 


« kembed hire Hede, and lok- 
« ede in a Myrour: and ſche 
e hadde meche Treſoure about- 
«en hire: and he trowed that 
« {che hadde ben a comoun Wo- 
« man, that dwelled there to 
* reſceyve Men to Folye. And 


= © he abode, till the Damyſelle, 
© faughe the ſchadewe of him 
ein the Myrour. 
= turned hire toward him, and 


And fche 


« aſked him what he wolde. 
© And he ſeyde, he wolde ben 
« hite Limman or Paramour. 


„And ſche aſked him, if that 
| © he were a Knyghte. And he 
| © fayde, nay. And then ſche 
© © ſfayde, that he myghte not 
| © ben hire Limman, 
= © bad him gon azen unto his 
© © Felowes, 


ut ſche 


and make him 


© © Knyghte, and come azen upon 
Z © the Morwe, and ſche ſcholde 
© © come out of her Cave before 
& © him; and thanne come and 
© © kyſſe hire on the Mowth and 


© © have no drede, 


For I ſchalle 


do the no maner harm, alle 
be it that thou ſee me in like- 


| neſs of a Dragoun. 


For 


thoughe though ſee me hideouſe 
= © and horrible to loken onne, I 
do the to wytene that it is 
made by Enchauntement. For 


| © withouten doubte, I am none 
| © other than thou ſeeſt now, a 


Woman; and herefore drede 


| © thenoughte. And zif thou kyſſe 


© me, thou ſchalt have all thisTre- 
© foure, and be my Lord, and Lord 
„ alſo of all that Ifle. And he 
e departed, c.“ p. 29, 30. 
Ed. 1725. Here we ſee the ve- 
ry ſpirit of a Romance-adven- 
ture. This honeſt traveller be- 
lieved it all, and ſo, it ſeems, 
did the people of the Ifle. Ard 


ſome Men ſeyn (fays he) that in 


rhe Ife of Lango is zit the Daugh- 
tre of Y pocras in forme and He- 
nefſe of a great Dragoun, that is 
an hundred Fadme in lengthe, as 
Men en: For I hawe not ſeen 
hire. And thei of the Iſles callen 
hire, Lady of the Land, We 
are not to think then, thefe kind 
of tories, believed by pilgrims 
and travellers, would have leſs 
credit either with the writers or 
readers of Romances : which 
humour of the times therefore 
may well account for their birth 
and favourable reception in the 
world. | | 
The other monkiſh hiſtorian, 
who ſupplied the Romancers with 
materials, was our Geoffry of 
Monmouth. For it is not to be 
ſuppoſed, that thefe Children of 
Fancy (as Shakeſpeare 1n the place 
quoted above finely calls them, 
inſinuating that Fancy hath its 


infancy as well as manhood) © 


ſhould ſtop in the midſt of fo ex- 


traordinary a career, or confine 


themſelves within the liſts of the 
terra firma. From Him there-. 
fore the Spani/> Romancers took 

the ſtory of the Britih Arthur, 
and the Knights of his round-ta- 
ble, his wife Gaenaiver, and his 
conjurer Merlin. But ſtill it was 
the ſame ſubject, (eſſential to 
books of Chivalry) the Wars of 
Chriſtians againſt Inpdels. And 


whether it was by blunder or de- 


Q 2 ſign, 
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ſign, they changed the Saxons 
into Saracens. 1 ſuſpect by de- 


ſign: Tor Chivalry without a 
Saracen was ſo very lame and 
imperfect a thing, that even that 


uooden Image, which turned 


round on an axis, and ſerved the 


Knights to try their ſwords, and 


break their lances upon, was 
called, by the Italians and Spa- 


 niards, Saracino and Saraxino; 
ſo cloſely were theſe two ideas 
connected. | 


In theſe old Romances there 


was much religious ſuperſtition _ 
mixed with their other extrava- 


gancies; as appears even from 
their very names and titles. The 


firſt Romance of Lancelot of the 
Lake and King Arthur and his 
Knights, is called the Hiftory of 


Saint Greaal, This St. Greaal 
was the famous relick of the ho- 
ly blood pretended to be colle&- 


ed into a veſſel by Fo/eph of Ari-. 


mathea. SO another is called 
Kyrie Eleiſon of Montauban. For 
in thoſe days Deuteronomy and Pa- 
ralipomenon were ſuppoſed to be 
the names of holy men. And 


as they made Saints of their 


Knights-errant, ſo they made 
K nights-errant of their tutelary 


Saints; and each nation ad- 
vanced its own into the order of 


Chivalry. Thus every thing in 
thoſe times being either a Saint 
or a Devil, they never wanted for 


the marwelluus. In the old Ro- 


mance of Lancelot of the Lake, 
we have the doctrine and diſci- 
pline of the Church as formally 


delivered as in Bellarmine him- 


ſelf. La confeſſion (/ays the 


* preacher) ne vaut rien ſi le 
** ccxur neſt repentant; & ii tu 


*f es moult et eloigne de l'amour 
de noſtre Seigneur, tu ne peus 


s eſttre raccorde fi non par trois 
* choſes: premierement par la 
6 confeſſion de bouche; ſecon- 
*« dement par une contrition de 
* cceur, tiercement par peine de 
% cœur, & par oeuvre d'aumd- 
*© ne & charitè. Telle eſt la 


droite voye d'aimer Dieu. Or 


«ya & fi te confeſſe en cette ma- 
niere & recois la diſcipline des 
* mains de tes confeſſeurs, car 
e'ſt le ſigne de merite. 
* Or mande le roy ſes eveſques, 
* dont grande partie avoit en 
« Poſt, & vinrent tous en ſa 
„ chapelle. Le roy vint devant 
© eux tout nud en pleurant, & 
© tenant ſon plein point de me- 
„ nues verges, ſi les jetia de- 
« vant eux, & leur dit en ſou- 
«« pirant, qu'ils priſſent de luy 
vengeance, car je ſuis le plus 
« vil pecheur, &c.—Apres print 
« diſcipline & d'eux & moult 
© doucement la receut.” Hence 
we find the divinity -leQtures of 
Don Quixote and the penance of 
his Squire, are both of them in 
the ritual of Chivalry, Laſtly, 
we find the Knight- errant, after 
much turmoil to himſelf and 
diſturbance to the world, fre- 
quently ended his courſe, like 
Charles V of Spain, in a Mo- 
naſtery; or turn'd Hermit, and 


became a Saint in good earneft. 


And this again will let us into 
the ſpirit of thoſe Dialogues be- 
tween Saxcho and his maſter, 
where it is gravely debated whe- 
ther he ſhould not turn Salut or 
Archbiſhop. © 

There were ſeveral cauſes of 
this ſtrange jumble of nonſenſe 
and religion. As Vit, the na- 


ture of the ſubject, which was 


a religious War or Cruſade: 


24d, The quality of the fill 


Writers, 


Writers, who were religious Men: 


And 3dly, The end in writing 
many of them, which was to 


carry on a religious purpoſe. We 
learn, that Clement V interdicted 


Juſis and Tournaments, becauſe 
be underſtood they had much 


hindered the Cruſade decreed in 
the Council of Vienna. Tor- 
« neamenta ipſa & Haſtiludia 
« five Juxtas in regnis Franciz, 
« Angliz, & Almanniz, & aliis 


* nonnullis provinciis, in quibus 


« ea conſuevere frequentiùs ex- 
« ercerl, ſpecialiter interdixit.“ 


: | Extrav. ae Torneamentis C. unic. 
= jm, Ed. I. Religious men, I 


See Part II. 
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conceive, therefore, might think 
to forward the deſign of the Cru- 
ſades by turning the fondneſs for 
Tilts and Torneaments into that 
channel. Hence we ſee the 
books of Knight-errantry ſo full 
of ſolemn Juſts and Torneaments 
held at Treb:izonde, Bizance, Tri- 
poly, &c. Which wile project, 
I apprehend, it was Cerwartes's 
intention to ridicule, where he 
makes his Knight propoſe it as 
the beſt means of ſubduing the 


Turk, to aſſemble all the Knights- 


errant - together by Proclama- 
tion *. WARBURTON. 


lib. v. c. 1. 


ee ON 


| LEONTES, Ring 2 


Mopſa, 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


4 


Polixenes, King of Bohemia. 
Mamillius, young Prince Sicilia. 
Florizen, Prince of Bohemia. 
Camillo, * | 


5 0 6.lreang > Sicilian Lords. 


Dion, 


Another Sicilian Lord. 
 Archidamus, a Bohemian Lord, 


Rogero, @ Sicilian Gentleman. 
An Attendant on the young Prince Mamillius, 
Officers of a Court of Fudicature, 

Old Shepherd, reputed Father of P 


_ *Clown, his Son. 


A Mariner. © 

Goaler. 

Servant to the old Shepherd. 
Autolicus, a Rogue. 


Time, as Chorus. 


Hermione, Queen to Leontes. 


Perdita, Daughter to Leontes and Hermione. 
Paulina, Wife to 9 5 


Emilia, a Lady. 
Two other Ladies. 


| S hepherd: be, 


Dorcas, | 


5 ahne * a Dance, S hobo $ bepherdeſſes, Guard 


and Attendants. 2 


80 E NE, ſometimes in Sicilia; 3 ſometimes in 


Bohemia, 


n 


W 1 N T E R's TALE: 


A s 


An Anticbamber in Leontes's Palace. 


Enter Camillo, and Archidamns. 


ARCHIDAMUS. _ 


the like occaſion whereon my ſervices are now on 

foot; you ſhall ſee, as I have ſaid, great differ- 
ence betwixt our Bohemia and your Sicilia. 

Cam. I think, rhis coming ſummer, the King of 


t The Winter's Tale.) This 


play, throughout, is written in 


the very ſpirit of its author. And 


in telling this homely and ſimple, 
tho? agreeable, country tale, 


Our fiveeteſt Shakeſpeare, Fan- 


777 TTR.... 
| Warbles his native wwood-notes 
wild, . Milton. 


This was neceſſary to obſerve in 


I. you ſhall chance, Camillo, to viſit Bohemia, on 


Sicilia means to pay Bohemia the viſitation, which he 
juſtly owes him. | 


— 


mere juſtice to the Play, as the 
meanneſs of the fable, and the 


extravagant conduct of it, had 
miſled ſome of great name into 


a wrong judgment of its merit; 
which, as far as it regards ſenti- 


ment and character, is ſcarce in- 


ferior to any in the whole col- 
lectioow. WaRrBuURTON., 


. 


Fe . Ret EE NETS 
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Arch. Wherein our entertainment ſhall ſhame us | 


— — ares, eres 


— —— ——7 —— 


we will be juſtified in our love; for, indecd.— 
Cam. Beſeech you 
Arch, Verily, I Rk it in the freedom of my 
knowledge ; we cannot with ſuch magnificence—in ſo 


rare I know not what to ſay—we will give you ſleepy 


drinks, that your ſenſes, unintelligent of our infulli- 


CTience, may, tho' they cannot oo Us, as little ac- 


cuſe us. | 
Cam. You pay a great deal roo dear, for what's 
given freely. 


Arch. Believe me, I ſpeak, as my Underſtanding 


inſtructs me; and as mine honeſty puts it to utterance, 
Cam. Sicilia cannot ſhew himſelf oyer-kind to Bo- 
hemia; they were trained together in their childhoods; 


and cheek rooted betwixt them then ſuch an uffectiot, 


which cannot chuſe but branch now. Sitice their more 
mature dignities and royal neceſſities made ſeperation 
of their ſociety, their incounters, though not perſonal, 
have been-royally attornied * with interchange of gifts, 
letters, loving embaſſies; that they have ſeem'd to be 
together, tho' abſent; ſhook hands, as over a Vaſt; 
and embrac'd, as it were, from the ends of oppoſed 
winds. The heavens continue their loves! 
Arch. I think, there is not in the world either ma- 


lice, or matter, to alter it. You have an unſpeakable | 
comfort of your young Prince Mamillius: it is a gen- 
tleman of the greateſt promiſe, that ever came into 
my note. 


Cam. I very well agree with you in the hopes of 
him: it is a gallant child; one that, indeed, phyſicks 


the 2 8525 makes old hearts freſh: they, that went 


eur entertainment, &c.] bly ſupplied by ſubſlitution of 


Though we cannot give you embaſſies, &c. 


equal entertainment, yet the con 4 phyſicks the fabjees] 
ſciouſneſs of our good-will ſhall Affords a cordial to the ſtate; ha: 
Juſtify us. the power of aſſuaging the ſenſe 


2 rojally ries] No- of miſery. 


: ; | | on 


Ee TRI i. ; 
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on crutches, ere he was born, deſire yet thejr life 10 


ſee him a man. 


Arch. Would they elſe be content to die? 
Cam. Ves, if there were no other excuſe why they 


| ſhould deſire to live. 


Arch. If the King had no ſon, they would deſire o 


; lire on e "tall he had one. 


8 CE NE l. 
Opens to the Preſence. 


| Enter Leontes, Hermione, Mamillius, Polixencs, 


and Attendants, 


; PY.NTINE Changes of the watry ſtar hath been 


The ſhepherd's note, fince we have left our 
Throne | 


Without a burden: time as long again 

Would be fill'd up, my brother, with our thanks; 
And yet we ſhould, for perpetuity, 

60 hence in debt: and therefore, like a eypher, 
Vet ſtanding in rich place, I multiply 7. 
With one, we thank yot, many thoulands more 
That go before it. 


Leo. Stay your thanks a while ; 
And pay. them, when you part. 
Pol. Sir, that's to-morrow : 
I'm queſtion'd by my fears, of what ma chance, 
Or breed upon our e, that m— low 5. 1 : 
4 0 


5 _— THAT MAY bow prove an ominous ſpeech, he en- 


No 7 abinds at home, & c. deavours, as was the cuſtom, to 
This i is a we ſhould read avert it by a deprecatory prayer. 
it thus,” may there blow 


—— MAY THERE Bans, Ke. No fneaping winds — to make ns 
He had faid he was apprehenſive ay, | 
that his preſence might be want= This vas put forth roo ruh. — 

lei this ſhould But the OT Editor, * 
than 


ed at home; . 
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No ſneaping winds at home, to make us ſay, 
* This is put forth too truly.” Beliges, [ have 0 
To tire your royalty. 
Leo. We are tougher, brother, 
Than you can put us to' t. 

Pol. No longer Stay. 

Leo. One ſev'n- night longer. 

Pol. Very ſooth, to-morrow. 

Teo. We'll part the time betweenis then: and in tha 
I'll no gain-faying. 

Pol. Preſs me not, *beſeech you, ſo; 

There is no tongue that moves. None, none th! 
| world, 

So ſoon as yours, could win me: ſo it ſhould now, 
Were there neceſſity in your requeſt, altho? 

*Twere needful I deny'd it. My affairs 

Do even drag me homeward ; which to hinder, 

Were, in your love, a whip to me; my ſtay, 

To you a charge and trouble: to ſave borh, 

Farewel, our brother. 

Leo. Tongue: ty'd, our Queen? ſpeak you, 

Her. 1 had thought, Sir, to've held my peace, until 
Yowad drawn oaths from him not to ſtay : you, Sir, 
Charge him too coldly. Tell him, you are ſure, 
All in Bohemia's well: this ſatisfaction 8 
The by-gone day proclaim'd; ſay this to him, 

He's beat from his beſt ward. 

Leo. Well ſaid, Hermione. 

Her. To tell, he longs to ſee his ſon, were ſtrong, 
But let him ſay ſo then, and let him go; 

But let him ſwear fo, and he ſhall not ſtay ; ; 
We'll thwack him hence with diſtaffs. 
Yet of your royal preſence I'll adventure 


"I To eps 
than be beholden to this correc- Some fucaging Winds. 
tion, alters it to. and fo deſtroys the whole ſenti- 


there may blow ment. WARBURTON. 
| | The 
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The borrow of a week. When at Bohemia 
| You take my Lord, I'll give you my commiſſion L 
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To let him there a month, behind the geſt? 


Preſix d for's parting: yet (good heed) Leontess, f 
[ love thee not a jar o'th' clock behind 


Pol. No, Madam. 


Her. Nay, but you will? 


Pol. I may not, verily. 
Her. Verily ? | 


you ? 


| What lady ſhe her lord. You'll Ray's 


| You put me off with limber vows; but * 

 Tho' you would ſeek t' unſphere the ſtars with oaths, 
Should yet ſay, © Sir, no going: veriiy, 

ou ſhall nor go;“ 
As potent as a lord's. Will you go, yet? 

Force me to keep you as a priſoner, 

Not like a gueſt; ſo you ſhall pay your fees, | 
When you depart, and fave your thanks. How ſay 


a lady's verily is 


| My priſoner ? or my elt ? by your dread verily, 
| One of them you ſhall be. 


Pol. Your gueſt then, Madam: 
To be your priſoner, ſhould import offending ; ; 
Which 1s for me leſs eaſy to commit, 


6 


ZI give nu my 

commiſſion, | We ſhould read, 

— Pl give xo my com- 
miſſion, © 


The verb let, or hinder, which 


wy ſhews the neceſſity of 


For ſhe could not ſay ſhe 
a give her hufband a com- 
miſſion to Jer or hinder himſelf. 
The commiſſion is given to Po- 
lixenes, to whom ſhe is ſpeaking, 


to let or hinder her huſband. 


WARBURTON. 

—— behind the geſt] Mr. 
wy ſays, he can neither trace, 
wr underfland the fhrafe, and 


therefore thinks i it ſhould. be aft 
But the word gef is right, and 
ſignifies a ſtage or journey. In 
the time of Royal Progreſſes, the 
King's ſtages, as we may fee by 
the journals of them in the 
Herald's office, were called his 
GESTS; from the old French 
word GISTE, Diverſorium. 
. WARBURTON. 
1 — yet, good heed, Le- 


ROPE 0s 7. e. yet take good heed, 
Leontes, to what I ſay. Which 
phraſe, Mr. Theobald not under- 
ſtanding, he alters it to, good 
, WaRrBURTON, : 


"L han 


acid, 


4g 
Than you to puniſh, 
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Her. Not your Goaler then, 
But your kind Hoſteſs; come, Pll queſtion you 


Of my Lord's tricks, and yours, when you were boys: 


You were pretty lordings then? 


Pol. We were, fair 


Queen, 


Two lads, that thought there was no more behind, 
But ſuch a day to-morrow as to-day, 


And to be boy eternal. 


Her. Was not my Lord the verier wag o'th' two? 
Pol. We Were as twinn'd lambs, that did friſk i i b 


Sun, 


And bleat the one at th* other: what we BAT d, 
Was innocence for innocence ; we knew not 

The doctrine of ill-doing; no, nor dream'd, 

That any did: had we purſu d that life, 

And our weak ſpirits ne'er been higher rear'd 

With ſtronger blood, we ſhould have anſwer'd heaven 
Boldly, Not guilty ; th' impoſition clear'd ?, 


Hereditary ours. 


Her. By this we gather, | 


Lou have tript ſince. 


Pol. O my moſt facred Lady, | 
Temptations have fince then been born to's : for 
In thoſe unfledg'd days was my wife a girl; 
_ Your precious ſelf had then not croſs d the eyes 


Of my young play-fellow. 


Her. Grace to boot 


Of this make no eee leſt you . 


- 


9 — . impoſation clear d. 
Hereditary ours. ] i. e. ſetung 
aſide original in; 3 bating the im- 
El from the offence of our 
firlt parents, we might have bold- 
_ ly proteſted our innocence to hea- 
ven. WäaAR BURTON. 
Grace to boot ! 
QY this make no . * 27 


_ Your 


Jo 1 &c.] Polixents 
had faid, that ſince the time of 
childhood and innocence, tenp- 
tations had grown to them; for 
that, in that interval, the two 


Queens were become women. 
To each part of this obſervation 


the Queen anſwers in order. To 


that of zemprations the re plies, 
Grace 


770. 


* 
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Queen and I are devils. 


Your 


T A E. 
Vet, go/on; 
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Th' offences we have made you do, we'll on, 75 
If you firſt ſinn'd with us, and that with us | 
You did continue fault; and that you lipt not; | 


With any but with us. 
| Leo. Is he won yet? 


Her. He'll ſtay, my Lord. 
Leo. At my requeſt he would not: 
Hermione, my deareſt, thou ne'er ſpok'ſt 


Io better purpoſe. 
Her. Never? 


Leo. Never, but once. 


Her. What? have 1 twice ſaid well? wha Was't 


before? 


I pr'ythee, tell me; eram's with praiſe, ani makes 
As fat as tame things: one good SONG e a 


5 daten 
Our prai 


es are Our wages. 


a thouſand, waiting upon that. 


Vou may ride's 


With one ſoft kiſs a thouſand furlongs, ere 

With ſpur we heat an acre, but to ch. goal *. 
My laſt good deed was to iutreat his ſtay; 

What was my firſt? it has an elder ſiſter, 

Or I miſtake you: O, would her name were Grace! 
But once before I ſpake to th* purpoſe ? when? 


| Gr to boat ! i. e. tho tempta- | 


$ tons have grown up, yet I hope 


grace too has kept pace with 


them. Grace to boot, was a pro- 
verbial expreſſion on theſe occa- 
| fions. To the other part, ſhe 
8 cplies, as for our tempting you, 


pray take heęed you draw no con- 


cluſion from thence, for that 
would be making your Wen en and 
me devils, &c. 
Wan BURTON. 
" With pur wwe heat an acre. 


But to th goal.] Thus. 


[: this paſſage has been always 
pointed ; whence it appears, that 


4. 


7. e. good uſage will win us to 
any thing ; but, with ill, we ſtop 


the Editors d id not take the Poet's 8 
conceit. They imag: ined thats 
But to tf goal meant, b 76 
come to the Faun poſe; but the ſerts 
is different, and plain eneugh 
when the line is s pound thus, ö 


. ere 
With ſour wwe heat an acre, out 
to th goal. 


— — 


# 


ſhort; even there where both our 
intereſt and our inclination would 
otherwils have carried us. 

| WARBURTON, 
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Nay, let me have't; I long. 
Leo. Why, that was when 
Three crabbed months had ſowr'd mende to n 
Ere I could make, thee open thy white hand, 
And clepe thyſelf my love; then didſt thou ner, ; 


* I am yours for ever.” 


Her. *Tis Grace, indeed. 
Why, lo you now; Pve ſpoke to thi purpoſe twice; 
The one for ever earn'd a royal husband; 
Th' other for ſome while a friend. 
Leo. Too hot, too hot | 
To mingle friendſhip far, is mingling bloods. 
I have fremor cordis on me — my heart dances; 
But not for joy — not joy. — This entertainment 
May a free face put on; derive a liberty 
From heartineſs, from bounty, fertile boſom, 
And well become the Agent: 't may, I grant; 
But to be padling palms, and pinching fingers, 
As now they are, and making practis'd ſmiles, 
As in a looking: glaſs — and then to ſigh, as *twere 
The mort o' th' deer 7; oh, that is entertainmeut 
My boſom likes not, nor my brows —Mamillius, 
Art thou my boy ? | 
Mam. Ay, wy good Lord. 
Leo. Þ fecks! = 
Why, that's wy bawcock ; what? has't ſmutch'd thy 
noſe: 
They ſay, it's a copy out of mine. Come; captain, 
We mult be neat *; not neat, but cleanly, captain; 
And yet the ſteer, the heifer, and the calf, 
Are all call'd neat. Still virginalling“ 
Oer ving Polixenes and Hermione. 


[Aide 


3 The mort o' th deer —] A collecting that neat is the term fer 
leſſon upon the horn at the death Horned cattle, he ſays, not neat, 
of the deer. T HEOBALD. but cleanly. 

* We muſt be neat.] Leontes, * 


— Feil. wirginalling 


ſeeing his ſon's noſe ſmutched, Still playing with her fingers, & 
cries, we muſt be neat ; then, re- 4 girl playing on the <irgira!s- 


Upon 


. Rn 3 3 
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Upon his palm?— —how now, you wanton calf! 
be thou my calf ? 
Mam. Ves, if you will, my Lord. | | 
Leo. Thou wanr'ft a rough paſh, and the thn that 
I have | | 
To be full like me.—Yet they ſay, we are 


| Almoſt as like as eggs; women ſay fo, 


That will ſay any thing ; but were they falſe, 


| As o'er-dy'd blacks, as winds, as waters; falſe _ 
| As dice are to be wiſh'd, by one that fixes 

No bourne *twixt his and mine; yet were it true 
| To ſay, this boy were like me. Come, Sir page, 
| Look on me with your welkin-eye *, ſweet villain, 

| Moſt dear'ſt, my collop—can thy dam—may” t be 
* Imagination ! thou doſt {tab to th? center. . 
Thou doſt make poſſible things not be ſo held, 
Communicat'ſt with dreams—— (how can this be?) 
With what's unreal, Thou co- active art, 

And fellow'ſt Nothing. Then 'tis very credent, 
Thou may'ſt co- join with ſomething, and thou doſt, 
And that beyond commiſſion; and I find it ; 

| And that to the infection of my brains, 

And hardning of my brows. 


Pol. What means Sicilia? 

Her. He ſomething ſeems unſettled. 

Pol. How? my Lord? , 
Leo. What cheer ? how is't with you, beſt brother ? 
Her. You look 


| As if you held a brow of much Diſtraction. 


Are not you moy'd, my Lord ? 


Leo. No, in good carneſt. 


How ſometimes nature will betray its folly 


Its tenderneſs ! and make itſelf a paſtime 
To harder boſoms | Looking on the lines 


| Of my boy's face, methonghts, I did recoil 


Twenty-three years, -and ſaw myſelf 8 


* 4s ver-dy'd blacks.) Sir 7. 5 evelkin eye,] Blue 
Hanmer underſtands, blacks died eye; an eye of the ſame colour 
too much, and therefore rotten. with the welkin, or K. 


Vol. II. | . In 
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In my green velvet coat ; my dagger muzzled, 
Leſt it ſhould bite its maſter ; and ſo prove, 
As ornaments oft do, too dangerous; 
How like, methought, [ then was to this kernel, 
This ſquaſh, this gentleman. Mine honeſt friend, 
Will you take eggs for money“? 
Mam. No, my Lord, I'll fight. 
Leo. You will oy, * happy man be's 4ole — 
My brother, 
Are you ſo fond of your young Prince, as we 
Do ſeem to be of ours? 
Pol. If at home, Sir, 
He's all my exerciſe, my mirth, my matter; 
Now my ſworn friend, and then mine enemy; 
My paraſite, my „ ſtates-man, all; 
He makes a Fuly's day ſhort as December; : 
And with his varying childneſs, cures in me 
Thoughts that ſhould thick my blood. 
Leo. So ſtands this Squire 
Offic'd with me: we two will walk, my Lord, 
And leave you to your graver ſteps. Hermione, 
How thou lov'ſt us, ſhew in our brother's welcome: 
Let what is dear in 9:ctly, be cheap: 
Next to thyſelf, and my young rover, he's 
Apparent ” to my heart. 
Hier. If you will ſeek us, 
We are yours i'th' garden: ſhall's attend you "Ir 
Leo. To your own bents diſpoſe you; you'll be found, 
Be you beneath the ſky.—I am angling now, 
Tho- you * me not, how I give line; 
Aſide, obſerving Her 


© Will you take eggs fir mony ?] bird's neſt ; he therefore that has 
This ſeems to be a proverbial eggs laid in his neſt, is ſad 
expreſſion, uſed when a man ſees to be cucullatus, cuckow a, Or 
himſelf wronged and makes no euetoli 


— reſiſtance. Its original, or pre- * —happy man be's dole 655 


ciſe n meaning, I cannot find, but May his del or Fare in life be 
1 believe it means, will you be to be a happy man. 
a cuckold for hire. The cuckow is 7 Apparent] That is, lei 


reported to lay her eggs in another apparent, or the next 6 
; | | 0 


C. BO. eo .. 
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Go to, go to. 
How ſhe holds up the neb ! the bill to him! 
And arms her with the boldneſs of a wife | 
[Exe. Polix. Her. and attendants. Manent * 
Mam. and Cam. | 
To her allowing huſband. Gone 8 SY | 
Inch-thick, knee-deep; 05 'er-head and ears, —a * fork'd | 
one. 
Go, play, boy, play — thy mother plays, and I 
Play too; but ſo diſgrac'd a part, whoſe iſſue 
Will hiſs me to my grave: contempt and clamour 
Will be my knel. —Go, play, ven play — there 
have been, FO 
| Or I am much deceiy'd, cuckolds ere now; 
And many a man there is, even at this preſent, 
Now while I ſpeak this, holds his wife by th' arm, 
That little thinks, ſhe has been ſluic'd in's abſence ; 
And his pond fiſh'd by his next neighbour, by 
| Sir Smile, his neighbour : nay, there's comfort in't, 
Whiles other men have gates; and thoſe gates open'd, 
As mine, againſt their will, Should all deſpair, 
That have revolted wives, the tenth of mankind. 
Would hang themſelves. Phyſick for't, there is none: 
It is a bawdy planet, that will ſtrike 
Where *tis predominant ; and 'tis powerful, think it. 
From eaſt, weſt, north and ſouth. Be it concluded, 
No barricado for a belly. Know'r, 
It will let in and out the enemy, 
With bag and baggage : many a thouſand of's 
Have the diſeaſe, and feel't not. How now, boy? 
Mam. I am like you, they ſay. | 
Leo. Why, that's ſome comfort. 
What? is Camillo there? 
Cam. Ay, my good Lord. 5 
1 5 Go play, Mamillius—Thou' rt an honeſt man: 
Exit Mamil. 
.. — a for 'd one—] That is, a horned one; a n. - 


er 
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Camilly, this Great Sir will yet ſtay longer. 
Cam. You had much ado to make his anchor hold; 
When you caſt out, it ſtill came home, 
Leo. Didft note it? 
Cam. He would not ſtay at your petitions made; 
His buſineſs mote material. 
Leo. Didſt perceive it? 
They're here with me already; whiſp' ring, rooading 
Sicilia is a ſo-forth; *tis far gone, 
When I ſhall guſt it laſt. How came't, Camillo. 
That he did ſtay ? 
Cam. At the good Queen s entreaty. 
Leo. At the Queen” s be't; good, ſhould be pertinent; 
Bur fo it is, it is not. Was this taken 
By any anderſtanding pate but thine ? 
For thy conceit is ſoaking, will draw in 
More than the common blocks; not noted, is % 
But of the finer natures ? by ſome ſeverals 
Of head- piece extraordinary; lower meſles ?, 
' Perchance, are to this buſineſs purblind ? ſay. | 
Cam. Buſineſs, my Lord? I think, molt underſtand 


Bohemia ſtays here longer. 
Leo. Ha? 
Cam. Stays here longer. 
Leo. Ay, but why? 


TALE. 


 awhifpring round. 


* They're here with me al- 
ready ; ] Not Pelixenes and 
Hermione, but caſual obſervers, 


mx accidentally prefent. 


THIRLBY. 


8 20 Hild ring, _ 
ing :] i. e. round: 


the ear, a © hraſe in ufe at An 5 
time. But the Oxford Editor, not 


knowing that, alters the text to, 


WARBURTON. 
C / 0 round i in the ear, is to a1 


per, or to tell Kerry. The ex· 
preſſion is very copiouſly ex- 
lained by M. Caſaubon, in his 
ok de Ling. Sax. 
= lower meſſes.) 
My 5 15 a contradiction of Mater, 
as Meſs John, Maſter John; an 
appellation uſed by the Scots, t0 
thoſe who have taken their aca 
demical degree, Lower Meſjes 
therefore, are graduates of 4 
lower form. | 


Can. 


/ 


. . 
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Cam. To ſatisfy your Highneſs, and db entreaties | 
Of our moſt gracious miſtreſs. = 


Leo. Satisfy : 
Th' entreaties of your miſtreſs! — ſatisfy? 


Leet that ſuffice. I've truſted thee, Camillo, 


With all the things neareſt my heart; as well 


My chamber - councils, wherein, prieſt like, thou 
| Haſt cleans'd my boſom : I from thee departed 


Thy Penitent reform'd ; but we have been 


| Deceiv'd in thy integrity; deceiy'd 
In that, which ſeems ſo. cit 


Cam, Be it forbid, my Ene 
Leo. To bide upon't; - Thou art not honeſt; or, 


If thou inclin'ſt that way, thou art a coward; 


| Which hoxes honeſty behind, reſtraining 
From courſe requir'd : or elſe thou muſt de counted 


A ſervant grafted in my ſerious Truſt, 
And therein negligent; or elſe a fool, 


That ſeeſt a game play d home, the rich ſtake drawn, 


And takẽ'ſt it all for jeſt. 


Cam. My gracious Lord, 
I may be negligent, fooliſh and fearful ; 


In every one of theſe no man is free, 


But that his negligence, his folly, fear, 
Amongſt the infinite doings of the world, 
Sometime puts forth. In your affairs, my Lord, 


If ever I were wilful negligent, 


It was my folly; if induſtriouſly 

I play'd the fool, it was my negligence, . 
Not weighing well the end; if ever fearful 
To do a thing, where I the iſſue doubted, 
Whereof the execution did cry out * 

Againſt the 1 *twas a fear 


" Whereof the execution did cry ly clouds his meaning. This 
„ ſounding phraſe means, I think, 
Againſt the non performance, —) no more than a _ neceſſary + to 
This is one of the expreſſions by be done. 
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Which oft infects the wiſeſt : theſe, my Lord, 


Are fuch allow'd infirmities, that honeſty | 


Is never free of. But, *beſeech your Grace, 
Be plainer with me, let me know my treſpaſs 
By its own viſage; if I then deny it, 


Tis none of mine, ; 


Leo. Ha'not you ſeen, Camilla, 


(But that's paſt doubt, you have; or your eye-olaſs 


Is thicker than a cuckold's horn \ or heard, 

(For to a viſion fo apparent, rumour | 

Cannot be mute ;) or thought, (for cogitation 
Reſides not in that ap, that do's not think it;; 
My wife is {lippery * if thou wilt, confeſs; 

(Or elſe be impudently negative, 

To have nor eyes nor ears, nor thought,) then n fog, 
My wife's a hobby-horſe, deſerves a name 


As rank as any flax-wench, that puts to 
Before her troth plight ; ſay't, and juſtify't. 


Cam. 1 would not be a ſtander-by, to hear 
My ſovereign Miſtreſs clouded ſo, without 


My preſent vengeance taken; 'ſhrew my heart, 


You never ſpoke what did become you leſs 
Than this; which to reiterate, were ſin 
As deep as that, tho' true *, 
Leo. Is whiſpering nothing? 
Is leaning cheek to cheek ? is & meeting noſes? 


Kiſſing with inſide lip? ſtopping the career 
Of laughter with a ſigh? (a note infallible 


Of breaking honeſty :) horſing foot on foot ? 
Skulking in corners ? wiſhing clocks more ſwift ? 
Hours, minutes? the noon, midnight ? and all eyes 
Blind with the pin and web, but theirs; theirs only, 
That would, unſeen, be wicked ? is this nothing? 
Why, then the world, and all that's in't, is nothing ; 


2 


were ſix for which you ſuſpect her. 
4 deep as that, the* true.] i. e. WarBURTQN. 

Your ſuſpicion is as great a fin 9. meeting noſes ?] Dr. 

as would be mt (if committed, Thir/by reads, meting noſes ; that 


is, mefuring * 
| The 
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The covering ſky is nothing, Bohemia nothing; 
My wife is nothing; nor nothing have theſc nothings, 
If this be nothing. 
Cam. Good my Lord, be cur'd 
Of this diſeas'd Opinion, and betimes; 
For *tis moſt dangerous. 
Leo. Say it be, *tis true. 
Cam. No, no, my Lord. 
Leo. It is; you lye, you lye: | 
I ſay, thou lieſt, Camillo, and I hate thee ; 
Pronounce thee a groſs lowt, a mindleſs flave, | 
Or elſe a hovering temporizer, that 
Canſt with thine eyes at once fee good and evil, 
Inclining to them both: were my wife's liver 
Infected, as her life, ſhe would not live 
The running of one glaſs. | 
Cam. Who does infect her? 
Leo. Why he, that wears her like his medal, Mi 
ing 
About his neck; Bohemia, — who, if 1 
Had ſervants true about me, that bare eyes 
To ſee alike mine honour, as their profits, 
Their own particular thrifts, they would do that 


Which ſhould undo more Doing: I, and thou 


His cup-bearer, (whom I from meaner form 

Have bench'd, and rear'd to worſhip ; who may'ſt ſee 
Plainly, as heav'n ſees earth, and earth ſees heav'n, 
How I am gall'd;) thou might'ſt be-ſpice a cup, 

To give mine enemy a laſting wink; 

Which draught to me were cordial. 

Cam. Sir, my Lord, 

I could do this, and that with no oth potion, 


But with a lingring dram, that ſhould not work *, _ 
Malicioully, 


3 But avith a 3 dram, expreſſed. He _ a it with 

| that ſhould not work, a dram that ſhould have none of 
| Maliciouſly, like poiſon : ] thoſe viſible effects that dere the 
The thought is here beautifully "—_ Theſe effects he oy 
| : 4 7 $ 
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Malicioufly, like poiſon. But I cannot * 
Believe this crack to be in my dread miſtreſs, 
So ſovereignly being honourable. 


Leo. I've lov'd thee. —— Make*t thy Queſtion, aud : 


go rot: 


Do'ſt think, I am ſo muddy, ſo unſettled, 
To appoint myſelf in this vexation ? Sully 
The purity and whiteneſs of my ſheets, 


(Which to preſerve, is fleep ; which being ſpotted, 


Is goads, thorns, nettles, tails of waſps :) - 
Give ſcandal to the blood o'th' Prince, my fon, 
Who, I do think, is mine, and love as mine, 
Without ripe moving to't? would I do this? 


calls the malicious workings of 


poiſon, as if done with deſign to 
betray the uſer. But the Oxford 
Editor would mend Shakefteare's 
expreſſion, and reads, | 


—— that could not work 
Like a malicious poiſon: —— 


So that Ca/l;s reaſon is loſt in 
this happy emendation. Wa aB. 
Rojo 1s haſiy, as in another 


place, raſp gunpowder, Max. 


licicuſly is malignantly, wtth ef- 


fects openly hurtful. Shakeſpeare 


had no thought of betraying the 
ſer, The Oxford emendation 
is harmleſs and uſeleſs. - 
+ In former copies, 
— — but cannot 
Believe this Crack to be in my 
dread Miſtreſs. 
So fowvereignty being honourable, 
I have lov'd thee— | 
Leo. Make that thy Purſtion 
r.: The laſt 
_ Hemiſtich alſign'd ro Camillo, 
muſt have been miſtakenly placed 
to him. It is Diſreſpect and In- 
ſolence in Camillo to his King, 


to tell him that he has once 


vok'd that Cami 


lov'd him. I have ventured 
at a Tranſpoſition, which ſeems 
ſelf. evident. Camillo will not be 
perſuaded in to a Suſpicion of the 


Diſloyalty imputed to his Mi- 


ſtreſs. The King, who believes 
nothing but his Jealouſy, pro- 
is fo obſti- 
nately diffident, finely ſtarts into 
a Rage and cries ; 


Toe lhow'd thee. Make't thy 


Oueſftion, and po rot, i. e. J have 
En thee gs Camillo, but 
J Here cancel all former Reſpect 
at once. If thou any longer 
make a Queſtion of my Wife's 


Diſboyalty, go from my Preſence, 
and Ferdition overtake thee for 


thy Stubbornneſs. TRHEOBAI p. 
I have admitted this alteration, 
as Dr. Warburton has done, but 


am not convinced that it is ne- 


ceſſary. Camillo, deſirous to de- 


fend the Qucen, and willing to 


ſecure credit to his apology, be- 
gins, by telling the King that 


he has wed him, is about to give 


inſtances of his love, and to in- 


fer from them his preſent zeal, 
Could 


when he is interrupted, 


mnt OY . t--- t  ennd-- 6- 3 


2 
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Could man fo blench ? | 1 
Cam. I muſt believe you, Sir, 
1 do, and will fetch off Bohemia for't: 
Provided, that, when he's remov'd, your Highneſs 
Will take again your Queen, as yours at firſt, 
| Even for your ſon's fake, and thereby for ſealing 
The injury of tongues, in Courts and OI 
Known and ally'd to yours. 
Leo. Thou doſt adviſe me, 
Even ſo as I mine own courſe. have ſer down: 
I'Il give no blemiſh to her honour, none. 
Cam. My Lord, 
Go then; and with a countenance as clear 
As friendſhip wears at. feaſts, keep with Bohemia, 
And with your Queen; I am his cup-bearer; 
If from me he have wholeſome bewenden, 
Account me not your ſervant. 
Leo. This is all; 
| Do't, and thou haſt the one half of my heart; 
Do't not, thou ſplit'ſt thine own. = 
Cam. I'll do't, my Lord. | 
Leo. Iwill ſeem friendly, as thou haſt advis'd me. +> 
[ Exit, 
cam. O lnb lady But, bor me, | 
What caſe ſtand I in? I muſt be the poiſoner 
Of good Polixenes, and my ground to do't 
Is the obedience to a maſter; one, 
Who, in rebellion with himſelf, will have 
All that are his, ſo too._.To do this deed, 
Promotion follows. If I could find example 
Of thouſands, that had ſtruck anointed Kings, 
And flouriſh'd after, I'd not do't : but ſince 
Nor braſs, nor ſtone, nor por bears not one; . 
Let villany itſelf forſwear't. I muſt. 


| Forſake the Court; to do't, or no, is certain 

To me a break-neck. — e ſtar reign now! 

Uere comes Bohemia. . | 
| 80 L NE 
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8 CE NE 
Enter Polixenes. 


3 This i is ſtrange! merhinla, 
My tavour here begins to Warp. Not ea? Pig 
Good day, Camillo. 
Cam. Hail, moſt royal Sir! 
Pol. What is the news i'th' court? ? 
Cam. None rare, Lad... 
Pol. The King hath on him ſuch a countenance, 
As he had loſt ſome province, and a region 
Lov'd, as he loves himſelf : even now I met him 
With cuſtomary compliment, when he, 
Wafting his eyes to th* contrary, and falling. 
A lip of much contempt, ſpeeds from me, and 
So leaves me to conſider what is breeding, 


That changes thus his manners. 


Cam. I dare not know, my Lord. 
Pol. How, dare not? do not? do Jan know, and 

dare not? | | 
Be intelligent to me, *tis thereabouts : 
For to yourſelf, what you do know, you mult; 
And cannot ſay, you dare not. Good Camille, 
Four chang'd complexions are to me a mirror, 

Which ſhews me mine chang'd too; for I muſt be 
A party in this alteration, finding | 
Myſelf thus alter'd with it. 

Cam. There js a ſickneſs, 
Which puts ſome of us in diſtemper; but 

I cannot name the diſeaſe, and it is caught 
Of you that yet are well. 

Pol. How caught of me? 
Make me not ſighted like the baſiliſk, 
Pre look'd on thouſands, who have ſped the better 
By my regard, but kill'd none ſo. Camillo, 
As Mas are certainly a gentleman, 


\ 


Clerk: 
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Clerk: like experienc'd (which no leſs adorns _ 

Our gentry, than our parents' noble names, 

In whoſe ſucceſs we are gentle ;) I beſeech you, 
If you know aught, which does behove my knowledge 
Thereof to be inform'd, impriſon't t not 5 

In ignorant concealment. 

Cam. I may not anſwer. | 

Pol. A ſickneſs caught of me, and yet I wall? 4 

I muſt be anſwer'd. Doſt thou hear, Camillo, 

J conjure thee by all the parts of man, 

Which honour does acknowledge (whereof the leaſt 

Ils not this ſuit of mine), that thou declare, 

| Whar incidency thou doſt gueſs of harm 

Is creeping towards me; how far off, how near; 

Which way to be prevented, if it be ; ; 

If not, how beſt to bear it, 

Cam. Sir, I'II tell you. 
Since I am charg'd in honour, and by him 


That! thing honourable; therefore, mark my counſel ; - 


Which muſt be ev'n as ſwiftly follow'd, as - 
I mean to utter it; or both yourſelf and me 
Cry loſt, and ſo good night. 
Pol. On, good Camillo. 
Cam. 1 am appointed Him to murder you. 
Pol. By whom, Camillo? 
Cam. By the King. 
Pol. For what? | 
Cam. He thinks, nay, with all confidence he ſwears, 
As he had ſeen' t, or been an inſtrument 
To vice you to't*, that you have toucht his On 
Forbiddenly, 
Pol. Oh, then, my beſt bled turn 


WW Toan ICOG gelly, and” * name 


E be avhoſe ſucceſs awe are 8 To vice you to 995 1 
gentle] I know not to draw, perſuade you, The cha- 
whether acceſs here docs pot rafter called the Vice, in the old 
mean /ucce/fion. plübKhays, was the Tempter to evil. 
| | | WARBURTON. 
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Be yok'd with his, that did betray the beſt! 
Turn then my freſheſt reputation to . 
A ſavour, that may ſtrike the dulleſt noſtril 


Where I arrive; and my a 
Nay, hated too, worſe than t 
That e'er was heard, or read! 


roach be ſhun'd, _ 
e enn 1 2 


Cam. Swear this though over “. 
By each particular ſtar in heaven, and 
By all their influences; you may as well 
Forbid the ſea for to obey the moon, 
As or by oath remove, or counſel ſhake, 


The fabrick of his folly ; 


whoſe foundation * 


Is pil'd upon his faith, and will continue 


The ſtanding of his body. 
Pol. How thall this grow? 2 
Cam. I know not ; but, I'm 


fure, tis A to 


Avoid whar's grown, than queſtion how tis born, 
If therefore you dare truſt my honeſty, 

That hes inclofed in this trunk, which you 
Shall bear gong impawn'd, away to night ; 


Your followers 


will whiſper to the buſineſs; 


And will by twos and threes, at ſeveral poſterns, 
Clear them o'th* city. For myſelf, I'll put 

My fortunes to your ſervice, which are here 

By this diſcovery loſt. Be not uncertain; 

For by the honour of my parents, I + 

Have utter'd truth; which if you ſeek to prove, 
I dare not ſtand by; nor ſhall you be ſafer, 

Than one condemned by the King's own mouth ; 


7 Cam, Savear his 
Thoupht over 

By each particular Star in _=_ 

ven, &c.] The Tranſ- 


poſition of a ſingle Letter recon - 


ciles this Paſſage to good Senſe; 


Polixenes, in the precedingSpeech, | 


had been laying the deepeſt Im- 


precations on himſelf, if he had 


ever abus'd Leontes in any Fa- 


miliarity with his Queen. T 0 
which Camillo very pertinent iy 


replies: 
— Swear this though over, &c. 
| THEOBALD. 
3 au foundation 


1s wy upon his faith —1 This 
folly which 1s founded upon fet- 
tled belief. 


on 
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Thereon his execution ſworn. 
Pol. I do believe thee: 


I ſaw his heart in's face. Give me thy hand; 

Be pilot to me, and thy places ſhall 

Still neighbour mine. My ſhips are ready, and 
My people did expect my hence departure 

Two days ago. — This jealouſy f 

Is for̃ a precious creature; as ſhe's rare, 


Muſt it be great; and, as his perſon's mighty, 
Muſt it be violent; and, as he does conceive 


He is diſhonour'd by a man, which ever 


Profeſs'd to him; why, his revenges muſt 


In that be made more bitter. 


Fear oer-ſhades me: 


Good expedition be my friend, and comfort 9 
| The gracious Queen's; part of his rheam, but nothing 
Of his ill-ra'en ſuſpicion ! Come, Camillo, 

I will reſpe@ thee as a father, if 

Thou bear'ſt my life off hence. Let us avoid. 

Cam. It is in mine authority to command | 
The keys of all the poſterns: pleaſe your Highneſs, 
To take the . hour. Come, Sir, away. | Exeunt. 


9 Good expedition: * my * 


and comfort 


The gracious Queen; . But 


how could this expedition com- 
fort the Queen ? on the contrary 
it would increaſe her Huſband's 
ſuſpicion. We ſhould read, 
— Aud comfort 

The gracious Queen” 83— 
i. e. be expedition my friend, and 
be comfort the Queen's friend. 
The * Editor has thought 


The gracious Queen 


fit to nw my neden, | 


and ſo reads, 


— Heaven comfort 


WARBURTON; 


Dr. Mur bares conjecture is: 
1 think, juſt; but what ſhall be 


done wich the following words, 
of which I can make nothing 4 


Perhaps the line, which connected 


them to the reſt, is loſt. 
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n. SCENE I 


Af be Palaces! 
Enter Hermione, Mamillius, and Ladies. 
| H ERMION E. 


AKE the boy to you; he ſo croubles: me; 
T4 "Tis paſt enduring. 
1 Lady. Come, my gracious Lord. 
Shall 1 be your play-fellow? 
Mam. No, Ill none of you. 
1 Lady. Why, my ſweet Lord? Zh 
Mam. You'll kiſs me hard, and ſpeak to me as i 
I were a baby ſtill. I love you better. 
2 Lady. And why ſo, my Lord? 
Mam. Not for becauſe 5 
Your brows are blacker; (yet black brows, they ſay, 
Become ſome women beſt; ſo that there be not 
Too much hair there, hat 3 ina ſemicircle, 
Or a half-moon made with a pen. ) 
2 Lady. Who taught you this ? 
Mam. I learn'd it out of women's faces: pray now, 
What colour be your eye-brows ? 
1 Lady. Blue, my Lord. | 
Mam. Nay, that's a mock : I've ſeen : a lady 8 noſe 
That has been blue, but not her eye-brows, 
1 Lady. Hark ye, 
The Queeii, your mother, rounds apace: we ſhall 
Preſent our ſervices to a fine new prince 
One of theſe days; and then you'll wanton with us, : 


If we would have you. 


2 Lady. She is ſpread of late 


"4 wars a goody bulk; good time encounter her! hs 
Her. 
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Her. What wiſdom ſtirs amongſt you ? come, Sir, 
now 55 
I am for you again. Pray you fit by us, 
And tell's a tale. e 
Mam. Merry, or ſad, ſhall't be? 
Her. As merry as you will. | 
Mam. A fad tale's beſt for winter. 
I have one of ſprights and goblins. 
Her. Let's have that, good Sir. 
Come on, fit down. Coane on, and do your wt 
To fright me with your ſpright: you're powerful at it. 
Mam. There was a man 
Her. Nay, come fit down; then on. 
Mam. Dwelt by a chan een — will tell ir 
ſoftly: | 
Yond crickets ſhall not hear it. 
Hen. Come on then, and b 't me in mine e car. 


s c E N E II. 
Enter Leontes, Antigonus, and Lirds. | 


Leo, Was he met there ? his EPR Camillo with 
him? 
Lord. Behind the tuft of pines I met them; never 
Saw I men ſcowr ſo on their way: 1 ey d chem 
_ Evento their ſhi 
Leo. How bleſt : am 1 
In my juſt cenſure! in my true opinion! 
Alack, for lefler knowledge *— how accurg'd ' 
In being ſo bleſt! There may be in the cup _ 
A ſpider ſteep'd, and one may drink; depart, 
And yet partake no venom; for his knowledge 
Is not infected: but if one preſent 


Ih' abhorr'd ingredient to his eye, make known 


Alact, for te 2 inowledge—] That is, 0 that © my — 
 eEvere 27. - 
How 


— 
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How he hath drunk, he cracks his gorge, his ſides 


With violent hefts — I have drunk, and, ſeen che 
ſpider.— 

Camillo was his help in this, his N bs 

There is a plot againft my life, my crown ; 


All's true, that is miſtruſted: that falſe villain, | 


Wbom employed, was pre-employ'd by him: 
He hath diſcover'd my deſign, and 1 


Remain a pinch'd thing ; yea, a very trick 


For them to play at will: how came the 3 


So eaſily open? | 
Lord. By his great authority, 


Which often hath no leſs prevail'd than fo 


— 


On your command. 


Leo. I know too well. — ; | 
Give me the boy; [To Herm.) Pm glad, you did not 
nurſe him: 
Though he does bear ſome ſigns of me, yet you 
Have too much blood in him. — 
Her. What is this, ſport? 
Leo. Bear the boy hence, he ſhall not come "about 
her; 6 bl 
Away with him, and let her ſport herſelf 
With that ſhe's big with: for it is Polixenes 
Has made thee {well thus, | 
Her. But I'd ſay, he had not; 
And, Pl! be ſworn, you would believe my fayir ing, 
Howe'er you lean to th” Day Ward; 
Les. You, my. Lords, | 
Look on her, mark her well; be but about 
To ſay, ſhe is a goodly lady, and 5 
The juſtice of your hearts will thereto add, 
"Tis pity, ſhe*s not honeſt, honourable, 
Praiſe her but for this her without- door form, 


2 He hath diſcover'd my figs, the gt; ecncerving thoſe » who 

_ and] .. were enchanted, and faſtened to 

* Remain a pinch'd thing: 1 the ſpot, by charms ſuperior to 

Alloging to the |, of their own, WARBURTON. 
I 4: > (Which 
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(Which on my faith deſerves high ſpeech), and ſtraight 
The ſhrug, the hum, or ha,—theſe petty brands, 


Thar calumny doth uſe:. oh, I am our, - 
That mercy does; for calumny will fear 
Virtue itſelf. — Theſe ſhrugs, theſe hums, and ha' 8. 
When you have ſaid ſhe's goodly, come between, - 
Ere you can fay ſhe's honeſt: but be't known, 
(From him, that has moſt cauſe to grieve it ſhould 073 
She's an adultreſs. 

Her. Should a villain ſay ſo, 
The moſt repleni{h'd villain in the world, 
He were as much more villain : you, my Lord, 
Do but miſtake. 

Leo. You have miſtook, my lady, 
Polixenes for Leontes. O thou thing, 
Which I'll not call a creature of thy place, 
Leſt barbariſm, making me the precedent, 
Should a like language ule to all degrees; 
And mannerly diltinguiſhment leave out 
Betwixt the prince and beggar.— ] have ſaid, 
She's an adultreſs; I have ſaid with whom: 
More; ſhe's a traitor, and Camillo is 
A federary. with her; and one that knows . 5 
What ſhe ſhould ſhame to know herſelf, EE ol 
But with her moſt vile Principal, that ſhe's = 
A bed-ſwerver, even as bad as thoſe 
That vulgars give bold'ſt titles; ay, and Py 
To this their late eſcape. 

Her. No, by my life, 
Privy to none of this. How will this grieve you, 
When you ſhall come to clearer knowledge, that 
You thus have publiſh'd me? Gentle my Lord, 
You ſcarce can right me rar gg then, to oF. 
Lou did miſtake. 
Teo. No, if I miſtake * 


— if 1 miſtake - will not ſupport the opinion I 


7 he center, &c.—] That is, have formed, no foundation can 
If the proofs which 1 can offer be truſted. 


Vol. II. | 8 | 1 


——— —„H — 2 
- * 
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| In theſe foundations which I build upon, 


The center is not big enough to bear 
A ſchool-boy's top. Away with her to priſon: 5 


He, who ſhall ſpeak for her, is far off * . 


Bur that he ſpeaks. 
Her. There's ſome ill planet reigns ; 
I muſt be patient, till the heavens look 


With an aſpect more favourable. Good my lords 
I am nor prone to weeping; as our ſex + 


Commonly are, the want of which vain dew, 
Perchance, ſhall dry your pities; but I have 


That honourable grief lodg d here, which burns 
Worſe than tears drown : *beſeech you all, my lords, 


With thoughts ſo qualified as your charities 
Shall beſt inſtruct you; meaſure me; and ſo 


The King's will be perform'd — 


Leo. Shall 1 be heard ? 


Her. Who is't, that goes with me! ? 'beſeech yout 
Highneſs, 


My women may be with me, bs you ſee; 


My plight requires it. Do not weep, good fools, 


[To ber Ladies, 


There is no cauſe; when you ſhall know, your miſtreſs 
Has deſerv'd pr 3 then abound in tears, 

As I come out; this action *, I now go on, 

Is for my better grace. Adieu, my Lord, 


1 never wifh'd to fee you ſorry; now, 


I truſt, I ſhall. My worden 00mm you ve leave. 


Py 


He who ſhall fpeak for ber, far of 8 . 
5 far off guilty, . e. partakes far, deeply, of ber 
But that he ſpeaks 1 Guilt. THEOBALD-. 
This cannot be the Speakers It is ſtrange that Mr. 7heobald 
Meaning. Leontes would ſay, I could not find out that fur of 
mall hold the Perſon i à great guilty, ſignifies, my in n re- 
meaſure guilty, who ſhall dare to mote degree. 
intercede for her: And this, I 5 this action, 1 The 
believe, Shakeſpeare ventur'd to word action is here taken in the 
expreſs thus : | lawyers ſenſe, for indietment, 
He, who /hall Heal for ber, is changes © or accuſation. 


= ky 22 2 my 
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. Leo. Gay iir bidding; hee © 
_ C [Exit Queen, guarded ; and Ladies, 
Lord. Beſeech your Higneſs call the Queen again. 
Ant. Be certain what you do, Sir, leſt your juſtice 
Prove violence; in the which three Great ones ſuffer, 
Yourſelf, your Queen, your ſon, | 
Lord. For her, my Lord, 


dare my life lay down, and will do't, Sir, 


Pleaſe you t' accept it, that the 
It eyes of heaven, and to you, 


W is ſpotleſs 


mean, 


In this which you accuſe her. 


Ant. If it prove 


She's otherwiſe, L'Il keep my ſtable where 5 

I lodge my wife, I'll go in couples with her; 
Than when I feel, and fee, no further truſt her: 
For every inch of woman in the world, 

Ay every dram of woman's fleſh is falſe, 


If ſhe be. | 


Leb. Hold your peaces. 


Lrd d. 
Ant. It is for you we ſpeak, not for ourſelves: 


You are abus'd, and by ſome putter on, 


That will be damn'd fort; 


would I knew the villain,” 


I would land-dam * him: be ſhe honour-flaw'd, 
| have three daughters; the eldeſt is eleven; 


3 Tl keep my flable 
PP 

lodge my avife,——] Stable- 
fand (flabilis flatio as Spelman 
interprets it) 1s a term of the Fo- 
reſi-Laws, and fignifies a place 
| where a Deer-ſtealer fixes his 
ſand under ſome convenient co- 
ver, and keeps watch for the 


purpoſe of killing Deer as they 


pals by. From the place it came 
to be applied alſo to the perſon, 


and any man taken in a foreſt in 


> nw or bow 


that ſituation with 
in his hand, was preſumed to be 


an offender, and had the name 
of a Szable-fland. In all former 
editions this hath been printed 
tables, and it may perhaps be 
objected that another ſyllable 
added ſpoils the ſmoothneſs of 
the verſe. But by pronouncing 
alle ſhort the meaſure will very 
well bear it, according to the 


liberty allowed in this kind of 


writing, and which Shakeſpeare 
never ſeruples to uſe; therefore 
I read, fable ſtand. HANMER. 
7 Land-dam him:] Sir 7. 
Hanmer interprets, ſlep his urine. 
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Ihe ſecond, and the third, nine, and & ſome five; 
If this prove true, they'll pay for't. By mine honour, 
Pll geld 'em all: fourteen they ſhall not ſee, | 
To bring.falſe generations : they are co-heirs, 
And I had rather glib myſelf, than they 
Should not produce fair iſſue. | 
Ae. Cert; no more: Ea 5 
You ſmell this buſineſs with a ſenſe as cold 
As is a dead man's noſe; I ſee't and feel't, 

As you feel doing thus; and ſee withal 

The inſtruments that feel. Laing his brows, | 
Ant. If it be fo, 

We necd no grave to bury „ : 

There's not a grain of it, the face to ſweeten | 
Of the whole dungy earth. 

Leo. What? lack I credit? 

Lord. I had rather you did lack ants my Lord, 
Upon this ground; and more it would content me 
To have her honour true, than your ſuſpicion; 

Be blam'd for't, how you might. 
Teo. Why, what need we | 
Commune with you of this? but rather follow 
Our forceful inſtigation? our prerogative 
Calls not your counſels, but our natural goodneſs 
Imparts this ; which, if you, or ſtupified, 
Or ſeeming ſo in ſkill, cannot, or will not 
Reliſh a truth like us; inform yourſelves, _ 
| We need no more of your advice; the matter, 
The loſs, the gain, the ord'ring on't, is all 
Properly ours. 
Ant. And! wiſh, my Liege, 
Jou had only in your filent judgment wy'd i * 
Without more overture. 
Leo. How could that be? . 
Either thou art moſt ignorant by age, 
Or thou wert born a fool. Camillo's flight, 


| Jans es 


* This is Mr. —_ correction; the former editions Fa 
Added 


TH E W INTE R's 
| Added to their familiarity, 


TALE 


(Which was as groſs as ever rouch'd conjecture, 
That lack'd fight only; nought for approbation 7, 
But only ſeeing; all other circumſtances 
Made up to th* deed) do puſh on this proceeding ; 
Yet for a greater confirmation, 
For, in an act of this importance, *twere 
| Moſt piteous to be wild, I have diſpatch'd i in poſt, 
To ſacred Delphos, to Apollb's temple, 
Cleomines and Dion, whom you know 
Of ſtuff'd ſufficiency *: Now, from the oracle 
They will bring all: whoſe fpiritual counſel had, 


Shall ſtop, or ſpur me. 


Lord. Well done, my Lord, 
Leo. Tho? I am ſatisfy'd, and need no more 
Than what I know, yet ſhall the oracle 


Give reſt to th* minds of others: 


Whoſe ignorant credulity will not 
Come up to thꝰ truth. So have we thought it i 


From our free perſon, ſhe ſhould be confin'd: 


| Leſt that the treachery of the two ?, fled hence, 
Be lefr her to perform. Come, Cw us, 


We are to 


Will raiſe us all 


Ant. [afide.] To laughter, as I whe it, 
If the good truth were known. 


7 nonght for 1 
But only feeling ; J Appro- 


bation, in this place, 1s put for 


Me 


— fruff'd fo fficiency ; ——] 
That is, of abilities more 
enoughs 
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Have I done well? 

ſuch as he, 

peak in publick; for this buſineſs 
 [Exeunt. 


9 Left that the PROTO of the 
two, &c.—] He has be- 
fore declared, that there is a plot 


againſt bis life and crown, and 


that Hermione 1s federary with 


than Polyxenes and Camille. 
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SCENE WE. 
Changes to a Priſon. 
Enter Paulina, and Gentlemen. 


Paul. H E keeper of the priſon,—call to him: 

| [Exit Gentleman. 

Let him have knowledge who I am. Good lady, 

No court in Europe is too good for thee ; 
What doſt thou then in priſon ? ? 


er Gentleman, with the „ — 


Now, good Sir, 

You know me, do you not? 
Goal. For a worthy lady, 
And one whom much I honour, 

Paul. Pray you then, 
Conduct me to the 1 
Goal. I may not, Madam; 
1 0 the contrary I have expreſs commandment. 
Paul. Here's ado to lock up honeſty and nonour 
From the acceſs of gentle viſitors! 
Is it lawful, pray you, to ſee her women? 
Any of them? Emilia® ' 
Goa!, So pleaſe you, Madam, 
To put a-part theſe your attendants, I 
Shall bring Emilia forth. 
Paul. I pray you now, call her: 1 
Withdraw yourſelves. [Exeunt Gent. 
Coal. And, Madam, I muſt Ee : 
Preſent at your conference. 
Paul. Well; be it fo, pr'ythee. Le Goaler. 
Here's ſuch ado to make no ſtain a ſain, 
As paſſes colquring. 


Enter Emilia, 


Dear gentlewoman, 
How 


N 
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How fares our gracious lady? 5 

Emil. As well, as one ſo great and ſo forlorn 
May hold together; On the frights and griefs, 
(Which never tender lady hath borne greater;) 
She is, ſomething before her time, deliver'd. 

Paul. A boy? 
Emil. A daughter, and a goodly babe, 
Luſty, and like to live: the Queen receives 
Much comfort in't: ſays, My poor e 
I'm innocent as you. 

Paul. I dare be ſworn : 


Theſe dangerous, unſafe lunes Privy King *! beſhrew 


them, 


He muſt be told on't, and he ſhall; the office 


Becomes a woman beſt. I'll take't upon me. 
If I prove honey-mouth'd, let my tongue bliſter ; 


| And never to my red-look d anger be 
The trumpet any more! Pray you, Emilia, 


Commend my beſt obedience to the Queen, 
If ſhe dares truſt me with her little babe, 
Pl1 ſhew't the King, and undertake to be 
Her advocate to th? loud'ſt, We do not know, 


How he may ſoften at the ſight o'th* child: 


The filence often of pure innocence 
Perſuades, when fpeaking fails. 
Emil. Moſt worthy Madam, 


Four honour and your goodneſs is fo evident, 


Th your free undertaking cannot mils | 
A thriving iſſue: there is no lady living 
So meet for this great errand. Pleaſe your n 


| 1. 0 viſit the next room, Pl] preſently 


1 250 1 rous, unſafe Lunes Expreſſion with the French. 
ith” King ! - I have {ya de la lune: (i. e. He has 

no where, but in our Author, t the Moon in his Head; he 
obſerv'd this Word adopted in 1s frantick,) Cotgrave. 3 


our Tongue, to ſignify, Frenzy, folie. Les femmes ont des lunes 
Lunaq. But it is a Mode of dans la tete, Richelet. = 


THEOBALD. 
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Acquaint the Queen of your moſt noble . 8 
Who but to day hammer'd of this deſign; 
But durſt nor tempt a miniſter of honour, 
Leſt ſhe ſhould be deny'd. * 
Paul. Tell her, Emilia, 

Pll uſe that tongue I have; if wit flow from' = 
As boldneſs from my boſom, let't not be Goubted | 

I ſhall do good. 
Emil. Now be you bleſt for ir! 

I'll to the Queen: pleaſe you, come ſomething nearsr, 

Goal. Madam, ift pleaſe the Queen to ſend the babe, 

I know not what I ſhall i incur, to paſs 1 it, | 
Having no warrant. 
| Paul. You need not fear it, Sir; 
The child was priſoner to the womb, and is 
By law and proceſs of great nature thence 
Free'd and enfranchis'd ; not a party to 
The anger of the King, nor guilty of, 
If any be, the treſpaſs of the Queen. | 

Goal. I do believe it. 5 

Paul. Do not you fear; upon mine honour, I 

Will ſtand *rwixt you and danger. [ Exeunt. 


- 


SCENE IV. 
Changes to. the Palace. 
Enter Leontes, Antigonus, Lords and other attendants. 
Leo OR night, nor day, no reſt; it is but 
: | . weakneſs 
To bear the matter thus; meer weak, if 
| The cauſe were not in being—part o'th' cauſe, 


She, the adultreſs— for the Harlot-King 
Is quite beyond mine arm; out of the blank = 


* out of the blank that I can make againſt him. 
And level of my brain; ] Blank and level, are terms of 


Beyond the aim of * attempt archery. 


2 And 


And level of my brain; plot-proof ; but ſhe. 
can hook to me: ſay, that ſhe were gone, 


Given to the fire, a moiety of my reſt 
Might come to me again. Who's theres 


E nter an Attendant: 


Atten, My Lord. 
Leo. How does the boy ? 
| Atten. He took good reſt to night; ; tis hop'd, 
His ſickneſs is diſcharg'd. 
Leo. To ſee his nobleneſs! 
Conceiving the diſhonour of his mother, 
Ale ſtraight declin'd, droop'd, took it deeply; 
= PFaſten'd, and fix'd the Pt on't in himſelf; 
& Threw off his ſpirit, his appetite, his fleep, _ 
And down-right languiſh'd, Leave me ſolely; go 
[ Exit Attendant. 
See how he fares.— Fy, fy, no thought of him;— _ 
The very thought of my revenges that way 
Recoil upon me ; in himſelf too mighty, 
And in his parties, his alliance — let him be, 
Until a time may ſerve. For preſent vengeance, 
Take it on her. Camillo and Polixenes „ 
Laugh at me; make their paſtime at my ſorrow; | 
They ſhould nor laugh, if I could reach them; nor 
Shall the, 1 my ren | | 


SCENE 5 
Enter Paulina, with a Child. 


Lal You muſt | not enter. | 

Paul. Nay rather, good my Lords, be heads tome: 

Fear you his ryrannous paſkon more, alas, a 
Than the _— s life? a gracious innocent ſoul, 
More free than he is jealous. 885 

5 Aut That's enough. MS. 

2 Acten. 
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Atten. [within] Madam, he hath not flept to night: 


commanded, 

None ſhould come at him. 

Paul. Not fo hot, good Sir; 
I come to bring him ſleep. *Tis ſuch as you, 
That creep like ſhadows by him, and do ſigh + 
At each his needleſs heayings; ſuch as you 
Nouriſh the cauſe of his awaking. 1 
Do come with words, as medicinal, as true; 


Honeſt, as either ; to purge him of that humour, 


That preſſes him from fleep. 
Leo. What noiſe there, ho? 


Paul. No noiſe, my Lord, but needful conference, 


About ſome goſſips for your Highneſs, - 
Leo. How? | 
Away with that audacious lady. — 


1 charg'd thee, that ſhe ſhould not come about me 0 


I knew, ſhe would. | 
Ant. I told her fo, my Toa. 
On your difpleaſure's peril and on ne, 
She ſhould not viſit you. 
Leo. What? can'ſt not rule her! > 5 
Paul. From all diſhoneſty he can; in this, 
Unleſs he take the courſe that you have done, 
Commit me, for committing honour, truſt ; is 
He ſhall not rule me. 
Ant. Lo-you now, yon hear. 
When ſhe will take the rein, L let her run, 
But ſhe'll not ſtumble. | 
Paul. Good my Liege, I come 
And I beſeech you, hear me, who — 12 
Myſelf your loyal ſervant, your phyſician, 


_ Your moſt obedient counſellor: yet that dares 


Leſs appear fo, in comforting your evils, 


Than ſuch as moſt ſeems yours. I ſay, I come 


From your good Queen. 

Teo. Good Queen? 

Paul. Good Queen, my Lord, 
| 3 


Good 


RRR 
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Good Queen, I ſay, good 


TALE, 267 
neen ; | 


And would by combat make her good, fo were . 
A man, the worſt about you. 


Leo. Force her hence. 


Paul. Let him, that makes but trifles of his eyes, 


, Firſt hand me. 


On mine own accord, I'Il off; 


But firſt, I'll do my errand. The good Queen, 
For ſhe is good, hath brought you forth a daughter, 
Here *tis; 'commends it to your bleſſing. 


Leo. Out! 


[ Laying down the child. 


A mankind witch“! hence with her, out o door: : 
A moſt intelligencing bawd! 


Paul. Not fo; 


| am as ignorant in that, as you 

In ſo intit'ling me; and no leſs honeſt 
Than you are mad ; which is enough, I'll warrant, 
As this world goes, to paſs for henden 


Leo. Traitors! 


Will you not puſh her out? give her che baſtard. 


3 And would by combat mate 


ber good, ſo were 1 

A man, the worſt about Hou. 
Paulina ſuppoſes the King's jea- 
louſy to be raiſed and inflamed 
by the courtiers about him; who, 
the finely ſays, 


— creep like ſhadows by him, 


and do ſigh 
4} each his needleſs heavings :— 
Surely then, ſhe could not 5 


that were ſhe a man, the worſt 


of theſe, ſhe would vindicate her 
miſtreſs's honour againſt the 
King's ſuſpicions, in ſingle com- 
bat. Shakeſpeare, I am perſuad: 


ed, wrote, 


fo were I 
A man, ON TH' worſt about y Jou. 
i. e. were I a man, I would vin- 


dicate her honour, on the worlt 


ſenſe in this paſſage. 


[To Antigonus. 


| of theſe ſycophants that are about 


you. WARBURTON. 

The worſt means only the 
loweſt. Were I the meaneſt of 
your ſervants, I would yet claim 


the combat againſt any accuſer. 


A mankind witch? 
A mankind woman, is yet uſed 


in the midland counties, for a 


woman violent, ferocious, and 
miſchievous: It has the ſame 
Witches 
are ſuppoſed to be mankind, to 
put off the ſoftneſs and delicacy 
of women, therefore Sir Hugh, 
in the Merry Wives of Windjor, 


ſays, of a woman ſuſpected to 


be a witch, that he does not [ihe 
aohen a woman has a beard. Of 
this meaning Mr. Theobald has 


given examples, | 
Thou . 


ordered Antigonus to take uf — 
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Thou dotard, thou art woman-tyr'd ; unrooſted 
Buy thy dame Partlet here. Take up the baſtard, 
Take't up, I ſay; give't to thy croan. = 

Paul. For ever 
Unvenerable be thy hands, if thou 
Tak'ſt up the Princeſs, by that forced baſeneſs 5 
Which he has put upon't! i 

Leo. He dreads his wife. | 

Paul. So, I would, you did : then *twere in all 

doubt, 

You'd call your children yours. 

Led. A neſt of traytors! 

Ant. 1 am none, by this good light. 

Paul. Nor I; nor any 
But one, that's here: and that's himſelf. For he 
The ſacred honour of himſelf, his Queen's, 
His hopeful ſon's, his babe's, betrays to ſlander, 
Whoſe ſting is ſharper than the ſword's ; and will no: 
(For as the caſe now ſtands, it is a curſe 
He cannot be compell'd to't) once remove 
The root of his opinion, which is rotten, 


As ever oak or {tone was ſound. 


Leo. A callat | 
of boundleſs tongue, who late hath beat her husband. 
And now baits me! — This brat is none of mine; 
It is che iſſue of Polixenes. 
Hence with it, and together with 4 dam, 
Commit them to the fire. 

Paul. It is yours; 
And, might we lay th old proverb to your charge, 
So like you, 'tis the worſe. Behold, my Lords, 
Altho' the print be little, the whole matter 7 
And copy of the father; eye, noſe, lip, 
The trick of's frown, his forehead, nay, the valley, 


5 Unwenerable be thy hands, if baſtard ; Paulina forbids him to 


thou touch the Princeſs under that 


Tak'ft up the Princeſs by that appellation, Forced is falſe, ut- 
forced baſeneſs] Leontes had tered with violence to truth. 


” Tue 
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| The pretty dimples of his chin, and check, his ts 
The very mould and frame of hand, nail, noger.. 
And thou, good Goddeſs Nature, which haſt made it 
80 like to him that got it, if thou haſt 
The ordering of the mind too, mongſt all colours 
No yellow in't e; leſt ſhe ſuſpect, as he docs, 

Her children not her huſband's. 

Leo. A groſs hag ! - | 
And, lozel, thou art worthy to be hang'd, 

That wilt not ſtay her tongue. 
| Ant, Hang all the huſbands, 
| That cannot do that fcat, you'll lende yourſelf 
Hardly one ſubject. | 

Leo. Once more, take her hence, 

Paul. A moſt unworthy and unnatural Lord 
Can do no more. 

Leo. I'Il ha? thee burnt. 

Paul. I care not; 

It is an heretick that makes the fire, 

Not ſhe which burns in't. I'll not call you tyrant; 
But this moſt cruel uſage of your Queen | 
Not able to produce more accuſation _ 

Than your own weak-hing'd fancy, ſomething ſavours 
| Of tyranny; and will ignoble make you, 
Yea, ſcandalous to the world. 

Leo. On your allegiance, 

Out of the chamber with her. Were I a tyrant; | 
Where were her life? ſhe durſt not call me fo, 
If ſhe did know me one. Away with her. 

Paul. I pray you, do not puth me, I'll be gone. 
| —Look to your babe, my Lord, 'tis yours; 3 
| ſend her 
A better guiding ſpirit \—What need theſe hands? 
You, that are thus ſo tender o'er his follies, 

Will never do him good, not one of you. 
So, ſo: farewel, we are gone. [Exit. 


—= No yellow int;—]. Yellow is the low of -alonſh | 
SCENE 
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Leo. Thou, traitor, haſt ſet on thy wife to this. 


My child ? away witty. Even thou, thou that haſt 


A heart fo tender o'er it, take it hence, 
And ſee it inſtantly conſum'd with fire; 


Even thou, and none but thou. Take it up ragt: 


Within this hour bring me word it is done, 
And by good teſtimony, or I'll ſeize thy life, 


With She thou elſe call'd thine : if thou refuſe; | 


And wilt encounter with my wrath, fay ſo: 
The baſtard brains with theſe my proper hands 
Shall I daſh out: go take it to the fire, 

For thou ſett'ſt on thy wife. 1 

Ant. I did not, Sir: | 
Theſe lords, my noble fellows, if they pleaſe; 5 
Can clear me in't. 

Lord. We can. My royal Liege, 
He is not gwlty of her coming hither : 

Leo. You're liars all. 


Lord. Beſeech your Highneſs, give us better credit, 


We've always truly ſerv'd you, and beſeech you 
So to eſteem of us: and on our knees we beg 
(As recompence of our dear ſervices 
Paſt, and to come) that you do change this purpoſe, 


Which being ſo horrible, ſo bloody, muſt 


| Lead on to ſome foul iſſue. We all kneel 
[ they kneel, 
24 I am a feather for Ro wind that . 
Shall I live on, to ſee this baſtard kneel 
And call me father? better burn it now, | 


Than curſe it then. But be it; let it live: 


Alt ſhall not neither. —You, Sir, come you hither ; 
[To Antigonus. 
You, 4 have been ſo tenderly officious 

With lady Margery, your midwife there, 
To ſave this ballagd's 1 (er tis a 3 : 
0 


COEES os alle” and een nm on a EEO COOLS Sad ; 


Ls ” Sad Lo ©! J2@ OY FF; tac 
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So ſure as this beard's grey) what will you adventure 
| To fave this brat's life? 

Ant. Any thing, my Lord, 
That my ability may undergo, 
And nobleneſs impoſe : at leaſt, thus much ; 
ll pawn the little blood which I have 2 8 
Io fave the innocent; any thing poſſible. | 

Leo. It ſhall be poflible; ſwear by this ſword, 

| Thou wilt perform my bidding. 8 
Ant. I will, my Lord. | 
Leo. Mark and perform it; ſceſt thou ? for the fail 
Of any point in't ſhall not only be = 
Death to thyſelf, but to thy lewd- -rongu'd wife, 
whom for this time we pardon. We enjoin thee, 
As thou art liege-man to us, that thou carry 
| This female baſtard hence, and that thou bear i it 
Jo ſome remote and deſert place, quite out 


Oft our dominions; and that there thou leave it; 


Without more mercy, to its own protection 

And favour of the climate. As by ſtrange fortune 

lt came to us, I do in juſtice charge thee, 

| On thy ſoul's peril and thy body's torture, 

That thou commend it ſtrangely to ſome place 7, 11 

| Where chance may nurſe, or end it. Take it. up. 

| Ant. I {wear to do this: tho? a preſent death 

Had been more merciful. Come on, poor babe; 

| Some powerful ſpirit inſtruct the kites and ravens 

To be thy nurſes! Wolves and bears, they ſay, 

| Caſting their ſavageneſs aſide, have done 

Like offices of pity. Sir, be proſperous 

In more than this deed does require; and bleſſing, 

Againſt this cruelty, fight on thy "© 7 5 

| —Poor thing condemn'd to loſs.—[ Exit, with the Child. 
Leo. No; I'll not rear 

Another s iſſue. | 


3 


— commend] it range ſome place, @s a flranger, with- 
to ſome place,] Commit to out more e proviſion. 


E. nter 
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Enter a Meſſenger. 
Me: Pleaſe your Highneſs, poſts, 


From thoſe you ſent to th' oracle, are come 
An hour ſince. Cleomines and Dion, 
Being well arriv'd from Delphos, are both landed, 
Haſting to th' Court. 
Lord. So pleaſe you, Sir, their ſpeed 

Hath been beyond account. 
Leb. Twenty-three days | 

They have been abſent : this good ſpeed foretels, 
The great Apollo ſuddenly will have | 
The truth of this appear. Prepare you, lords, 
Summon a ſeſſion, that me may arraign 

Our moſt diſloyal Lady; for as ſhe hath 
Been publicly accus'd, fo ſhall ſhe have 
A juſt and open trial. While ſhe lives, 
My heart will be a burden to me. Leave me, 


And think upon my bidding. [Exeunt ſeverally. 


ET I. so 1 

. A Part of Sicily, near. the Seas ſide. 

Enter Cleomines and Dion, with Attendants. ; 
CLEoMINES. 


HE climate's delicate, the air moſt ſweer, 
Fertile the iſle *, the temple much pang 
The common praife j it bears. | 


3 Fertile the iſle, ] But Shakeſpeare, or his Editors, had 
the temple of Apollo at Delphi their heads running on Delos, an 
was not in an iſland, but in Pho- iſland of the Cyclades. If it was 
cis, on the continent. Either the a 8 blunder, then —_ 

| | . ſpeare 


Dion. 


| the preſent reading. 


1H * WINTE 


Dion. I ſhall report 7, 
For molt it caught me, 15 
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celeſtial habits, 


(Merhinks, I fo ſhould term them,) and the reverence | 


Of the'grave wearers. O, 
How ceremonious, ſolemn, 
It was i'th'offering! 


the ſacrifice 
and unearthly 


Cleo. But of all, the burſt 
And the ear-deafning voice o'th' oracle, 


Kin to / 
That I was nothing. 


ove's thunder, ſo ſurpriz d my ſenſe, 


Dion. If th' event o'th' journey 
Prove as ſucceſsful to the Queen, (O be'r ſo ) 


Cleo. Great Apollo, 


| ſjeare wrote, Fertile the foil, — 


which is more elegant too, than 


WARBURTON, 
Shakeſpeare is little careful of 


geography. There is no need 


of this emendation in a play of 


| which the whole plot depends 


upon a geographical errour, by 


| which Bohemia 15 fagpoſed | to be 


a maritime country. 
 TSHALL report, 
Fox MosT it caught me, &C. | 


What will he report? And what 


means this reaſon of his report, 
that the celeſtial habits mott 


| ftruck his obſervation? We ſhould | 


read, 

1* SHAMES report, 

FokeEMosT it caught me,. 
Cleomines had juſt before ſaid, that 
the Temple much ſurpaſſed the com- 
mon praiſe it bore, The, other, 
very naturally, replies —— it 
ſhames report, as far ſurpaſſing 
what report ſaid of it. He then 


Yo Ih. © 


| As it hath been to us, rare, pleafanr, ſpeedy, 
The time is worth the uſe owt -“. 


| Turn all to th? beſt 1 theſe een 


goes on to particularize the won- 
ders of the place: Foremoſt, or 
firſt of all, the prieſts garments, 
their behaviour, their act of ſa- 
crifice, Sc. in reaſonable good 
order. WARBURTON. 

Of this emendation I ſee no 
reaſon 3 the utmoſt that can be 
neceſſary i is, to change, it caught 
Mr, tO they caught me; but even 
this may well enough be omitted. 
It may relate to the whole ſpec- 
tacle. | 
: The time is worth the uſe 
| on't,] It ſhould be juſt 
the reverſe, | 

The ule is worth the time ont. 


and this alteration the Oxford 


Editor approves. - WARBURTON, 
Either reading may ſerve, but 
neither 1s very elegant. The time 


is worth the uſe out, means, the 


time which we have ſpent in vi- 
ſiting Delos has recompenſed us 


- for the Cates of ſo ora it. 


8 5 SO | 
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80 N faults upon Hermeone, 
T little like. 
Dion. The violent carriage of it 
Will clear, or end the buſineſs; when the oracle, 


(Thus by Apollo's great divine ſeal'd up,) 


Shall the contents diſcover, ſomething rare 

Even then will ruſh to knowledge. Go— freſh 
horſes- „ 

And E be the iſſue. 8 [Exeunt, - 


Repreſents a Court of Juſt ce. 


Leontes, Lords and Officers, appear properly feated, 
Leo. HIS ſeſſion, (to our great grief, we yy 


nounce,) 


Ew n puſhes gainſt our heart. The party try'd, 


- The daughter of a King, our wife, and one 


Of us too much belov'd;——let us be clear'd 
Of being ryrannous, ſince we ſo openly 

Proceed in juſtice, which ſhall have due courſe, 
Even to the guilt, or the pan 

— Produce the priſoner. „ 
Of. It is his Highneſs pleaſure, that the "PR 
Appear in perſon here in coutt. Silence ! 


Hermione 7 10 brought in, po Paulina, and 
Ladies, attending. 


Leo. Read the Indictment. 

Offi. Hermione, Queen to the worthy Leontes, Kin 
e Sicilia, thou art here accuſed and arraigned of high 
treaſon, in committing adultery 201th Polixenes, Ring "if 
Bohemia, and conſpiring with Camillo to take away the 
Ie of c our * Lord the King, 7 royal a" 


_ 
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the pretence * whereof being by circumſtances partly laid 
open, thou, Hermione, contrary to the faith and al- 


legiance of a true ſubjet, didit counſel and aid Ow for 
their better ja WL fely, to fly _ by night. 


| thr. Since what I am to ſay, muſt be but that 
Which contradicts my accuſation; and 
The teſtimony on my part, no other 
But what comes from myſelf ; it ſhall ſcarce boot me 
To ſay, Not guilty : mine integrity ?, 
| Being counted falſhood, ſhall, as I expreſs it, 

Be ſo receiv'd. But thus If powers divine 
Behold our human actions, as they do, 
1 doubt not then, but innocence ſhall make 
Falſe accuſation bluſh, and tyranny 
| Tremble at patience. —— You, my Lord, beſt 1 
Who leaſt will ſeem to do ſo, my paſt life 
Hath been as continent, as chaſte, as true, 
As J am now unhappy; which is more 
Than hiſtory can pattern, tho' devis'd, 
And play'd, to take ſpectators. For behold me 
A fellow of the royal bed, which owe 
A moiety of the throne, a great King's daughter, 
The mother to a hopetul Prince, here ſtanding 
To prate and talk for life and honour, *fore 
Who pleaſe to come and hear. For life, I prize it + 
As I weigh grief which I would ſpare: for OI; 
"Tis a derivative from me to mine, 
And only that I ſtand for. I appeal 
To your own conſcience, Sir, before Polixenes 
Came to your court, how [ was in your grace, 


2 


— pretence——) Is, in wil 5 but for a be.  Falhood 
this place, taken for a /cheme laid, means both treachery and Jie. | 
| A deſign formed; to pretend means + For liſe I prize it,.&C.} Life 
_ todefign, in the Gent. of Verona. is to me now only grzef, and as 
Mine integrity, &c. That ſuch only is conſidered by me, I 
is, my virtue being accounted would therefore willingly diſmics 
Wickedne 20, my aſſertion of it it. 


Ta: K 
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How merited to be ſo; ſince he came, 
With whar encounter 10 un current? | 
Have ſtrain'd to appear thus; if one jot beyond 
The bounds of honour, or in act, or will 
That way inclining, hardned be the, hearts 
Of all that hear me, and my near'ſt of kin 
Cry, Fy, upon my grave ! 
Jes I ne er heard yet, 
That any of thoſe bolder vices wanted“ 
| Leſs impudence to gain-ſay what they did, 
Than to perform it firſt. - 
Her. That's true enough; 
Tho? 'tis a ſaying, Sir, not due to me. 
Leo. You will not own it. 
Her. More than miſtreſs of, 
| What comes to me in name of fault, I muſt not 
At all acknowledge. For Polixenes, 
With whom I am accus'd, I do confeſs, 
I lov'd him, as in honour he requir'd ; 
With ſuch a kind of love, as might become 
A lady like me; with a love, even ſuch, 
S8o and no other; as yourſelf commanded : 


> 


5 Sa eh came, | | they did, 
With evhat encounter Ju uncur- Thanto performit firſt.) It is appa- 
wept 1 rent that according to the proper, 


Have firain'd t appear FI at leaſt according to the preſent, 
Theſe lines I do not underſtand; uſe of words, % ſhould be more, 
with the licenſe of all Editors, or wanted ſhould be Had. But 
what I cannot underſtand, I ſup- Shakeſpeare is very uncertain in 2 
poſe unintelligible, and there- his ule of negatives. It may be 
fore propoſe that they may be neceſſary once to obſerve, that in 


altered thus, our language two negatives did 
Since he came, not originally affirm, but ſtrength- 
With what encounter ſo umcur en the negation. This mode of 
rent have I ſpeech was in time changed; but 
Been ſtain'd to appear thus. as the change was made in op- 
ne er heard yet, poſition to long cuſtom, it pro- 
That any of thoſe bolder vices ceeded gradually, and uniformity 
wanted was not obtained but through an 


Leſs impudence to gainſay Sat intermediate confuſion. 


Which | 
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Which not to have done, I think, had been 1 in me | 
Both diſobedience and ingratitude | 
To you, and towards your friend; whoſe love had 

ſpoke, 

Even fines it could ſpeak, from an' infant, freely, 
That it was yours. Now for Conſpiracy, 
I know not how it taſtes, tho' it be diſh'd 
For me to try how; all I know of it, 
Is, that Camillo was an honeſt man; 
And why he left your Court, the Gods themſelves 
(Wotting no more than I) are ignorant. 
Les. You knew of his departure, as you know 
What you have underta'en ro do in's. abſence. 
Her. Sir, 
You ſpeak a language that 1 underſtand not; 
My life ſtands in the level of your dreams”, 
Which I'll lay down. 
Leo. Your Actions are my dreams; 
You had a Baſtard by Paolixenes, | 
And I but dream'd it. As you were paſt all ſhame * , 
(Thoſe of your Fact are ſo) ſo paſt all truth; 
Which to deny, concerns more than avails : for as 
Thy brat hath been caſt out, like to itſelf, 
No father owning it, (which is, indeed, 
More criminal in thee than it) ſo thou 
| Shalr feel our juſtice; in whoſe eaſieſt paſſage 
Look for no lets than death. | 
Her. Sir, ſpare your threats; 
The bug, Which you would fright me with, I ſeek: 


7 My li ife flands in the level of where abſolutely for guilt, which 
Hour dreams.] To be in the muſt be its ſenſe in this 1 


level is by a metaphor from arch- Perhaps we may read, 


er 5 to be avithin the reach, 
As you ⁊vere paſt all Thoſe of your Pack are fo. 


game, Pack is a low coarſe word well 
Thofe of your F act are ſo, Jo ſuited to the reſt of this * 
Feat all truth. ] I do not re- invective. N 
member that /act is uſed ary _ | Ep ol an 
e „ 
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To me can life be no commodity. . 
The crown and comfort of my life, your Favour, 

I do give loſt; for I do feel it gone, 

But know not how it went. My ſecond joy, 


The firſt- fruits of my body, from his preſence 


Im barr'd like one infectious. My third comfort, 
Starr'd moſt unluckily, is from my breaſt, 
The innocent milk in its moſt innocent mouth, 
Hal'd out to murder; myſelf on every poſt 
Proclaim'd a {trumpet ; with immodeſt hatred, 
The child-bed privilege deny'd, which *longs 
To women of all faſhion. Laſtly, hurried 
Here to this place, i'th' open air, before 
1 have got ſtrength of limit *. Now, my Leige, 
Tell me what bleſſings I have here alive, | 
That I ſhould fear to die? therefore proceed : 
But yet hear this; miſtake me not; — no life, 
I prize it not a ſtraw- but for mine honour, 
Which I would free, if I ſhall be condemn'd 
Upon ſurmiſes, (all proofs fleeping elſe, 
But what your jealouſies awake) I tell you, 
Tis Rigour, and not Law. Your Honours all, 
I do refer me to the Oracle; | 
Apollo be my judge. 
SCENE. III. 
Enter Dion and Cleomines. 

Torel. This your requeſt 
Is altogether Juſt; therefore bring forth, 
And in Apollo name, his Oracle. 

Her. The Emperor of Ruffa was my father, 


. 9 T have got flrength of limit.) which yet it muſt mean in this 
I know not well how frength of place, unleſs we read in a more 
firength of limb. 


's 


Amit can mean firength to paſs the eaſy phraſe, 


Emits of the childbed chamber, And now, &c. 
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Oh, that he were alive, and here beholding 
His daughter's trial; that he did but ſee 
The flatneſs of my miſery * ; yet with eyes 
Of Pity, not Revenge ! 

Off. You here ſhall ſwear upon the Sword of Juſtice 4 
That you, Cleomines and Dion, have | 
Been both ar Delphos, and from thence have brought 
This ſeal'd-up Oracle, by the hand deliver'd _ 
Of great Apollo“ Prieſt ; and that ſince then 
You have not dar'd to break the holy Seal, 

Nor read the ſecrets in't. | 

Cleo. Dion. All this we ſwear. 

Leo. Break up the Seals, and read. | 

OA. Hermione 7s chaſte, Polixenes blameleſs, Ca- 
millo a true Subject, Leontes a jealous Tyrant, his 
| innocent babe truly begotten; and the King ſhall live 

without an heir, if that, which is loft, be not . 

Lordi. Now bleſſed be the great Apollo. 

Her. Praiſed! 

Leo. Haſt thou read truth? 

. Ay, my Lord, even ſo as it is here ſer down. 
| Leo. There is no truth at all i'th' Oracle; 
| The Seſſion ſhall proceed; this is mere falſhood. 


Enter Servant. 


1 My Lord the King, the King,— | 
Leo. Whar is the buſineſs ? 
Ser. O Sir, I ſhall be hated to report it. 

The Prince your ſon, with mere conceit and fear 

Of the Queen's . is gone *. | 
Leo. How gone? 
Ser. Is dead. : 
Leo. Apollo's angry, and the bea ns themſelves : 


: th r = Of the Does 2 of 
That is, how gf of 105 4 the event of the Queen's trial: 
laid by my calamity. ſo we {till tay, he /ed well or ill. 


= . o 
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Do ſtrike at my injuſtice. How now? there: 
[ Hermione uints. 
Paul. This news is mortal to the, Queen; Jook 
down, 
And ſce what death is doing. 
Led. Take her hence ; =— 
Her heart is but o'er-charg'd; ſhe will recover. 
[ Exeunt Paulina and ladies with Hermione, 


SCENE Iv. 


I have too much believ'd mine own ſuſpicion : 
?Beſeech you, tenderly apply to her 
Some remedies for life. Apollo, p ardon 
My great Prophaneneſs gainſt "ing Oracle! 
III reconcile me to Polixenes, 
New woo my Queen, recall the good ts : 
Whom I proclaim a man of Truth, of Mercy; 
For, being tranſported by my jcalouſies 
Ta bloody thoughts and to revenge, I choſe 
Camillo for the Miniſter, to poiſon | 
My friend Polixenes ; which had been done, 
But that the good mind of Camillo tardied 
My iwift Command; tho? I with death, and with 
Reward, did threatem and encour age him, 
Not doing it, and being done; he (moſt humane, 
And filPd with Hono: ar) to my kingly Gueſt 
Unclaſp'd my practice, quit his fortunes here, 
Which you knew great, and to the certain hazard 
Of all incertaintics himſelf commended, 
No richer than his honour : how he gliſters 
Through my dark Ruſt ! and how his Hen 
Does my deeds make the blacker *! 


This vehement retractation of to our daily experience of the vi- 
Leontes, accompanied with the ciflitudes of violent tempers, and 
confeſſion of more crimes than the eruptions of minds oppreſſed 
he was ſuſpected of, is agreeable with guilt. 


SCENE 


THE WINTER” 


TALE. 


18 0 E NE v. 
Enter Paulina, 


Paul. Woe 1. while! 


O, cut my lace, leſt my heart, cracking i it, 


| Break too. 


Lord. What fit is thin good lady? 
Paul. What ſtudied torments, Tyrant, haſt for me? 
What wheels? racks? fires * what flaying ? hollpgy 


burning 


In leads, or oils? what old, or newer, torture 
Muſt I receive ? whoſe every word deſerves 

To taſte of thy molt worſt. Thy Tyranny 
Together working with thy Jealouſies, 

Fancies too weak for boys, too green and idle 

For girls of nine! O, think, what they have done, 
And then run mad, indeed; ſtark mad, for all 
Thy by-gone fooleries were but ſpices of it. 

That thou betray'dſt Polixenes, twas nothing; 
That did but ſhew thee, of a Fool, inconſtant 5, 0 


And damnable ingrateful: 


nor was't much, 


Thou would'ſt have poilon' d good Camillo honour, 


To have him kill a King: 


at theu betray d Polixe- 
nes, *favas nothing; 


Dat did but ſbecu thee, of a a 


Fool, znzcon ſcant, 


And ami ingrateful. 3 * 


have ventur'd at a flight Altera- 

tion here, againſt the Authority 
of all the Copies, and for feo/ 
read ſoul, It is certainly too 
groſs and blunt in Paulina, tho? 

the might Impeach the King of 
Fooleries in ſome of his paſt 
Actions and Conduct, to call him 
downright a Fool. And it is 
much more pardonable in her to 
arraign his Morals, and the Qua- 
lie of his Mind, than rudely to 


; ungrateful, 


poor treſpaſſes, 


call him Iliot to his Face. TRHEORB. 
fen thee of a fool—] 
So all the copies. We ſhould 
read, A eau thee of, a fool, — 
7. e. repreſent thee in thy true 
colours; a fool, an inconſtant, 
Se. WAR BURTON. 
Poor Mr. Theobald's courtly 
remark cannot be thought to de- 
ſerve much notice. Dr. Wartur- 
ton too might have {pared his ſa- 
gacity if be had remembered, 
that the preſent reading, by a 
mode of ſpeech anc! ently 3 
uſed, means only, [t ob thee 


firſt a Hol, then inconſtant and 


| More 
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More monſtrous ſtanding by; whereof I reckon 
The caſting forth to. crows thy baby- daughter, 
To be, or none, or little; tho' a devil 
Would have ſhed water out of fire, ere don't: 
Nor is't directly laid to thee, the death 
Of the young Prince, whoſe honourable thoughts 
(Thoughts high for one ſo tender) cleft the heart, 
That could conceive a grofs and fooliſh Sire 
- Blemiſh'd his gracious Dam: this is not, no, 

laid to thy anfwer; but the laſt O Lords, 
When L have ſaid, cry, Woe! — the Queen, the Queen, 
The ſweeteſt, deareſt, creature dead; ; and Vengeance 
| __ for'e | 

Not drop down yet. 

Lord. The higher powers forbid! 

Paul. I ſay, ſhe's dead: III W tt if word, nor 

oath, 

Prevail not, go and * 1 you can bring 
Tincture or luſtre in her lip, her eye, 
Heat outwardly, or breath within, Pl ſerve you 
As I would do the Gods. But, O thou tyrant ! 
Do not repent theſe things, for they are heavier 
Than all thy woes can {tir : therefore betake thee 
Io nothing but Deſpair. A thouſand knees, 
Ten thouſand years together, naked, faſting, 
Upon a barren mountain, and ſtill winter 
| In ſtorm perpetual, could not move the Gods 
To look that way thou wert. 
Leo. Go on, go on: 
Thou canſt not ſpeak too much; I have deſerv'd 
All tongues to talk their bittereſt. 

Lord. Say no more; 
Howe'er the buſineſs goes, you have made fault 
I'th' boldneſs of your ſpeech. 

Paul. I am forry fort X. 
All faults I make, when I ſhall come to 3 them, 


This is another inſtance to vehement and ungovernable 


14 


of the ſudden * incident n. 
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do repent: alas, I've ſhew'd too much 4 
The raſhneſs of a woman; he is tonch'd 
| To th* nobler heart, What s gone, and what's paſt 
| - ns 
| Should be paſt grief, Do not receive aſſliction 
At my petition, I beſeech you; rathes _ 
Let me be puniſh'd, that have minded you 
Of what you ſhould forget. Now, good my Liege, 
| Sir, royal Sir, forgive a fooliſh woman; 
The love I bore your Queen—lo, fool again!— 
Bil ſpeak of her no more, nor of your children: 
| 11] not remember you of my own Lord, 
| Who is loſt too. Take you your patience to you, | 
And I'll ſay nothing. 
Leo. Thou didit fay but well, 
| When moſt the truth; which I receive much better 
| Than to be pitied of thee. Pr ythee, bring me 
To the dead bodies of my Queen and ſon; 
One Grave ſhall be for both. Upon them mall 
The cauſes of their death appear unto 
| Our ſhame perpetual; once a day I'll viſit 
The Chapel where they lie, and tears ſhed there 
Shall be my recreation. So long as nature 
| Will bear up with this exerciſe, 
So long I daily vow to uſe it. Come 
And leak me to theſe ſorrows. |  [Exeunt. 


S CEN E VL 


(hanges to Bohemia, A deſert Country; FU Sea at a 
little di Mane. | 


Enter Antigonus with a Child, and a Mariner. 


Aut. HOU art perfect then, our — hath 
touch'd upon * 


7 * art perfect tben.—1 * for certain, acell Moved. or 


Perfect is _ aſed * Shake- avell . | 
. The 
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The deſerts of Bohemia® 

Mar. Ay, my Lord; and fein | 
We've landed in ill time: the ſkies look grimly, 
And threaten preſent bluſters. In my conſcience, 
The heay'ns with that we have in hand are angry, 
And frown upon's. 


Ant. 'T hetr ſacred wills Ke 4 get thee 28 88 


k to thy bark, P11 not be long before 

I call upon thee. 
Mar. Make your beſt haſte, and go not 

Too far i'th' land; 'tis like to be loud weather. 
Veades, this place 1 is famons for the Creatures 
Of prey, that keep upon't. c 

Ant. Go thou away. 
FI follow inſtantly. 

Mar. Pm mou at heart to be ſo rid o'th* buſineh, 


#a xt 


Ant. Come, poor babe; I have heard, 

But not believ'd, the ſpirits of the deacg 
May walk again; if ſuch thing be, thy mother 
Appear'd to my laſt night; for n&er was dream 
So Ike a waking. To me comes a creature, 
Sometimes her head on one fide, ſome another, 

I never ſaw a veſſcl of like forrow _ 

So fill'd, and fo becoming; in pure white robes, 
Like very ſanctity, ſhe did approach 
My cabin where I lay ; thrice bow'd before me, 
And, gaſpins to begin ſome ſpeech, her eyes 
Became two ſpouts; the fury ſpent, anon 
Did this break from her. Good Antigens, 
« Since fate, againſt thy better diſpoſition, 
« Hath made thy perſon for the thrower- out 
Of my poor babe, according to thine oath, 

Places remote enough are in Bohemia, 
There weep, and leave it crying; and, for the babe 
Els counted Joſt for ever and ever, Perdita, 
I pry'thee, call't. For this ungentle buſineſs, 


q Put on thee by my Lord, thou 1 ne'er ſhall ſce en 
„ Thy 


„ . Gen a iEE4S.. 


_ ce as i. - 
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« Thy wife Paulina more.” — And ſo, with dee, 

She melted into air. Affrighted much, 

I did in time collect myſelf, — thought 

This was ſo, and no flumber : Dreams are toys, 

Yet for this once, yea, ſuperſtitiouſy, 

] will be ſquar'd by this. I do believe, 

Hermione hath ſuffer'd death; and that 

| Apotlo would, this being indeed the iſſue 

| Of King Poliæenes, it ſhould here be laid, 

 Eirher for life or death, upon the earth | 

Of 1 its right father. Bloſlom, ſpeed thee well!“! 
( Laying down the child. 

There lie, and there thy character: there theſe, | 
; [Laying down a bundle: 

Which may, if forrinie pleaſe, borh breed thee, pretty 

one, 

And ſtill reſt thine. The ſtorm begins poor w reich, | 

| That for thy mother's fault art thus expos d 

| To loſs, and what may tollow—weep I cannot, 

| But my heart bleeds: and moſt accurſt am I 

| To be by oath enjoin'd to this — Farewel! 

| The day frowns more and more; thou art like to have 

A lullaby too rough: I never ſaw 

The heav'ns ſo dim by day. A ſavage clamour *!— 

| Well may I get aboard — this is the chace; | | 

lam gone err. [ £xit, purſued 7 a bear. 


s CE N E VI. 
Enter an old Shepherd. 


| Shep. I would there were no age between ten and 
three and twenty, or that youth would fleep out the 
reſt : for there is nothing in the betzveen but getting 
wenches with child, wronging the ancientry, ſtealing, 


8 4 Pons: clamour.] This: be cries, 5 the cha or, the 
clamour was the cry of the dogs animal purſued. 
and bunters; then ſeeing the bear, 


f Fr 
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fighting —hark you now!—would any but theſe boil's 
brains of nineteen, and two and twenty, -hunt this 
weather? They have ſcarr'd away two of my beſt 
ſheep, which, I fear, the wolf will ſooner find than 
the maſter ; if any where I have them, tis by the ſea- 
fide, brouzing of ivy. Good luck, an't be thy will! 
What have we here? [Taking up the child.) Mercy 
on's, a bearne! a very pretty bearne! a boy, or a 
child, I wonder! a pretty one, a very pretty one; 
ſure, ſome ſcapè: tho' I am not bookiſh, yet I can 
read waiting gentlewoman in the 'ſcape. This has 
or been fome ſtair-work, ſome trunk-work, ſome behind- 
| -___ door-work: they were warmer that got this, than the 
= poor thing is here. Pl take it up for pity, yet [Ill 
| tarry till my fon come: he hollow'd but even now; 
Whoa, ho-hoa ! - | 


| Enter Clown. 
Clio. Hilloa, loa! he 
Shep. What, art ſo near? if thou'lt ſee a thing to 
talk on when thou art dead and rotten, come hither, 
Shar alt thou, man? © LE. 
Clo. I have ſeen two ſuch fights, by ſea and by land; 
but 1 am not to ſay, it is a ſea; for it is now the ky; 
betwixt the firmament and it you cannot thruſt a bed- 
„ 
Shep. Why, boy, how is it? . 
Clo. I would, you did but ſee how it chafes, how it 
rages, how it takes up the ſhore; but that's not to the 
point; oh, the moſt piteous cry of the poor ſouls, 
ſometimes to ſee em, and not to ſee em: now the {hip 
boring the moon with her main-maſt, and anon ſwal- 
low'd with yeſt and froth, as you'd thruſt a cork into 
a hogſhead. And then for the land ſervice, — to {ce 
how the Bear tore out his ſhoulder-bone, how he cry'd 
to me for help, and ſaid his name was Antigonus, a no- 
bleman, But to make an end of the ſhip, to ſee how 
the ſea flap-dragon'd it. But firſt, how the poor 10 
8 5 TOAar d, 


_ 
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roar'd, and the ſea mock'd them. And how the poor 
tleman roar'd, and the bear mock'd. him; both 
roaring louder than the ſea, or weather. | 
Shep. Name of mercy, when was this, boy? 

Clo. Now, now, I have not wink'd ſince I ſaw theſe _ 
fights; the men are not yet cold under water, nor the 
bear half din'd on the gentleman ; he's at it now. 

Shep. Would, I had been by to have help'd the 
old man. 5. „ 1 

Clo. 1 would, you had been by the ſhip- ſide, to have 


help'd her; there your charity would have lack'd foot- 


ing.— DT 8 Aſide. 
Shep. Heavy matters, heavy matters! but look thee 
here, boy. Now bleſs thyſelf; thou meet'ſt with 
things dying, I with things new-born. Here's a fight 
for thee; look thee, a bearing- cloth for a ſquire's child! 


| look thee here; take up, take up, boy; open't; ſo, 
let's ſee; it was told me, I ſhould be fich by the fai- 


ries. This is ſome changeling : open't; what's with - 


in, boy? 


7 Col. You're a mad old man; if the ſins of your 
youth are forgiven you, you're well ro live. Gold! all 


gold! 


Shep. This is fairy gold, boy, and will prove ſo. 
Up with it, keep it cloſe : home, home, the next way. 


6 Shep. Would, I had been by 


to have help'd the old Man.] Tho? 


all the printed Copies concur in 
this reading, I am perſuaded, we 
ought to reſtore, Nobleman. The 
Shepherd knew nothing of Au- 
rigonus a Age; beſides, the Clown 
had juſt told his Father, that he 
faid, his Name was Antigonus a 


| Nobleman, and no leſs than three 


times in this ſhort Scene, the 
Clown, ſpeaking of him, calls 


him the Gentleman. THeoBaALD, 


In former copies, 


You're a mad old Man; if the 


4 


Sins of your Youth are forgiven 


you, you're well to live. Gold! 


all Gold! —] This the Clown 
ſays upon his opening. his Far- 
del, and diſcovering the Wealth 
in it. But this is no Reaſon why 
he ſhould call his Father a mad 
old Man. I have ventur'd t 
correct in the Text —— Tou're 4 
made ola Man : i. e, your For- 
tune's -made by this adventitious 
Treaſure. So our Poet, in a 
Number of other Paſſages. 

C075 214, 6, WAROBACD. - 


We 
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We are lucky, boy; and to be ſo ſtill, requires nothing 
but ſecrecy. Let my ſheep go: come, good boy, the 


next way home. 

Clo. Go you the next way with your findings, oi 
go ſee if the Bear be gone from the gentleman ; and 
how much he hath eaten: they are never curſt but 
when they are hungry : if there be any of him left, 
T'll bury it. 


Shep. That's a good 1 If chou may "| diſcern 
by that which is left of him, what he 1s, fetch me to 


th' ſight of him. 


Clo, Marry, will I; and you ſhall help to put him 


1'th” ground. 


Sep. "Tis a lucky day, boy, and well do good 


- deeds « on't. 


. 


Time. I, that pleaſe ſome, try all, both Joy and 


terror 


Exeun. 


Euter Time, as Chorus. 


Of good and bad, that make and unfold error * 
Now take upon me, in the name of T. ime, 
To uſe my wings. Impute it not a crime 


To me, or my ſift paſſage, that I ſlide 


O'er lixteen years, and leave the e growth untry'dꝰ 


lu make and un 


fold Error z] This does not, in 
my Opinion, take in the Poet's 


Thought. Time does not make 
miſtakes, and diſcoder them, at 


different Conjunctures; but the 
Poet means, that Time often for 


a Seaſon covers Errors, which he 
afterwards diſplays and brings to 


Light. I chuſe therefore to read; 
that maſk and unfold g 


Error. - TrEOBALD.  . 
and leave the GROWTH 
untry'd 


Of 


Of that avide gap 1 The 


growth of what? The reading 


is nonſenſe. Shakeſpeare wrote, 
and leave the GULF un- 


try „ 1. e. unwaded thro'. 


By this means, too, the unifor- 
mity of the metaphor is reſtored. 


All the terms of the ſentence, 


relating to a Gu; as ift paſ- 
Jage,—flide over—untry d ide 


2 Wa RBURTON. 


man ner 


&q 
., . 1 YE POE iI! 0 NC PIP 


This emendation is plauiible, | 
but the common reading is con- 
len enough with our author's 


1 of "I k 
„ mou „% — , vw 
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Of that wide gap; ſince it 


289 
is in my power 


To o'erthrow law, and in one ſelf-· born hour 
To plant and o'erwhelm cuſtom; Let me paſs 
The ſame 1 am, ere ancient'ſt order was, 


Or what is now receiv'd. 


I witneſs to 


The times, that brought them in; ſo ſhall Ido | 
To. the freſheſt things now reigning, and make ſtale 
The gliſtering of this preſent, as my tale 

Now ſeems to it: your patience this allowing, 
turn my glaſs; and give my ſcene ſuch growing, 


As you had ſlept between. 


Leontes leaving 


Th' effects of his fond jealouſics, fo griering 

That he ſhuts up himſelf; imagine me ?, 

Gentle ſpedtators, that I now may be 

In fair Bohemia; and remember well, 

I mention here a ſon o'th* King's, whom Florizel 

] now name to you; and with ſpeed ſo pace 

Jo ſpeak of Perdita, now grown in grace 

Equal with wond'ring. What of her enſues, 

I liſt not prophecy. Bur let Time's news | 
Be known, when 'tis brought forth. A RO 


daughter, 


manner, who attends more to 
his 1deas than to his words. 
The growth of the aide gap, 
is ſomewhat irregular; but he 
means, the growth, or progreſſion 
of che time which filled up 
the gap of the ſtory between 


" Perdita's birth and her ſixteenth 


year. To leave this growth untried, 
15 to leave the paſſages of the inter- 
mediate years unnoted and unexa- 
mined. Untried 1s not, perhaps, the 
word which he would have choſen, 
but which his rhyme required. 
'— fence it is in my power, &c.] 
reaſoning of Time is not 
-very clear ; he ſeems to mean, 
that he who has broke ſo many 
laws may now break another ; 
that he who introduced every 
Vor. II. 


thing may 3 Perdita on 
her ſixteenth year; and he in- 


' treats that he may paſs as of old, 


before any order or ſucceſſion of 
objects, ancient or modern, di- 
Kinn her periods. | 
imagine me, 
Can ſpectators, that I now 
may be | 
In fair Bohemia; — ] Time 
is every where alike. know 
not whether both ſenſe and gram- 
mar may not dictate. 
imagine we, 


Gentle ane, that you no 


may be, &c. 
Let as imagine that yen, who be- 
hold theſe ſcenes, are now in 
Bohemia. | 


as 
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And what to her adheres, which follows after, 

Is th' * argument of time; of this allow, 

If ever you have ſpent time worſe ere now: 

If never, yet chat Time himſelf doth ſay, | 

He wiſhes earneſtly, you: never mar Exit. 


* & 


72 


4er IV. SCENE I. 
The Court of Bohemia. 


Tuter Polixenes and Cattle a 
POL I * E N Ess. 


PRAY. thee, good Camilla, be no more impor- 

tunate; *tis a ſickneſs denying thee any thing, a 
death to grant this. | 

Cam. It is fifteen years ſince I ſaw my country; 
though I have for the moſt part been aired abroad, | 
deſire to lay my bones there. Beſides, the penitent 
King, my maſter, hath ſent for me; to whoſe feeling 
ſorrows I might be ſome allay, or I o'erween to think 
fo, which is another ſpur to my departure. 


Pol. As thou lov'ſt me, Camillo, wipe not out the 


reſt of thy ſervices by leaving me now; the need! 
have of thee, thine own goodneſs hath made: better 
not to have had thee, than thus to want thee. Thou 
having made me buſineſſes, which none, without thee, 
can fufficiently manage, muſt either ſtay to execute 
them thyſelf, or take away with thee the very fervices 
thou haſt done; which if I have not enough conſider d. 
(as too much I cannot) to be more thankful. to thee 
thall be my ſtudy ; and my profit therein, the heap- 

* argument is the ſame rather begins the fourth act than 


with fajee. | concludes the third. 
& | believe this ſpeech of Tine | 


ing 


Pi WT cp —2 


* 7 6 / ; 
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ing friendſhips *; Of that fatal country Sicilia, pr'y- 
thee, ſpeak no more; whoſe very naming puniſhes me 


with the remembrance of that penitent, as thou call'ſt 
him, and reconciled King my brother, whofe loſs of 


his moſt precious Queen and children-are even now to 
be afreſh lamented. Say to me when ſaw'ſt thou the 
Prince Horizel my ſon? Kings are no leſs unhappy, 
their iſſue not being gracious, than they are in loſing 
them, when they have approved their virtues. 

Cam. Sir, it is three days fince I ſaw the Prince; 


what his happier affairs may be, ave to me unknown; 


but 1 have miſſingly noted*, he is of late much re- 
tired from court, and is leſs frequent to his princely 


| exerciſes than formerly he hath appear'd. x; 


Pol. I have conſider'd ſo much, Camillo, and with | 


+ and my profit therein, the 
HEAPING Friendſbips.] This, is 
nonſenſe. We ſhould read, RE aP- 


ING friendſhips. 


ward his friend's deſerts; and 
then concludes, that his profit in 


this ſtudy ſhould be reaping the 


fruits of his friend's attachment 
to him ; which refers to what he 
had before ſaid of the neceſſity 


of Camilly's ſtay, or otherwiſe he 


could not reap the fruit of thoſe 
buſineſſes, which Camillo had cut 
out. WaR BURTON. 

L ſee not that the preſent read- 


ing is nonſenſe; the ſenſe of 


beaping friend/pips is, though like 
many other of our author's, 
unulual, at leaſt unuſual to mo- 
dern ears, is not very obſcure. 


To be more thankful fhall be my 


fdy ; and my profit therein the 


U 2 


| ſome care fo far, that I have eyes under my ſervice, 
which look upon his removedneſs; from whom I have 


heaping friendſhips. That it. 7 
will for the future be more liberal 


of recompence, from which TI ſhall 
The King had 
| fad his ſtudy ſhould be to re- 


receive this advantage, that as I 
heap benefits 1 ſhall heap friend- 
ſhips, as { confer favours on thee 
T /hall increaſe the friendſhip be- 
FRWEEN us. 

- 5 but I hawe(MISSINGLY) at- 
ed,] We ſhould read, but I have 

(MISSING. HIM) roted, This 

accounts for the reaſon of his 
taking note, becauſe he often 
miſſed him, that is, wanted his 
agreeable company. For a com- 


pliment is intended; and, in that 


ſenſe, it is to be underſtood. 
The Oxford Editor reads, mu- 
ſingly noted. WARBURTON. 

1 ſee not how the ſenſe is men- 
ded by. Sir T. Hanmer's altera- 
tion, nor how it is at all changed 
by Dr. Warburion w. 


| this 


N. 37 
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this intelligence, that he is ſeldom from the houſe of à 
moſt homely ſhepherd ;*a man, they ſay, that from 


very nothing, and beyond the imagination of his neigh- 


bours, is grown into an unſpeakable eſtate. 
Cam. I have heard, Sir, of ſuch a man, who hath 


à daughter of moſt rare note; the report of her is ex- 
tended more than can be thought to begin from ſuch | 


a cottage. _ 
Pol. That's 0 a part of my intelligence. 


But, I fear, the Angel that plucks our ſon thither. 


Thou ſhalt accompany us to the place, where we wil, 
not appearing what we are, have ſome queſtion with 
the ſhepherd; from whoſe ſimplicity, I think it not 
uneaſy to get the cauſe of my fon's reſort thither, 
Pr'ythee, be my preſent partner in this buſineſs, and 
lay aſide the thoughts of Sicilia. 

Cam. I willingly obey your command. 

Pal. Wy beſt eee muſt diſguiſe 1 5 

eu. 


e EN 
Changes to the Country. | 


Enter Autolycus ſinging. 


HEN daffodils begin to peere, 
With, heigh! the doxy over the dale, 
N. * then comes in the ſweet o th year, 
For che red blood reigns in the winter's pale a 


6 But I fear the Angle.] Mr. think this nonſenſe ſhould be read 
Theobald reads ; 5 And 1 fear the thus, 


Eagle. then COME in the en 
1 Why, then couzs in the 8 * th year; 
faveet o th year ; Fore the red blood res: 
For the red blood RRIOxS in in theawinter pale. 


the wixrzz's pale.] 1 


1 fs 


The 


, 


] 


E 
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The white ſheet bleaching on the hedge, 

With, bey! the ſrveet birds, 2 how they fing! 
Dat h ſet my pugging tooth on 

For a quart of ale is a difþ e. a ling. 
The lark, that ti rra-lyra chaunts, 

With, hey! with, hey! the thruſh and the jay: 
Are ſummer ſongs for me and my aunts, 


While wwe he tumbling in the hay. 


\ 


(han ſerved Prince Flor:zel, and in my time wore 
three pile, but now I am out of ſervice. 


But fhall I go mourn for that, my dear? 
The pale moon ſhines by might: 
And when I wander here and there, 


[ then do go moſt right. 


If tinkers may have leave to live, 
And bear the ſow-/hin budget; 
Then my account I well may give, 
And in the ftocks avouch it. 


My traffick is ſheets; when the kite builds, look to 


lefler linen. 


Lis Why then come in, or let 


us enjoy, pleaſure, while the ſea- 
ſon ſerves, before pale winter 
rein in the red or youthful blood ; 

as much as to ſay, let us enjoy 


life in youth, efore old age 
comes and freezes up the blood. 
WARBURTON, 


Dr. Thirlby reads, perhaps 


_ rightly, certainly with much more 
probability, and eaſineſs of con- 


ſtruction; 

For the red blood runs in the 
winter pale. 
That is, for the red bled. runs 
pale in the winter. 

Sir T. Hanmer reads, 

For the red hlood reigns 0'er the 

wwinter”s pale. 


E Sir 7. ond 


*My father nam d me Autolhycus, being 


litter'd 


A mer, and 1 him Dr. Warbur- 


ton, read, progging tooth. It is 
certain that pugging is not now 
underſtood. But Dr. Thir/by ob- 
ſerves, that _ is che cant of 
gy phes. 
9 My father news mi Autoly- 
cus, &c.] Mr. Theobald ſays, 
the alluſion is unqueſtionably to Os 
vid. He is miſtaken. Not on- 
the alluſion, but the whole 
* h 15 taken from Lucian; who 
appears to have been one of our 
Poet's favourite authors, as may 
be collected from ſeveral places 
of his works. It is from +4:s 
diſcourſe . on judicial Aſtrology, 
where Autolycus talks much in 
the ſame manner; and 'tis only 
on this account that he is called 
Us: | the 


294 THE WINTER's TALE. | 
litter'd under Mercury; who, as I am, was likewiſe a 
ſnapper-up of unconſider'd trifles : with die and drab, 
I purchas'd this capariſon; and my revenue is the {illy 
cheat. Gallows, and knock, are too powerful on 
the high-way ; beating and hanging are terrors to 
me : for the life to come, I ſleep out the thought of 


it—A prize: a prize! 


SCENE I. 
| Enter Clown. | 


Clo. Let me r cleaved weather tods, every 
tod yields pound and odd ſhilling ; ſifreen Hundred 
ſhorn, what comes the wool too? 


Aut. If the ſpringe hold, the cock's mine — 


Tal de. 

| Cle. I cannat do't Re CS compters.—Let me ſce, 
what am I to buy for our ſheep-ſhearing feaſt, three 
pound of ſugar, five pound of currants, rice — what 
will this ſiſter of mine do with rice? but my father 
hath made her miſtreſs of the feaſt, and ſhe lays it on. 
She hath made me four and twenty noſe-gays for the 
| ſhearers ; three-man-ſong-men all, and very good 
ones, but they are moſt of them means and baſes; 
but one Puritan among them, and he fings pſalms to 
| horn-pipes. I muſt have ſaffron to colour the warden- 
Ppies, mace — dates. none — je s out of my 


the ſon of Mercury by the an- of the ſpeech conſiſts. I don't 


cients, namely becauſe he was 
born under that planet. 
the infant was ſuppoſed by the 
Aſtrologers to communicate of 


the nature of the ſtar which pre- 


dominated, ſo Autolycus was a 
thief, WARBURTON. 
" my revenue is the filly cheat. 
Silih is uſed by the writers of our 
author's time, for ſimple, low, 


mean; and in this the humour 


And as 


aſpire to arduous and high things, 
as bridewell or the gallows; 1 
am content with this humble and 
low way of lite, as a ſnapper up 
of uncenſidered trifles. But the 
Oxford Editor, who, by his e- 
mendations, ſeems to have de- 
clared war againſt all Shakeſpeare's 
Ramos alters i it to, the /ly cheat. 

mm 3 


| rags, and then death, death 


\ 
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note: nutmegs, ſeven; a race or two of ginger, but 
that I may beg; four pound of prunes, and as man) 


raiſins o'th' ſun. 


Aut. Oh, that ever I was born! 
See on the ground. 


| Cle. Pth' name 11 * me 
Aut. Oh, help me, help me: pluck but off theſe 


Clo. Alack, poor ſoul, thou haſt need of more rags 
to lay on thee, rather than have theſe off. | 
Aut. Oh, Sir, the loathſomeneſs of them offends 
me, more than the ſtripes I have receiv'd, Which are 


mighty ones, and millions. 


Cle. Alas, poor man! a million of beating may 


come to a great matter, 


Aut. 1 am robb'd, Sir, and beaten; my mony and 


| apparel ta'en from me, and theſe dereſtable things put 


upon me. 
Clo. What, by a horſe- man, or a foot. man. 
Aut. A foot- man, ſweet Sir, a foot-man, 
Clo. Indeed, he ſhould be a foot- man, by the gar- 


ments he hath left with thee; if this be a horſe- man's 
coat, it hath ſeen very hot ſervice. Lend me thy hand, 


I'll help thee. Come, lend me thy hand. 
1 | [Heiping him 2 


Aut. Oh! good Sir, renderly, oh! 


Clo. Alas, poor ſoul. CE 
- Aut; good Sir, ſoftly, good Sir: I fear, Sir, my 


waulder is out. 


Co. How now? canſt ftand? 


Aut. Softly, dear Sir; good Sir, ſoftly; Jou ha' 
done me a charitable office. 

Clo. Doſt lack any mony? I have a little mony for 
thee, 

Aut, No, good ſweet Sir; no, I beſeech you, Sie; 


Thave a kinſman not paſt three quarters of a mile hence, 
unto whom I was going; I ſhall there have _—_— or 


Th believe me ſhould be blotted out. 


Us | any - ©} 
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auy thing I want: offer me no mony, I pray you ; 
that kills my heart. 
Ch. What manner of fellow Was - he, that robb'4 
ou ? 
Aut. A fellow Sir, that I have known to go dont 
with trol-my-dames*: I knew him once a ſervant of 


the prince: I cannot tell, good Sir, for which of his 


virtues it was, but he was certainly whipp'd out of 
the court. 

Clo. His vices, you would ſay; there's no virtue 
whipp'd out of the court; they cheriſh it to make it 
ſtay there, and yet it will no more but & abide. 

Aut. Vices ] would ſay, Sir. I know this man well, 


he hath been ſince an ape-bearer, then a proceſs-ſerver, 


a bailiff; then he compaſs'd a motion of the prodigal 


fon?, and married a tinker's wife within a mile where 
my land and living lies; and, having flown over many 


knaviſh profeſſions, he ſertled only il in a rogue; ſome 


call him Autolycus. 


Clc. Out upon him, prig! for. my life, prig ;— he 


: haunts wakes, fairs, and bear-baitings, 


Aut. Very true, Sir; he, Sir, he; tbat's the rogue, 
that put me into this apparel, | 


Clo. Not a more cowardly rogue in all . if 


you had but look d big, and . at him, he'd have 


rub. | 

Aut. 1 muſt confeſs to you, Sir, I am no beer; - 
I am falſe at heart that way, and that he knew, I war- 
rant him. | 

Clo. How do you now? 

Aut. Sweet Sir, much better than I was; I can a» ſtand. 
and walk, I will even take my leave of you, and Pace 


 Joftly towards wy cans 8. 


2 avith . my dames :] Ye rou- time without a ſettled habitation. 
madame, French. The game of ' 3 motion of the prodigal ſm] 
nine- holes. WarBuUkTON. f. e. the Puppet-ſhew, then called 

to abide, here, muſt Metions. A term frequently oc- 
bei, to /o 4 to live for a ER in our author. WARB. , 


Ch, 
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Ch. Shall I bring thee on thy way? 5 

Aut. No, good-fac'd Sir; no, ſweet Sir. 

Clo. Then, farewel, I muſt go to buy ſpices for our 
ſheep-ſhearing. 5 Exit. 

Aut. Proſper you, ſweet Sir !—Your purſe is not hor 
enough ro purchaſe your ſpice, TH be with you at 
pour ſheep-ſhearing too: if I make not this cheat 
bring out another, and the ſhearers prove ſheep, let 
| me de uproll'd, and my name put into the book f 
Mrt ute | OC SEW of 2 


S O N G. 
Jog on, jog on, the footh. path way, 
And merrily hent the ſtile-a. | 
A merry heart goes all the day, 
Your ſad tires in @ mila. © [Exit 


SCENE Iv. 
The Proſpedt of a Shepherd 's Cott. 


Enter Florizel and Perdita. 


Fl. HES E your unuſual weeds to cach part 
JJ | 

Do. give a life: no ſhepherdeſs, but Flora | 
Peering in ApriPs front. This your ſheep-ſhearing 
ls as a meeting of the petty gods, 
And you the Queen on't, * 

Per. Sir, my gracious Lord, 
To chide at your extremes it not becomes me * : 


let me be unrolld, and y he wiſhes he may be unrolled if 
name put into the book of wirtue!] he does not ſo and ſo. 
Begging gipſies, in the time of WARBURTON. - 
our author, were in gangs and 5 Your extremes. ] That is, 
companies, that had ' ſomething your exceſſes, the extravagence 
of the ſhew of an 5 of your praiſes. | 
Body, From this noble ſocis ß 


— 


Oh 
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Oh pardon, that J name them: your high ſelf, 
»The gracious mark o'th' land, you rc bard 
With a fwain's wearing; and me, poor lowly maid, 


Moſt goddeſs-like prank'd up. 


But that our fealls 


In every meſs have folly, and the feeders 
Digeſt it with a cuſtom, I ſhould bluſh 
To ſee you fo attired; en I think, 


10 ſhew. myſelf a glaſs”. 5 


Flo. I bleſs the time, 


When my good falcon made her TS ob 


Thy father's ground. 


Per. Now Fove afford you cauſe! 
Tome the difference forges dread, your mes 
Hath not been us'd to fear; even now I tremble 
To think, your father, by ſome accident, 
Should paſs this way, as you did: oh, the fates! 
How would he look, to ſee his work, ſo noble, 
Vilely 1 8 up *! what would he ſay, or how 


Se gracious mark o' th' Je, ] 
The object of all men's notice 
and expectation, 

7 = favorn, I think, 


To feew myſelf a glaſs.) . e. 


one would think that in putting 


on this habit of a ſhepherd, you 


had ſworn to put me out of coun- 


tenance; for in this, as in a glaſs, 
you ſhew me how much below 
_ yourſelf you muſt deſcend before 


- . you can pet upon a level with 


me. The ſentiment is fine, and 
expreſſes all the delicacy, as well 
as humble modeſty of the cha- 
racter 
alters it to, 


I think, 
To _ myself a glaſs. 
What he means I don't know. 


But Perdiza u as not fo much gi- 
ven to ung, as appears by 


But the Oxford Editor 


her behaviour at the King's 
threats, when the intrigue was 


diſcovered. WäqazRBURTOx. 
Dr. Thirlby inclines rather to 


Sir T, Hanmer's emendation, 


Which certainly makes an z!y 


ſenſe, and is in my opinion pre. 


ferable to the preſent _ 
But concerning this paſſage | 
know not what to decide. 

8 His work ſo noble, &c.] It 


is impoſſible for any man to rid 


his mind of his profeſſi on. The 


authourſhip of Shakeſpeare has 


ſupplied him with a metaphor, 


which rather than he would loſe 


it, he has put with no great 


' propriety into the mouth of 
a country maid. 


Thinking 
of his own works, 
paſſed naturally to the Binder, 
I am glad that he has no hint 
at an Editor. 

Shoull 


E9 2d tu 0 bo dS i tn 


—_— 


his mind 
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Should I in theſe my borrow'd flaunts behold 
The ſternneſs of his preſence! 


lo. Apprehend 
Nothing but jollity : The Gods hemfulbes 


| Humbling their deities to love, have taken 
The ſhapes of beaſts upon them. TJuprter 
| Became a bull, and bellow'd; the green Neptune 


Aram, and bleated ; and the fire-rob'd God, 
Golden Apollo, a poor humble ſwain, 

As I ſeem now. Their transformations 
Were never for a piece of beauty rarer, 


Nor in a way ſo chaſte: ſince my deſires 


Run not before mine honour, nor my luſts 


burn hotter than my faitn. + 


Per. O, but, dear Sir, 


Your reſolution cannot hold, when *tis 


Oppos'd, as it muſt be, by th* power o'th* King. 
One of theſe two muſt be neceſſities, 


| n then will ſpeak, that 0 mult Sa this 


_ purpoſe, . 
Or! my Ine 7 
Flo. Thou deareſt Perdita, | 
With theſe forc'd thoughts, I pr '5thee, darken not 
The mirth o'th' teaſt ; or 1] be thine, my fair, 


| Or not my father's. For I cannot be 


Mine own, nor any thing to any, if 
be not thine. To this I am moſt conſtant, 
Tho' deſtiny ſay zo. Be merry, Gentle, 


Strangle ſuch thoughts as theſe, with any thing 
That you behold the while. Your gueſts are coming : 


Lift up your countenance, , as *twere the day 
Of celebration of that nuptial, which 
We two have ſworn ſhall come. 
Per. O lady fortune, 
Sand 788 auſpicious! 
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SCENE V. 


Enter Shepherd, Clown, Mopſa, Dorcas, Servant. 
| _ with Polixenes and Camillo d. Cui gd. 


Flo. See, your gueſts approach; 
Addreſs yourſelf to entertain them ſprightly. 
And let's be rid with mirth. 


Shep. Fy, daughter; when my old wife liv'd, upon : 


This day ſhe was both pantler, butler, cook, 

Both dame and ſervant; welcom'd all, ſerv'd all; 
Would ſing her ſong, and dance her turn; now here 
At upper end o'th' table, now i'th? middle: 

On his ſhoulder, and his; her face o'fire 

With labour; and the thing ſhe took to quench i it 
She would to each one ſip. You are retired, | 
As if you were a feaſted one, and not 

The hoſteſs of the meeting : pray you, bid 8 
Theſe unknown friends to's welcome, for it is 
A way to make us better friends, more known. 
Come, quench your bluſhes, and preſent yourſelf 
That which you are, miſtreſs o'th* feaſt. Come on, 
And bid us welcome to your ſheep-ſhearing, 

As your good flock ſhall proſper. _ | 

Per. Sirs, welcome. [To Pol. and Cam, 
It is my father's will, I ſhould take on me 
The hoſteſsſhip o th day; you're welcome, Sirs. 
Give me thoſe flowers thers: Dorcas.-—Reverend Sirs, 
For you there's roſemary and rue, theſe keep 


Seeming and favour all the winter long: 


* Grace and remembrance be unto you both, 
And welcome to our ſhearing ! | 

Pol. Shepherdeſs, 
(A fair one are you,) well you fit our ages 
With flowers of winter. 7 | 

Per. Sir, the year growing ancient, . 
Not yer on ſummer's death, nor on the birth 


Grace and remembrance—) old Gentlemen, be , and may 
I ſuppole ſhe means, May you, your memories be honoured. 


of trembling winter, the faireſt flowers o'th' ſeaſon 
Are our carnations, and ſtreak'd gilly-flowers, 
Which ſome call nature's baſtards ; of that kind 
Our ruſtick garden's barren; and i care not 
To get ſlips of them. ' 
Pol. Wherefore, gentle maiden, 
| Ds you neglect them? 
Per. For I have heard it aid, 
| There is an art, which in their piedneſs ſhares 
With great creating nature, 
Pol. Say, there be; 
| Yet nature is made better by no mean, 
But nature makes that mean; ſo over that art 
Which, you ſay, adds to nature, 1s an art, 
That nature makes ; you ſee, ſweet maid, we marry 
A gentler ſcyon to the wildeſt ſtock ; 3 
And make conceive a bark of baſer kind 
By bud of nobler race. This is an art, 
Which does mend nature, change i it rather; : but 
The art itſelf is nature. 
Per. So it is. 


* 


And do not call them baſtards. 

Per. Pll not put 
The dibble in earth, to for one flip of them: 
No more than, were I painted, I would wiſh 


fore 

Deſire to breed by me. —Here's 1 for you; 
Hot lavender, mints, ſavoury, marjoram, | 
The mary-gold, that goes to bed with th? ſan, 
And with him riſes, weeping : theſe are flowers 
Of middle ſummer, and, I think, they are given 
To men of middle age. V are very welcome. 

Cam. I ſhould leave grazing, were I of your flock, 
And only live by gazing. 


Per. Out, alas! 


"EY be ſo lean, that blaſts of January 
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Pol. Then make your garden rich in gilly- flowers, 


This youth ſnould ay. were well; and only there 


5 Would 
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Would blow you through and through, Now, ay 


faireſt friend, 


I would, I had ſome flowers o "ho ſpring, thar might 


Become your time of day; and yours, and yours, 
That wear upon your virgin branches yet | 
Your maiden-heads growing: O Preſerprna, - 
For the flowers now, that, frighted, thou let'ſt fall 
From Dis's waggon ! daffodils, 
That come before the ſwallow dares, and take 
The winds of March with beauty: violets dim ?, 
But ſweeter than the lids of Juno's eyes, 
Or Cytherea's breath; pale primroſes, 

That die unmarried, ere they can behold 
Bright Phebus in his ſtrengrhs; (a malady 
Moſt incident to maids) * gold oxlips, and 
The crown-imperial ; lillies of all kinds, 
The flower-de-lis being one. O, theſe I lack 

To make you garlands of, and, my ſweet friend, 
To ftrow him o'er and o'er. 

Flo. What? like a coarſe ? | 

Per. No, like a bank, for love to lie and 11 on; 
Not like a coarſe; or if. not to be buried 
But quick, and in mine arms. Come, take your flowers; 

Methinks, I play as I have ſeen them do 
In whitſun paſtorals: fure, this robe of mine 
Does change my diſpoſition. 

Flo. What you do, WW 
Still betters What is done. When you ſpeak, ſweer, 
Pd have you do it ever; when you ſing, 

Fd have you buy and ſell ſo; ſo, give alms; 

Pray, ſo; and for the ord'ring your affairs, 
To ſing chem too. When you do dance, I wiſh you 
A wave Oth' fea, that you might ever do | 


9] be wiolets dim, ld is an oddi image: but — 1 
E, 


But Fveeter than the lids of Ju- he uſes feet in the general ſen 
no's eyes, | I ſuſpect that rs delightful. 
our author miſtakes Juno for * Gold is the reading of Sir 
Pallas, who was the goddeſs of TJ. Hanmer; the Amer editions 


Nothing 


blue aa Sweeter than an * have told. 
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Nothing but that; move {til}, ſtill ſo, 


And own no other function. 


Each ur doing, 


So ſingular in each particular, 
| Crowns what you're doing in the. preſent deeds, 
That all your acts are Queens. 


Per. O Doricles, 


Your praiſes are too large ; but that your youth 


And the true blood, which peeps forth fairly through i it, 


Do plainly give you out an unſtain'd ſhepherd; 
With wiſdom I might fear, my ee 
You woo'd me the falſe way. 


Flo. I think, | have 
As little {kill to 


ear, as I have es 


Jo put you to't. But, come; our dance, I pray; : 
| Your hand, my Perdita ; fo turtles Pair. | 


That never mean to part. 
Per. Pll ſwear for em T. 


Pol. This is the prettieſt low- born laſs, e ever 
Ran on the green- ſord: nothing ſhe does, or ſeems, 
But ſmacks of ſomething greater than herſelf, 


Too noble for this place. 


Cam. He tells her ſomething *, 
That makes her blood look out; good ſooth, ſhe 1 is 
"0 Queen of curds and cream. 


— Each your doing,] That 


is, your manner in each act 
crowns the act. 

I think, you have 

As little ſcill to far] To 0 
have ſkill to do a thing was 
phraſe then in uſe equivalent to 
our to have reaſon to do a thing. 
The Oxford Editor, ignorant of 
this, alters it to, 
As little hill in fan,. 
which has no kind of ſenſe in 
this place. Wak BURTON. 

F Per. DJ] favear for em.] I 


fancy this halt line is placed to a 


wrong perſon, and that the king 
begins his ſpeech aſide. 


1 


Pol. JI. A wear fer em, 
This is the preitieſt, ; cc. 


le tells her ſomething, 
That males her Blood look on't: 


Thus all the old Editions, The 
Meaning muſt be this. The 
Prince tells her Something, that 


calls the Blood up into her Cheeks, 


and makes her bluſh. She, but a 
little before, uſes a like Expreſ- 


ſion to deſcribe the Prince's Sin- 


cerity. 


— __ 


Aud the true Blood, which peeps 
forth fairly through it, 


Do plainly give you out an un- 
flain'd — Tu EO. 


7 Clo. 
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Clo. Come on, ſtrike uß. 
Dor. Mapſa muſt be your miſtreſs; | marry, — FY 
to mend her kiſſing with—— 
Mop. Now in good time! 


Clo. Not a word, a word; * we ſtand- upon our man- 
ners: come, ſtrike up. 


Here a dance of Shepherds and Shepherds bs. 


Pol. Pray, good ſhepherd, what fair ſwaln is this. 
Who dances with your daughter? 
Sbep. They call him Doricles, and he boaſts himſelf 
To have a worthy feeding; but 1 have it 
Upon his own report, and f believe i it: | 
He looks like ſooth ; he lays, he loves my daughter, 
1 think fo too; for never d the moon 
Upon the water, as he'll ſtand and read, 
As *twere, my daughter's eyes : and, to be plain, 
1 think, there is not half a kiſs to chaſe 
Who loves another beſt. : 

Pol. She dances Ry. 

| Shep. So ſhe does any thing, tho” I report it 
That ſhould be ſilent; if young Doricles 
Do light upon her, ſhe fhall bring him that 
Which he not dreams of. 


SCENE VL 
Enter a 8 


Ser. O maſter, if you did but hear the baer at tle 
door, you would never dance again after a tabor and 
pipe; no, the bag- pipe could not move you; he ſings 
ſeveral tunes, faſter than you'll tell mony 3 - he utters 
them as he had eaten A and all men's ears grey 

to his tunes. 


: . &c.] That 1 el 

is, we are now on our behaviour. ture, and a worthy feeding to be 

3 —@ qworthy FEEDING ;—] a track of paſturage not incon- 

Wor BREEDING. . By ſiderable, not unworthy of m/ 
Wan RBURTON, daughter' s fortune. 


. 


i v9 


WW Gt cas 


I love a ballad but even too well, 155 it be doleful mat- 


of didle- dos and fadings : jump her and thump her : 


- inging.. 


in's tunes. 


are all the avares mentioned in was before ec ve hand. 
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Cs. He could never come better; he ſhall come in. ; 


ter merrily ſet down; or a very Ay thing indeed, 
and ſung jamentably. „ 

Ser. He hath ſongs for man, or woman, of all 
ſizes; no milliner can ſo fit his cuſtomers with gloves: 
he has the prettieſt love-ſongs for maids, ſo without 
bawdry (which is ſtrange), with ſuch delicate burdens 


and where ſome ſtretch-mouth'd raſcal would, as it 
were, mean miſchief, and break a foul gap into the 
matter, he makes the maid to anſwer, Whoop, do me 
n harm, good man; puts him off, flights him, with 
Whoop, do me no harm, good man. 
Pol. This is a brave fellow. 
Clo. Believe me, thou talkeſt of an FTIR die con- 
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ceited fellow; has he any unbraided wares * ? 

Ser. He hath ribbons of all the colours i'th' rain- ] 
hey: points, more than all the lawyers in Bohemia Y 
can learnedly handle, though they come to him by = 
the groſs; inkles, caddifſes, cambricks, lawns ; why, 11 


he ſings them over, as they were Gods and Goddeſſes; | 
you would think a ſmock were a ſhe-angel, he fo 4 
chants to the! ſleeve band, and the work about the , | 
ſquare ont. 

Ch. Pr'ythee, bring him in; and let him approach, 


Per, Forewarn him, that he uſe no ſcurrilous words : 


Clo. You have of theſs pedlers that have more in 
'em than you'd think, ſiſter. 
Per. Ay, ics brother, or go about to think. 


9 Unbraided wares. | Surely — . is put very 
we muſt read braided, for lock _ by Sir T. Hanmer; it 


the anſwer, . Fa 
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Enter 10 0 ft mging. 


Lawn,as white as driven ſnow, 
prus black as &er was crow; 
Ch es as ſweet as damaſk roſes, 
Maſks for faces and for noſes; 
Bugle-bracelets, neck-lace amber, 
Perfume for a lady's chamber: 
Golden quoifs, and ſtomachers, 
For my lads to give their dears : 
Pins, and poaking-ſticks of ſteel, 
What maids lack from head to heel: 
Come buy of me, come: come buy, come buy, 
Buy, lads, or 4 2 ye Lahe cry. 
| Come buy, & 


Clo. If I were not in love with Mapſa, thou ſhould'ſt 
rake no mony of me; but being enthrall'd as I am, 
it will alſo be the bondage of certam ribbons and 
gloves. 

Mop. I was promis'd them againſt the fealt, but 
they come not too late now. 

Dor. He hath promis'd you more than that, or 
there be liars. . 1 

| Mop. He hath paid you all he promis'd you: may 
be, he has paid you more; which will ſhame you to 
> hs again. 

Is there no manners left among maids? will 
rhey wear their plackets, where they ſhould wear their 
faces? is there not milking time, when you are going 
to bed, or kiln-hole, to whiſtle of theſe ſecrets, but 
you muſt be tittle-cartling before all our gueſts ? tis 
well, they are whiſp'ring. +* Clamour your tongues, 
and not a word more, - 1 | - 
Mop. 


„ dlamour ycur — ing. When bells are at the 


The: 1 is taken from Fg height, in order. to ceaſe m 
the 
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155. I have done. Come, you promis d Toe! ataw- 
dry. lace, and a pair of ſweet. glawes. 
| Clo. Have I not teld thee: how l was COzen va by the 


— — pans " 4 k - 
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way, and loſt all my mony? K l ei 
Aut. And, indeed, Sir, ö are corehers abroad ä 
therefore it behoves men to be warx. 5 
Cl. Fear "oh: thou, mend chou thalr- boſe nothing {| 
bees) 1. Or | | {A 
Aut. I hope 0 Sir, for 1 bare about 1 me many 4 
parcels of charge. | 7 $ 
Clo. What haſt here? ballads; MP aro of oh 4 
Map. Pray nou, buy ſome; I love a ballad i in peinr; I 
or a life; for then we are ſure they are true. | ih 
Aut. Here's one to a very doleful tune, how an ZH 
uſurer's wife was brought to bed with twenty mony * 
bags at a burden; and how ſhe N to eat adders [4 
heads, and toads carbonado d. 4 
Map. Is it true, think you! PN {TOLL 17 
Aut. Very true, and but a month old. p 
Dor. Bleſs me from marrying an ater 4: 0 
Aut. Here's the midwife's name to't, one miſtreſs 9 
Taleporter, and five or fix honeſt wives that were pre- N 
ſent. Why ſhould I carry lies abroad? 
Msp. Pray you now, buy it. | 
Clo. Come on, lay it by, and ler's rt fee more 
ballads ; we'll buy the other things anon. . 
Aut. Here's another ballad, of a fiſh that appear'd 
upon the coaſt, on Wedneſday the fourſcore of April, oþ 
forty thoufand fathom above water, and ſung this bal- s 
lad againſt the hard hearts of maids; it was thought, 1 


ſhe was a woman, and was turn'd into a cold fiſh, for 
the would not exchange fleſh with one that lord her: 
The ballad is very pitiful, and as true. 6, 

Dor. Is true too, think you! IE. 


4 OW! & 4 l be- this" is WTI ala hail 5 
* . before: en neee 4 


ee elit CO te WARBURTON, 


Pong et one, — Vote” 92 Rs Oh = K 2 | \ 
DD —————  ———— 
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Aut. Five juſtices hands at it; and witneſſes, more 
than my pack will hold. Ki 
Cle, Lay it by too: cher | 
Aut. This is a merry ballad, - but a very pretty « one. 
Mop. Let's have ſome merry ones. 
Aut. Why, this is a paſſing merry one, and goes 


to the tune of, Tuo mards wuocing a man; there's ſcarce 
a maid weſtward, bur ſhe a it: tis in ren * 


can tell you. 
,- Mop. We can both ſing i it; if mont bear a part, 
thou ſhalt hear, tis in three parts. 
Dor. We had the tune on "tia: mane ago. Tg 
Aut. I can bear my part, you muſt know; tis my 
occupation; have at it with you. 


Aut. Get you hence, for I muſt go 
| Mpere it ith not you to — 4 
3 Dor. Whither © | 
Mop. 0 whither ? 
Dor. Whither? © Ir 
Mop. It becomes thy oath full well, 
* Thou to me thy ſecrets tell. 
Dor. Me tos, let me go thither: | _ 
Mop. Or thou goeſt to th Br aNge, 6 or mill, 
Dor. If to either, thou do vow 8 0 
Aut. Neither. 
Dor. What neither? | 
Aut. Neither,..: , _ 1 
Dor. Thou haſt fevorn my * to hos #1 
1 Thou haſt fworn it more to ne. 
Then whither gel ? ſay, whither ?_ 


Chi Well have. this fog, out anon by rials es, 
my father and the gentlemen are in fad talk, and we'll 


= trouble them: come, bring away thy pack after 
Wenches, I'll buy for you both. Pedler, let's 


hab the firſt choice. Follow me, girls. Moc, 
Aut. And you ſhall pay well for em. & [afiae. 


"SONG. 


nice Sa. GO. _* 3 % www itt cc w. ĩ⅛—˙dʃ 5 71 


N "Willy you. hea 0 1 1e. 


Or lace for your cape, 7 


My dainty duck, 
"03 J/ 74 and thread, 
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dear-a + 9 


Any toys for your head 


9/1 the newt, and fin 


Come to the. 


Mony 's a medler, W 411th © 


for wear-a? 
eller; 1 


ey c 5 


That dath utter all mens wart a. 
1 * een Dorcas, and erte. 


s E A* E 


vn. 


"Beater a Servant. 


* i] 


Bi - Maſter, there are three carters, lite 18 


herds, three neat-herds, and three ſwine-herds, that 
have made themſelyes all men of hair? , they call them- 


” on F 1 $ 


© Maſter, there are three Car- 


ters, three &. hepherds, three Neat- 
herds, and three Sevine-herds,—] 


Thus all the printed Copies hi- 


therto. Now, in two Speeches 


after this, theſe are called four 


three's of Herdſmen. ' But could 
the Carters properly be called 
Herdſmen ? 
not the final yllable, Herd, in 
their Names ; which, I believe, 
Shakeſpeare intended, all the four 
three's ſhould haye. I therefore 
gueſs that he wrote; Maſter, 


there are three Goat- herds, Sc. 
And ſo, 


add by Herd/men. 
THEORALD. 


4 EE 1 X 3 


t leaſt, they have 


JT think, we take in the 
frur Species of Cattle uſually 


_ ſelves 


8 17 men of la,! i. e. 
nimble, that leap as if they re- 
bounded: The phraſe is taken 


from tennis balls, which were 


ſtuffed with hair. Soin Mew V. 
it is ſaid of a courſer, 


He bounds as if. his entraili acere 2 


hairs. WARBURTON. 
This is a ſtrange interpreta- 
tion. Errors, ſays Dryden, flow 
upon the ſurface, but there are 
men who will fetch them from 
the bottom. Mer of hair are 
hairy men, or rs. A dance 
of ſatyrs was no unuſual enter- 
tainment in the middle ages. At 


a great feſtival celebrated in 


France, the king and ſome of 
the nobles * ſatyrs 
dreſſed 


/ 


5 
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ſelves Saltiers: and they have a dance, which the 


wa | 


wenches ſay Is a gallymaufry of gambols, becauſe 
they are not in't: but they themſelves are o'th mind, 
if it be not too rough for ſome, that. know little but 


bowling , it will pfeafe plentifully. 


Shep. Away ! | welt” 


none owt. here has been 00 


much homely l already. 1 Know, Sir, we Weary 


vou. 


Pol. You weary whole,” that refr rel. us. Pr ay, lers 
ſee theſe four- threes of N . 


Ser. One three of them, 


their own report, Sir, 


by 
| hath danc'd before the King; and“ not the. worſt of 
the three b but ] jumps wehte foot and a Half by the 


ſquare. © 
| Shep. Leave your prating; 


ſince theſe good men arc | 


plcas' d, let them come in; but quickly now. 


Here a Dance of twelve Satyrs. 
Pl [afide.] O, father, you Il know more of that 


hereafter * * 


| 215 not too far gone 7 "tis time to part them. 
c's ſimple, and tells much.—Iloy now, fair ſhep- 


herd ? 


Your heart is full of ſomething, that doth take 


| Your mind from eaſing. 


elfe in cloſe habits, tultec or 
ſhagged all over, to imitate hair. 

They began a wild dance, and in 
the tumult of their merriment 
one of them went too near a 
candle and ſet fire to his fatyr's 
gad the flame ran inſtantly over 

e looſe tufts, and ſpread itſelf 
to the dreſs of thoſe that were 
next bim; a great number of the 
dancers were cruelly fcorched, 
being neither able to throw off 
their coats nor extingoiſh them. 
The king had fet himfelf in the 
to P of the dutcheſs of arp, 


— 


Sooth, When I was Young, 


bo W her robe over him 


| and faved him. 


* Bowling, I believe, is here 
a term for a dance of ſmooth 
motion without great exertion of 
. | 

Pol. O, father, pon ll hnow 

mor of that hereaſter.] his. 
is replied' by the 4 in anſwer 
to the ſhepherd's ſaying, fact 
theſe good men are pleaſed. Vet 
the Oxford Editor, I can't tell 
Why. Br this line to Fl:rize!, 


fince Florizel and the old man 
were not in converſation. 
; WarkBURTON. 


Anq | 


And handed love, as you do, I was wont 

> Io load my ſhe with knacks; I would have ranſack'd 
: The pedler's filken treafury, and have pour'd 1 it 

t To her acceptance; you have let him go, 

And nothing marted with him. If your laſs 
interpretation ſhould abuſe, and call this 


Your lack of love or bounty; you were ſtraited 
For a reply, at leaſt, if you make care 
Of happy holding her. 
Flo. Old Sir, I know, - 
She prizes not ſuch trifles as theſe are; 
The gifts, ſhe looks from me, art packt and lockt 
Up in my heart, which I have given already, 
But not deliver'd. O, hear me breathe my love 
Before this ancient Sir, who, it ſhould ſeem, _ 
Hath ſometime lov'd. I take thy hand, this hand, 
* As ſoft as dove's down, and as white as it, 
Or Ethiopian s tooth, or the fann'd ſnow 
That's bolted by the northern blaſt twice o'er. 
Pol. What follows this ? | 
How prettily the young ſwain ſeems to waſh 
The hand, was fair before! ve put you out— 
But, to your proteſtation : let me hear 5 
What you profeſs. _ 
Flo. Do, and be witneſs to't. 
Pol. And this my neighbour too ? 
Hlo. And he, and more | | 
Than he, and men; the earth, and heav? ns, and all; 
That were I crown'd the moſt imperial monarch 
Thereof moſt worthy, were I the faireſt youth 
That ever made eye [werve, had force and knowledge 
More than was ever man's, I would not prize them 
Without her love ; for her imploy them all ; 
Commend them, ard condemn them, to her ſervice, 
Or to their own perdition. | 
Pol. Fairly offer'd. 
Cam. This ſhews a ſound ae 
Sbeß. But, my daughter, 
„ X 4 


Say 
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Say you the like to him „ x 5 | 
Per. I cannot ſpeak = : | 
So well, nothing ſo well, no, nor mean better. 
By th? pattern of mine own thoughts Tcur out 
The purity of his. 
 Shep. Take hands, a bargain; _ 
And, friends unknown, you ſhall bear wn to't : 
I give my daughter to him, and will make 
Her portion equal his. 
Flo. O, that muſt be 
I'th' virtue of your daughter; one being dead, 
I ſhall have more than you can dream of yet, 
Enough then for your wonder. But come My, 
Contract us fore theſe witneſles. 
Shep. Come, your hand, 
And, daughter, yours.. 
Pol. Soft, ſwain, a while ; ; 'beſeech you, 
Have you a father? | 
Flo. 1 have; but what of him? 
Pol. Knows he of this ? 
Flo. He neither does, nor ſhall. | 
Pol. Methinks, a father 4" 
Is, at the nuptial of his ſon, a gueſt 
That beſt becomes the table: pray you once > more, 
Is not your father grown incapable 
Of reaſonable affairs? is he not ſtupid 
With age, and alt ring rheums? can = ſpeak * ? hear? 
Know man from man? diſpute his own eſtate 9? 
Lies he not bed-rid ? and, again, does nothing, 
Bur what he did being childiſh ; 5 
Flo. No, good Sir; 
He has his health, and ampler 65 _ . 
Than moſt have of his age. 
Pol. By my white beard, 
You ofter him, if this be ſo, a wrong, 


- difpute his own eſtate 2] be the ſame with talk over bi 
Perhans for diſpute we might read affairs. 
compute; but diſpute his eſtate may | 


Something 
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Something unfilial: Reaſon, my ſon | 
Should chuſe himſelf a wife; but as good reaſon, 
The father (all whoſe joy is nothing elſe 
But fair poſterity) ſnould hold ſome connfel 
In ſuch a buſineſs. 

Flo. I yield all this; 
But for ſome other reaſons, my grave Sir, 
Which 'tis not fit you know, I not v 
My father of this buſineſs. 
Pol. Let him know't. 
Flo. He ſhall not. 
Fl. FPr'ythee, let him. 
Flo. No; he muſt not. „ 
Shep. Let him, my ſon; he ſhall not need to grieve - 
At knowing of thy choice, | 
Flo. Come: come, he muſt not: 
Mark our contract. E 
Pol. Mark your re. young Sir, 
[Diſcovering 25 
Whom ſon I dare not call: thou art too baſe : 
To be acknowledg'd. Thou a ſcepter's heir, 
That thus affect'ſt a ſheep-hook! Thou old traytor, 
I'm ſorry, that, by e thee, I can but 
Shorten thy life one week. And thou freſh piece 
Of excellent witchcraft, who of force muſt know 
The royal fool thou cop'ſt with— 
Shep. O my heart! 
Pl.1ll have thy beauty ſcrarch'dwith mne * 
More homely than thy ſtate. For thee, fond voy. 
If I may ever know thou doſt but figh _ 
That thou no more ſhalt ſee this knack, as neyer 
I mean thou ſhalt, we'll bar thee from ſucceſſian ; 
Not hold thee of our blood, no, not our kin, 
Far than Deucalion off. Mark thou my words; 
Follow us to the court. Thou churl, for this time, 


Far than. ] I think for fa - even fo far off as Deucalion the 
than we ſhould read far as. We common anceſtor of all. | 
will not hold thee of our kin 


Tho? 8 
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Tho' full of our diſpleaſure, yet we free thee 


From the dead blow of it. 


And you, enchantment, 


Worthy enough a herdſman; yea him roo, 

That makes himſelf, but for our honour therein, 

 Unworthy thee ; if ever, henceforth, thou 
Theſe rural latches to his entrance open, 

Or hoop: his body more with thy embraces, 


I will deviſe a death as cruel for thee, | 


As thou art tender it. 


SCENE VII. 


pa. Even here, undone, 


I was not much afraid 


for once or twice 


1, was about to ſpeak, and tell him plainly, 

The felf-ſame ſun, that ſhines upon his court, 
Hides not his viſage from our cottage, but 
Looks on alike, Wilr pleaſe you, Sir, be gone ? 


I told you, what id come at this. 


[To Florizel, 
*Beſecch you, 


Of your own ſtate take care: this dream of miue,— 
Being now awake, P'll queen it no inch farther, | 
But milk my ewes, and Weep. | 
Cam. Why, how now, father? 


Speak, ere thou dieſt. 


Shep. 1 cannot ſpeak, nor think, 


Nor dare to know that which 1 know. 


O Sir, 
[To Florizel. 


You have undone a man of fourſcore . 
I auas net much afraid; c.] fourſcore three, &c.] Theſe ſen- 


The Character is here finely ſu- 


tained. Jo have made her quite 
aſtoniſhed on the king's diſcovery 
of himtelf, had not become her 
birth; and to have given ber 
pre ſence of mind to . made 
this reply to the King, had not 
become her education. 
© WaRrBURTOSN. 
1 7 a have undone a man 30 


timents, which the Poet has 
heighten'd by a ſtrain of ridicule 
that runs thro' them, admirably 
charaQerize the ſpeaker ; - whole 
ſelfiſnneſs is ſeen in concealing 
the adventure of Perdita ; and 


here ſupported, by ſhewing no 


regard for his fon or her, but 


being taken up entirely with 


himſelf, though fourſeore three. 
WARBURTON: 


That 


: [Exit 


„o 
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That thought to fill his grave in quiet; Yea, 
To die upon the bed my father dy'd, - 
To lie cloſe by his honeſt bones; but now 3 
Some hangman muſt put on my ſhrowd, and lay me 


Where no prieſt thovels 1 in duſt. O curſed wretch! 


, {To Perdita. 


That knew, this was the Pai. vl wouly'ſt ade 


venture _ 
To mingle faith with bim. Undone, undone! is 
If I might die within this hour, 1 have liv'd. 
To die when I deſire. 2 3 beit 


s- E N E IX. 


Flo. Why oY you ſo upon me; 2 
Jam but ſorry, not afraid; delay 1 
But nothing alter'd ; what I was, I am; 


| More ſtraining on, for e back ; not « folloing 


My leaſh unwillingly. 

Cam. Gracious my. Lord, 
You know your father's temper”! at this time 
He will allow no ſpeech (which I do gueſs, 
You do not purpoſe to him;) and as hardly 
Will he endure your fight as yet, I fear; 


Then, *till the fury of his Highneſs ſettle, 


Come not before him. 
Flo. I not purpoſe 1 It, 
I think, Camillo? 
Cam. Even he, my Lord. 
Per. How often have I told you, 'rwould be thus? 
tin often ſaid, my dignity would laſt | 
But till *rwere known? 
Hie. It cannot fail, but by. 
The violation of my faith, and then 


Let nature cruſh the ſides o'th* earth together, 


And mar the ſceds within—Lift up my looks 
From my ſucceſſion wipe me, father, I | 
Am heir to my affection. 


Cam. Be adyis d. 
Flu. 
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Flo. 1 am; and by my fancy &; if my reaſon . 


Will thereto be obedient, I have retfofl; 5 

If not, my ſenſes, better 2 wr madneſs, 
Do bid it welcome. | 
Cam. This is deſperate, Sir. 


Flo. So call it; but it does ann 1 vow ; | 


I needs muſt think it honeſty, Camillo, 
Not for Bohemia, nor the pomp that may 
Be thereat glean'd; for all the ſun fees, or 


The cloſe earth wombs, or the profound feas hide 


In unknown fathoms, will I break my oath” 

To this my fair belov'd : therefore, I pray you, 
As you have ever been my father's friend, 
When he ſhall miſs me, as, in faith, I mean' not 
To fee him any more, caſt your good 'counſels 
Upon his pathon ; let myſelf and fortune 


Tug for the time to come. This you _ know, 


And ſo deliver, I am put to fea © 
With her, whom here I cannot hold on ſhore ; 
And, moſt opportune to our need, I have 
A veſſel rides faſt by, but not prepar'd 
For this defign. What courſe I mean to hold 
Shall nothing benefit your knowledge, nor 
Concern me the reporting. 
Cam. O my Lord, ; 

I would your ſpirit were eaſier for advice, 
Or ſtronger for your need. 


Flo. Hark, Perdita 


iI hear you by and br). rs Camilo, 


Cam. | aſide.] He's ee | 
Reſolv'd — flight: now were I happy, if 
His going I could frame to ſerve my turn ; 


Save him from danger, do him love and honour ; 4 


Purchaſe the fight again of dear Sicilia, 


And that unhappy King, my R „ whom ng 


I ſo much thirſt to ſee. : 


* It muſt be remembered that lane in this authour very  ofich 


as in this place, means /ove. 


— — 


— 
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Flo. Now, good Camillo | De 
am ſo fraught with curious buſineſs, that. at 
leave out ceremony. e ee 

Cam. Sir, I think, 1 
You have heard of my poor FAR o "the love 
That I have borne your father? 

Flo. Very nobly _ 

Have you deſerv'd ; it is my robe g mages 
| To ſpeak your deeds, not little of his care 
To have them recompenc'd, as dach on. 

Cam. Well, my Lord, 1 dn 
If you may pleaſe to think I love the King, 

And through him, what's neareſt to him, which 1 1 
| Your gracious ſelf, embrace but my direction. 

| If your more ponderous and ſettled project 

May ſuffer alteration, on mine honour, . 

ll point you where you ſhall have ſuch receiving 
As ſhall become your Highneſs, where you may 

| Enjoy your miſtreſs; from the whom, I ſee, 
There's no disjundtion to be made, hut by 

(As, heav'ns forcfend!) your ruin. Marry her, 
And with my beſt endeavours, in your abſence, 
Your diſcontented father Il ſtrive to qualify, 
And bring him up to liking. 

Fl, How, Camillo, 

May this, almoſt a miracle, be done? 
That I may call thee ſomething more than man, 
And after that truſt to thee. | | 
Cam. Have you thought on 
A place whereto you'll go? 
Flo. Not any yet; 
* But as th? unthought-on accident is guilty 
Of what we wildly do, ſo we profeſs 
Ourſelves to be the ſlaves of chance, and flies 
Of every wind that blows. __ 

Cam. Then liſt to me. 


7 


® As chance has driven me to myſelf to aka to be condutel 4 
This 


biele extremities, ſo I commit through them. 


218 


But undergo this 
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This follows. age will not change your Purpoſe, | 


ight, make for Sicilia; 


And there preſent yourſelf, and your fair Princeſs 
For fo, I ſee, ſhe muſt be, fore Leontes, 
She ſhall be habited, as it becomes 


The partner of your bed. 


Methinks, I'fee 


Leontes opening his free arms, and weeping 


His welcomes forth; 


aſks thee, the fon, = | 


As *twere 'ith' father” s perſon; kiſſes the hands 
Of your freſh Princeſs; oer and o'er divides him, 
Twixt his unkindneſs, and his kindneſs: th* one 
He chides to hell, and bids the other grow 

Faſter than rhought or time. 


Flo. Worthy Camillo, 


What colour for my viſitation ſhall I 


Hold up before him? 


Cam. Sent by the King your father 
To greet him, and to give him comforts, Sir. 
The manner of your Bearing towards him, with 
What you, as from your father, ſhall deliver, 
Things known berwixt us three, I'll write you down*; 
The which ſhall point you forth at ev'ry ſitting, 
What you mult ſay; that he ſhall not perceive, / 
ut that you have your father's boſom * | 


And ſpeak his very heart. 


Flo. I am bound to you: 


There i is ſome ſap in this. 


3 Things known betwixt us 

three Plii avrite you down, 

The wehich ſhall point you forth 

at ev'ry fitting, 

What you muft ſay 5-9 Every 
Sitting, methinks, gives but a 
very poor Idea- Every Fitting, 
as I have ventur'd to correct the 


Text, means, every convenient 


Opportunity: every Juncture, 


when it is f# to ſpeak of ſuch, 


or fach, a Point. TrxeoBaLD. 


The which fall punet you forth 
| 7 8 


at every oat E. ven 72 
ting, ſays Mr, Theobald, methinis, 
gives us but a very poor idea. But 
a poor idea is better than none; 


which it comes to, when he has 
alter'd it to every fitting. The 
truth is, the common reading 15 


very expreſſive; and means, at 
audience you ſhall have of 


the King and Council, The 


Council-days being, in our au- 
thor's time, called, in common 


ſpeech, the Sittings. Wax zur. 


Cam. 
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| Cam. A courſe more promiſing _ | 

Than a wild dedication of yourſelves 
To unpath'd waters, undream'd ſhores ; moſt certain 
To miſeries enough: no hope to help you, 
| But as you ſhake off one, to take anorher : 

Nothing ſo certain as your anchors, who. 

Do their beſt office, if they can but lay 3 YOU: >, 

| Where you'll be loth to be. Beſides, you know, | 
Proſperity's the very bond of love, 

Whoſe freſh complexion and e wee ogerher 

| Affliction alters. | 

Per. One of theſe is true: 
think, affliction may ſubdue the check, 
But not take in the mind. 

Cam. Yea, ſay you ſo? | 
| There ſhall not at your father «houte, theſe ſeven Nam | 
Be born another ſuch. | | 

Ho. My good Camills, 

She is as forward of her. ns: as 
She is th? rear of birth. 

Cam. I cannot ſay, tis Pity 5 
She lacks inſtructions, for the ſeems a miſtreſs 
To moſt that teach. 

Per. Vour pardon, Sir, For this : 
| PI bluſh you thanks. 

Flo. My prettieſt Perdita 
But, oh, the thorns we ſtand ae Camli 7 
Preſerver of my father, now of me; 

The medicine of our Houſe! how ſhall we do : 
We are not furniſh'd like Bohemia's fon, _ 
Nor ſhall appear in Sicihy— 
Cam. My Lord, 
Fear none of this: I think, you know, wy fortunes. | 
Do all lie there; it ſhall be ſo my are 
To have you royally appointed, as Miners ro ; 
The Scene, you play, were mine. For inflagce; Sir, 
That you may know you aal not want; one word. 
£742 | [They talk af . 
* 6k | | | 8 C E N . 
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BCENE YL 


Enter Autolycus. 


Aut. Ha, ha, what a fool Honeſty is! and Truſt | 


his ſworn brother, a very ſimple gentleman! I have 
. fold all my trumpery; not a counterfeit ſtone, not a 
ribbon, glaſs, pomander, browch, table-hook, ballag, 
knife, tape, glove, ſhoe-tye, bracelet, horn-ring, to 
keep my Pack from faſting : they throng who ſhould 
buy firſt, as if my trinkets had been * hallowed, and 
brought a benediction to the buyer; by which means, 
I ſaw whoſe purſe was beſt in picture; and what I fay, 
to my good uſe, I remember'd. My good Clown, 
who wants but ſomething to be a reaſonable man, 
grew ſo in love with the wenches' ſong, that he would 
not ſtir his pettitoes till he had both tune and words; 
which ſo drew the reſt of the herd to me, that al 
their other ſenſes ſtuck in ears; you might have 
pinch'd a placket, it was ſenſeleſs ; *rwas nothing to 
geld a codpiece of a purſe; I would have filed keys 


off, that hung in chains: no hearing, no feeling, but 


my Sir's ſong, and admiring the nothing of it. 80 
that in this time of lethargy, I pick'd and cut moſt 
of their feſtival purſes: and had not the old man come 
in with a whoo-bub againſt his daughter and the King's 
| fon, and ſcar'd my choughs from the chaff, I had not 
left a purſe alive in the whole army. 

| [Camillo, Florizel and Perdita come forward. 

Cam. Nay ; but my letters by this means being there, 
So ſoon as you arrive, ſhall clear that Doubt. 

Flo. And thoſe that you'll Pour trom King 

Ae | 


Cam. Shall ſatisfy your father. 

Per. Happy be you! | 
All that you ſpeak ſhews fair. =: 
Cam. Who have we here? [Seeing Autolycus. 


This alludes to beads often particularly efficacious by the: 
N by the A e as made touch of ſome relick. 


Well 


WE 


— — — — — . — — 
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We'll make an inſtrument of this; - omit 
Nothing may give us aid. 

Aut, If 1 5 over-heard me e now—why hang- 
mg: © 1 Þ © [4jid: wy 

Cam. How now, Soul gelistet 8 
Why, ſhak' ſt thou fo? fear not, man, 
Here's no harm intended to thee. | | 
Aut. I am a poor fellow, Sir. | 

Cam. Why, be ſo ſtill; here's no body will ſteal 
that from thee; yet for the outſide of thy poverty, we 
muſt make an exchange: therefore diſcaſe thee inſtant- 
ly, thou muſt think, there's neceſſity in't, and change 
garments with this gentleman: tho' the pennyworth, 
on his fide, be the worſt, n hold thee, there's ſome 
boot. 

Aut. Tam a — fellow, Sir _ know ye well 
enough. 8 Aide. 

Cam. Nay, pr 'yrhee, diſparch the gentleman is 
half flead already. 

Aut. Are you in earneſt, Sir 1 ſmell the trick 
ON'f, — : [4/7 de, 
Flo. Diſpatch, I pr cher: | OY 

Aut. Indeed, I have had Earneſt, but [ cannot with 
conſcience take im 

Cam. Unbuckle, br 2 ot] 

Fortunate Miſtreſs! let my Prophecy 

Come home to ye, —you muſt retire yourſelf 

Into ſome covert; take your ſweet-heart's hat, 
And pluck it o'er your brows; mutfle your face, 
Diſmantle you; and, as you can, diſliken 

The truth of your own Seeming; that you may, 
For I do fear eyes nr en n Re 
Get undeſcry'd. f 

Per. I ſee, the Play fo lies, | 
That I muſt bear a Part. | 

Cam. No remedy —— | 
Boot, that is, . oer and abcve, as as we now ſay, 
ſomething to boot, 


Vol. II. , 8 Have 


* 


842 THE WINTER TAL E. 
HFave you done there? 5 
Flo. Should I now meet my rt | 
He would not call me ſon. 
Cam. Nay, you ſhall have no hat: 
Come, Lady, come.—Farewel, my friend. 
Aut, Adieu, Sir. 
Flo. O Perdita, what haye we twain forgor? 
Pray you, a word. 


Cam. What I do next, ſhall be to tell the King 
| [ 4/ege, 
of this Eſcape, and whither they are bound? 
Wherein my hope is, I ſhall fo prevail 
To force him after ; in whoſe company 
I ſhall review Sicilia; for whoſe light 
I have a woman's Longing. | 
Ho. Fortune fpeed us! 
Thus we ſer on, Camillo, to th? ſea-ſide. | 
Exit. Flor. 201th Per. 


Cam. The ſwifter ſpeed, the better. | [Exit, 


SCENE XI. 


Art. J underſtand the buſineſs, I hear it: to have 
an open ear, a quick eye, and a nimble hand, is ne- 


ceſſary for a cut- purſe; a good noſe is requiſite allo, 


to ſmell out work for th? other ſenſes. I ſee, this is 
the time that the unjuſt man doth thrive, What an 
exchange had this been, without boot? what a boot 
is here, with this exchange? ſure, the Gods do this 
| Year connive at us, and we may do any thing extem- 


pore. The Prince himſelf is about a piece of iniquity; 


ſtealing away from his father, with his clog at his 


heels. If I thought it were not a piece of honeſty io 
acquaint the King withal, I would do't *; I hold it | 


the more knavery to conceal i it; and therein am I con- 
ſtant to my Profeſſion, 


© This is the reading of Sir quaint the Ring Wwithat, J not 


7, Hanmer, inſtead of if 7 though t ds it. 


7 were a Piece of hovefly to ac- 


Enter 


7 


Of 
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1 


| Enter Clown and Shepherd. 


Aſide, 2606 —h- 85 more matter for A Kai brain; 
every lane's end, every ſhop, church, ſeſſion, hanging, 
yields a careful man work. - 

Clo. See, ſec; what a man you are, now! there is no 
other way, bit. to tell the King ſhe” 8 A « Changlng, and 
none of your fleſh and blood, 

Shep. Nay, but hear me. 

Clo. Nay, but hear me. 

Shep. Go to then. 

Clo. She being none of your fleſn and blood, your 
ich and blood has not offended the King; and, fo 
your fleſh and blood is not to be puniſh'd by him. 
Shew thoſe things you found about her, thofe ſecret 
things, all but what ſhe has with her; this being done, 


let the law go whiſtle; I warrant you. 


She. Iwill tell the King all, every word; yea, and 
his ſon's pranks too; who, I may ſay, is no honeſt man 
neither to his father nor to me, to go about to make 
me the King's brother-in-law. 

Clo. Indeed, brother-in-law was the fartheſt off you 
could have been to him; and then your blood had 
been the dearer by 1 know how much an ounce. - - 

Aut. Very wiſely, puppies! | Aude. 

Shep. Well; let us to the King; there is that in this 
Farthel will make him ſcratch his beard. 

Aut. I know not, what impediment this Complaint 
may be to the flight of my maſter. _ 

Cle. Pray heariily, he be at the Palace. | 

Aut. Tho? I am not naturally honeſt, I am ſo ſome- 
times by chance. Let me pocket up my Pedler's * ex- 
crement. —How now, ruſticks, whither are you bound ? 

Shep. To th' Palace, an it like your Worſhip. 

Aut. Your ae chere, — what! ? with whom? the 


* What he means by his Pedler”s excrement, I know note 
„ condi. 


* 
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condition of that farthel? the place of your dwelling} 


your names? your age? of what having, breeding, and 


an) thing. that is fitting for to be known, diſcoyer. 

Clo. We are but plain fellows, Sir. 

Aut: A lie; you are rough and hairy; let me hare 
no lying; it becomes none but tradeſmen, and they 
often give us ſoldiers the lye; but we pay them for 
it with ſtamped coin, not abb bing ſkeel, therefore they 
do not give us the lye 5. - 


Clo. Your Worſhip had like to bade given us one, 


if you had not . yourſelf with the manner. 
Shep. Are you a Courtier, an like you, Sir? 
Aul. Whether it like me, or no, 1 am a Courtier 
Sceſt thou not the air of the Court in theſe enfoldings! 
hath not my gaite in it the meaſure of the Court? re. 


ceiyes not thy noſe court-odour from me? reflect! 


not, on thy baſeneſs? court contempt. Think'ſt thou, 


for that J inſinuate, or toze from thee thy buſineſs, | 


am therefore no Courtier ? I am courtier, Cap-a-fe; 


and one that will either puſh on, or pluck back thy 
buſineſs there; N I command thee to pes 
40 affair. 

Shep. My buſineſs, Sir, is to the King. 

Aut. What Advocate haſt thou to him? 

Shep. I know not, an't like you. 

Cle. Advocate's the court-word for a nt, 
ſay, you have none. 

Shep. None, Sir; I have no pheaſant . nor hen, 

Aul. How bleſs'd are we, that are not ſimple men! 
Yet Nature might have made me as theſe are, 
Hherefore'! will not diſdain. | 


by 


e they do not 6 Adwocate's the court. avord fir 


£ give us the lie. ] Dele the nega- a pheaſant 4 This ſatire, on the 


tive: the ſenſe requires it. Ihe bribery of courts, not unple:- 
Joke is this, they have a profit fant. WARBURTON: 
in lying to us, by advancing the This ſatire, or this pleafant!), 


price of their commodities; there- I confeſs myſelt not well to un- 
fore they do lie. WarBu R TOY, derſtand. 


Cit 


„ Had „% Ry Gn - 


f 
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Cl. This cannot be but a great. Courtier. 
Shep. His ens are rich, but he wears them not 


handſomely. 


Clo. He ſbems to be that © more noble in heb; 0 
taſtical. A great man, PII warrant ; 1 know, by the 
picking on's teeth *. | 5 

Aut. The farede! there? ? what's $1 ib; de > : 
Wherefore that box? 3 

Shep. Sir, there lies ſuch Pies in 2 Anke 2 | 
box, which none muſt know but the King; and which 


he ſhall know within this hour, if I may come-to th' 


ſpeech of him. 

Aut. Age, thou haſt loſt thy labour. 

Shep. Why, Sir? 

Aut. The King is not at the Palace: he is gone 
aboard a new ſhip, to purge melancholy and air him- 
elf; for if thou be'lt capable of things ſerious, thou 
muſt know; the King is full of grief. 

Shep. So *tis ſaid, Sir, about his ſon that ſhould 
have married a ſhepherd's daughter. 

Aut. If that ſhepherd be not in hand-faſt, let Ke 
fly; the curſes he ſhall have, rhe tortures he ſhall feel, 
will break the back of mn the heart of monſter. 

Clo. Think you fo, Sir? 

Aut. Not he alone ſhall ſuffer what wit can make 
heavy, and vengeance bitter; but thoſe that are ger- 
mane to him, tho” remov'd fifty times, ſhall all come 
under the hangman ; which tho' it be great pity, yet 


it is neceſſary. An old ſheep-whiſtling rogue, a ram- 


tender, to offer to have his daughter come into grace! 
ſome ſay, he ſhall be ſton'd; but that death is too ſoft 


tor him, ſay J. Draw our throne into a ſheep- coat ! 


all deaths are too fen the ſharpeſt too ale 


7 4 pa” man — by the pick- baſtard in King Jobn, feaking 
ng of his teeth.) It ſeems, that of the traveller, ſays, | 
to pick the teeth was, at this He and his pick tooth at my 
time, a mark of ſome pretenſion ap“ . 
to greatneſs or elegance. 80 the 


. „%% 6 
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Cle. Has the old man der a ſon, Sir, do you hear 
An't like you, Sir? | 

Aut. He has a "i who ſhall be flay'd live, then 
nointed over with honey, ſet on the head of a waſy'; 
neſt, then ſtand till he be three quarters and a dram 


dead; then recover'd again with Aqua-vite, or ſome 


: other hot infuſion; then, raw as he is, and in the 
hotteſt day * prognoſtication proclaims, fhall be be ſet 


againſt a brick-wall, the Sun looking with a fouth- 


ward eye upon him, where he is ro behold him, with 
flies blown to death. But what talk we of theſe trai- 
torly raſcals, whoſe miſeries are to be ſmil'd at, their 
offences being ſo capital? Tell me, (for you ſeem to 
be honeſt plain men) what you have to the King; be. 
ing ſomething * gently conſider'd, I'll bring you where 
he is abroad, tender your perſons to his preſence, whil- 
per him in your behalf, and if it be in man beſides 
the King to effect your ſuits, here is a man ſhall do it. 
Clo. He ſeems to be of great authority; clofe with 
him, give him gold; and though authority be a ſtub- 
born Bear, yet he is oft led by the noſe with gold; 
ſhew the inſide of your purſe to the outſide of his 
hand, and no more ado. Remember, 1 and 
flay d alive. 
Shep. An't pleaſe yon, Sir, to undertake the bu- 


_  ſineſs for us, here is that gold I have; Pll make it as 


much more, and leave this Youn man'in pawn mo 
bring it you. 
Aut. After I have done what 1 promiſe®? 

Shep. Ay, Sir. 

Aut. Well, oe me the mnolery. Are you a party 
in this buſineſs ? 


Clo. In ſome ſort, Sir-; but tho? my caſe be a. pitiful | 


one, [ hope, I mall not be flay'd« out of we; 


g the hettefl day, K.] — gently conſider 7 | That! 15, 


That i is, the Botteſi day foretold in J * am regarded as a gentleman 
the 23 | will bring Jou to the fing. 


All. 
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Aut. Oh, that's the caſe of the ſhepherd's fon ; ; 
Chang him, he'll be, made an example. 
Clo. Comfort, good comfort; we muſt to the King, 
and ſhew our ſtrange ſights; he muſt know, *tis none 
of your daughter, nor my ſiſter; we are gone elle. 
Sir, I will give- you as muck as this old man does, 
when the buſineſs is perform'd: and remain, as he lays, 
our Pawn till it be brought you. | 
Aut. I will truſt you, walk before toward the fea- 
de, go on the right hand; I will but look upon the 
hedge, and follow you. 
Clo. We are bleſſed 1 in this man, as 1 may ſay, even 
bleſs d. 
Sbep. Let's before, as he bids us; he was provided 
to do us good. I [Exeunt Shep. and Clown. 
Aut, If I had a mind to 15 honeſt, T fee, Fortune 
would not fuffer me; ſhe drops booties in my mouth. 
I am courted now with a double occaſion : gold, and 
a means to do the Prince my maſter good ; which, 
who knows how that may turn back to my advance- 
ment? I will bring theſe two moles, theſe blind ones, 


aboard him; if he think it fit to ſhore them again, 
and that the complaint they have to the King concerns 
him nothing, let him call me rogue, for being ſo far 
officious; for I am proof againſt that Title, and what | 
ſhame elſe belongs to't : to him will I preſent them, 

there may be matter in it. = LH 


— 2 a er 
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40 T v. 8s EN E I. 
Cbanges to Sicilia. | 


Enter Leontes Cleomines, Dion, Padlina, and 
Servants. 


By wo bi 5 | 


S. you have done endugh, and have em 


A ſaint- like ſorrow: no fault could you make, 


Which you have not redeem'd; indeed, paid down 


More penitence, than done treſpaſs. At the laſt, 
Do as the heav'ns have done, forget your evil; 
With them, forgive yourſelf. 

Leo. Whilſt I remember 
Her and her virtues, I cannot forget 
My blemiſhes in them, and ſo {till think of 


The wrong I did myſelf ; which was ſo much, 


That heir-leſs it hath made my Kingdom; 5 
Deſtroy'd the ſweet'ſt companion, that cer man? 


Bred his hopes out of. 


Paul. True, too true, my Lord; 
If one by one you wedded all the world, 


Or, from the * All that are, took NG Ko 


To make a perfe& woman ; ſhe, you kill'd, 
Would be unparallel'd. | 

Leo. I think ſo. Kill'd? 
Kill'd ? ſhe I kilPd ? I did fo, but thou ſtrik"ſt me 
Sorely, to ſay I did; it is as bitter 
Upon thy tongue, as in my thought. Now, good now, 
Say ſo but ſeldom. 


9 In former editions, that, rue, here "Me jumped out 
Deftroy 'd the faveet 1 n, its place in all the Editions. 
hat cer Man | THEOBAP PD. 


Bred his hopes out of, true. * This is a favourite thought; 
Paul. Too true, S Lord.] A it was beſtowed on Miranda and 


very flight Examination will con- Egſalind n 


vince every intelligent Reader, 


Cles 


Cleo. Not at all, 
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You might have ſpoke a thouſand things that would 
Have done the time more benefit, and grac'd 


Your kindneſs better. 


Paul. You are one of thoſe, 
Would have him wed again. 

Dio. If you would not fo, 
You pity not the ſtate, nor the remembrance 
Of his moſt ſovereign name; conſider little, 
What dangers (by his Highneſs” fail of iſſue) 
May drop upon his kingdom, and deyour 


Incertain lookers on. 


| What were more holy, 
Than to rejoice, the former 


Jueen is well!? 


What holier, than for royalty's repair, 
For preſent comfort, and for future good, Fn 
To blefs the bed of Majeſty again is 


With a ſweet fellow to't? 


Paul, Thees is none e 


* Than to rejoice, the former 
Queen is WELL?] 
ſpeaker 1s - here giving reaſons 
| why the King ſhould marry again. 
One reaſon is, pity to the State; 


another, Rgard to the continuance 
of the royal family; and the 


third, comfort and conſolation to 
the King's affliction. All hitherto 
is plain, and becoming a Privy- 
counſellor. But now comes in, 


what he calls, a holy argument 


for it, and that is a rejoicing that 
the former Queen is well and at 
et. To make this argument of 
force, we muſt conclude that the 


| ſpeaker went upon this opinion, 


that a widower can never heartily 
rejoice that his former wife is at 
| reſt, till he has got another. 
Without doubt Shakeſpeare wrote, 


5 bat were mare Holy, 


The 


Ts han to rejoice the former Queen 7. 
. 
What, ſays the ſpeaker, can be 
a more holy motive to a new 
choice than that it will glad the 
ſpirit of the former Queen? for 
ſhe was of ſo excellent a diſpo- 
fition, that the happineſs of the 


King and Kingdom, to be pro- 


cured by it, will give her ex- 
treme pleaſure. The poet goes 
upon the general opinion, that 
the ſpirits of the happy in the 


other world are concerned for 


the condition of their ſurviving 
friends. WARBURTON. 
This emendation is one of 


thoſe of which many may be 


made; it is ſuch as we may wiſh 
the authour had choſen, but which 
we cannot prove that he did 
chuſe; the reaſons for it are plau- 
ſible, but not cogent. 


| ReſpeR 
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Reſpecting her that's gone. Beſides, the Gods 
Will have falfilPd their ſecret purpoſes: _ 
For has not the divine Apollo faid, 

Is't not the tenour of his oracle, | 
That King Leantes ſhall not have an heir, 

Till his loſt child be found? which, that it ſhall, 
Is all as monſtrous to our human reaſon, 

As my Antigonus to break his grave, 

And come again to me; who, on my life, 


Did perith with the infant. 


*Tis your counſel, 


My Lord ſhould to the heav'ns be contrary ; | 
Oppole * their wills. Care not for iſſue 


The crown will find a an heir, 


[To the King. 


Great Alexander 


Left his to th* worthieſt ; ſo his ſucoeſſor 


Was like to be the beſt. 


Leo. Good Paulina, 


Who haſt the memory 1 Hermon 


I know, in honour : 


O, that ever 1 


Had ſquar'd me to thy counſel ! then, even now 
I might have look'd upon my Queris full eyes, 
Have taken treaſure from her Ups! 


Paul. And left them 


More rich, for what they yielded. 

Leo. Thou ſpeak'ſt truth: 
No more ſuch wives, therefore no wife; one worſe, 
And better us'd, would make her ſainted ſpirit * 
Again poſlefs her corps; and on this ſtage 
(Where we ed her now) appear ſoul - vext, 


2 In the old copies, 


us, make her Sainted 


Spirit | 
| Again : Poſe 55 her Corps, and on 


tape 


(here awe Offenders now ap- 


pear) foul-wext. 


And begin, &c.] Tis obvious, 


that the Grammar is defective; 
and the Senſe conſequently wants 


ſupportin The t Th 
I have made, MW borh : and, 


ſorely, tis an improvement to 


the Sentiment ſor the King to 
ſay, that Paulina and he offended 
his dead Wite's Ghoſt with the 
Subject of a ſecond Match; ra- 
ther than in general Terms to 
* themielves Offenders, Sinners. 
| | THEOBALD. 


And 


2 cn 


xv 
«. * 
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And begin, Why to me? 5 | 

Paul. Had ſhe ſuch power, 
She had juſt cauſe. 

Leo. She had, and would incenſe me 
To murder her I married. 

Paul. I ſhould fo, 55 

Were I the ghoſt that walk' d; I'd bid you mark 
Her eye, and tell me, for what dull part in't 
You choſe her; then I'd fhriek, that even your cars 
Shou'd rift to hear me, and the words enn follow'd | 
Should be, Remember mane. 

Leo. Stars, ſtars, * | 
And all eyes elſe, dead coals. Fear thou no wife, 


Tl have no wife, Paulina. 


Paul. Will you fwear 


Never to marry, but by my free leave? 


Leo. Never, Paulina; ſo be bleſs'd my ſpirit! 
Paul. Then, good my — bear witneſs to his oaths. 
Cleo. You tempt him over-much. 
Paul. Unleſs another, 
As like Hermione as is her pettus,” 
* Affront his eye. 
Cleo. Good Madam, pray, have done. 
Paul. Vet, if my Lord will marry.—If you will, Sir; 
No remedy, but you will; give me the office 


Io chuſe you a Queen; ſhe ſhall not be ſo young 


As was your former; bur ſhe ſhall be ſuch, 
As, walk'd your firſt Queen? 8 Salt, it ſhould take Joy 


| To ſee her in your arms. 


Leo. My true Paulina, 
We ſhall not marry, till thou biſt us. 


Paul. That 


Shall be, when your firſt Queen' 8 again i in breath: 


Never till then. 


ag To affront, is to cc t. 
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© E N E II. 8 
Enter Gentleman. | 


Gent. One that gives out himſelf prince Dlotizel, 
Son of Pol:xenes, with, his Princeſs ſhe, 
The faireſt I have yet beheld, deſires 
Acceſs to your high preſence. 

Leo. What with him? he comes not 


Ike to his father's greatneſs; his approach, 


So out of circumſtance and ſudden, tells us, 
*Tis not a viſitation fram'd, but forc'd 
By need and accident. What train ? 
Gent. But few, a 
And thoſe but mean. | 
Leo. His Princeſs, ſay you, with him? LL: 7 
Gent. Yes; the moſt peerleſs piece of earth, I think, 
That e' er the ſun ſhone bright on. 
Paul. Oh Hermione, | 
As every preſent time doth. boaſt irſelf 
Above a better, gone; ſo muſt thy grave 
Give way to what's ſeen now. Sir, you yourſelf 
Have faid, and writ fo; (but your writing now 
Is colder than that theme) ſhe had not been, 
Nor was ſhe to be equall'd ; thus your verſe 
Flow'd with her beauty once; tis ee ebb'd, 
To ſay, you've ſeen a better. 
Gent. Pardon, Madam; 
The one I have almoſt forgot, (your pardon) 
The other, when ſhe has obtain'd your eye, 
Will have your tongue too. This is a creature, 
Would ſhe begin a ſect, might quench the zeal 
Of all profeſſors elſe, make e . 
Of who ſhe but bid follow. 


Sir you yourſelf h relates not to what precedes, 
—] but to what follows that, ge had 


aul. 


! aid, and writ ſo; 
The reader muſt obſerve, that not been — eñuall d. 


ap 
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Paul. How? not women? 
Gent. Women will love her, that ſhe is a woman | 
More worth than any man: men, that ſhe is 
The rareſt of all women. 

Leo. Go, Cleomines; 
Yourſelf, alliſted with your honour'd bends 
| [Ext Cleomines. 
Bring mem to our embracement. Still *ris ſtrange. 
He thus ſhould ſteal upon us. "EO TWINS 
Paul. Had our Prince, 
| Jewel of children, ſeen this hour, he had pair d 
Well with this Lord; there was not full a month 
Between their births. 125 
Leo. Pr'ythee, no more; ceaſe; thou know'ſt, 
He dies to me again, when talk'd of. Sure, 
When I ſhall ſee this gentleman, thy ſpeeches 
Will bring me to conſider that which may 
Vnfurniſh me of region. They are come. 


5 


8 C E N E III. 
Enter Florizel, Perdi ta, Cleomines, and others, 


Your motlier was moſt true to wedlock; Prince, 
For ſhe did print your royal father off, | 
Conceiving you, Were I but twenty-one, 
Your father's image is ſo hit in you, 

His very air, that I ſhould call you brother, 

As I did him, and ſpeak of ſomething wildly 
By us perform'd before. Moſt dearly welcome, 
As your fair Princeſs, goddeſs! — oh! alas: 

| loſt a couple, that *twixt heav'n and earth 
Might thus have ſtood begetting wonder, as 
You, gracious couple, do; and then I loſt 

(All mine own folly!) the ſociety, 

Amity too of your brave father, whom 

„ Tho' bearing miſery I deſire my life 

Once more to look 0 ON. 
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1. Sir, by his command US. 
Have I here touch'd Sicilia, and from him 
Give you all greetings, that a King as friend 
Can fend his brother; and but infirmity, - 


Which waits upon worn times, hath ſomething ſeiz d 


His wiſh'd ability, he had himſelf 
The lands and waters *twixt your throne and his 
Meaſur d, to look upon you; whom he loves, 
He bade me ſay ſo, more than all the fcepters, 
And thoſe that bear them living. 
Leo. Oh, my brother! 
Good gentleman, the wrongs I've done thee ſtir 
Afreſh within me; and theſe thy offices, 
So rarely kind, are as interpreters | 
Of my behind-hand flackneſs. Welcome hither, 
As is the ſpring to th' earth. And hath he too 
Expos'd this paragon to th' fearful uſage 
At leaſt, ungentle, of the dreadful Neptune, 
To greet a man, not worth her pains ; much leſs, 
Th' adventure of her perſon ? 
To. Good my Lord, 
She came from Libya. 

Leo. Where the warlike Smalus, 
That nable honour'd Lord, is fear d, and lov'd? 
Flo. Moſt royal Sir, 
From thence; from him, whoſe daughter * 
His tears proclaim” d his parting with her; thence 


{A proſperous fouth-wind friendly) we have crols'd, 


To execute the charge my father gave me, 
For viſiting your Highneſs; my belt train 
{ have from your Sicilian ſhores diſmiſs' d. 
Who for Bohemia bend, to ſignify 


* mou daughter Ig with fot 


Hi. tears. | troclaim'd her N. his aten 


His tears s procain a his parting The prince firſt tells that the Fa N 
a her.] This is very un- dy came from Libya, the king in 
grammatical and obſcure, We terrupting him, ſays, from Salus; 
may better read, from him, ſays the Prince, aht 
I, bo daughter tears, at parting, f ect 0 her to be 


Not 
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Not only my ſucceſs in Libya, Sir, V H 
But my arrival, and my wife' 85 in ſafety 

Here, where we are. 

Leo. The bleſſed Gods 
purge all infection from our air, whilſt you . 
Do climate here: You have a holy father, 

A gracetul gentleman, againſt whoſe — 

80 ſacred as it is, I have done fin; 

For which the heavens, taking angry note. 
Have left me iſſue- leſs; and your father's bleſs'd, 

As he from heaven merits it, with au, 0 
Worthy, his goodneſs. What might I have been, 
Might # fon and daughter now have ae on, 
Such goodly things as you : 3 


. 


Enter a Lord. 

" the Moſt noble Sir, | 
That, which I ſhall report, will bear no ee, 
Were not the proof ſo high. Pleaſe you, great Sir, 
Hobemia greets you from himſelf, by me; 
Deſires you to attach his ſon, who has, 

His dignity. and duty both caſt off, 
Fled from his father, from his hopes, : and with 
A ſhepherd's daughter. | 

Lec. Where's Bohemia? focal: 

Lord. Here in your city ; I now came from Ann 
[ ſpeak amazedly, and it becomes 
My marvel, and my meſſage: to your court 
Whilſt he was haſtning, in the chaſe, it ſeems, 
Of this fair couple, meets he on the way 
The father of this ſeeming Lady, and 
Her brother, having both their country quitted 
With this young Prince. 

Flo. Camillo has betray'd me; 

Whoſe honour and whole honeſty till now 
Endur'd all weathers. 


Lord. Lay t ſo to his charge; 


Het! 
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He's with the King your father. 


Leo. Who? Camillo? 


Lord. Camillo, Sir, I ſpake with him; who now 
Has theſe poor men in queſtion. Never ſaw T 
Wretches ſo quake; they kneel, they kiſs the earth; 
Forſwear themſelves, as often as they ſpeak: 

Bohemia ſtops his ears, and threatens them 
With divers deaths, in death. T 

Per. Oh, my poor father! 

The heav'n ſets ſpies upon us, will not have 


Our contract celebrated. 


Leo. You are marry'd ? 


Vlo. We are not, Sir, nor are we like to be; 5 
The ſtars, I ſee, will kiſs the valleys firſt; 
The odds for 0 and low's alike. 


Leo. My Lord, 


Is this the daughter of a King? 


Flo. She is, 


When once ſhe is my wife. 


Leo. That once, 1 ſee, by your good father? 8 ſpecd, 


Will come on very flowly. 


I am ſorry, 


(Moſt ſorry) you have broken from his liking, 
Where you were ty'd in duty; and as forry, 
Your choice is not fo rich in worth as beauty, 


That you might well enjoy her. 


Flo. Dear, look up; 


| Though Fortune, viſible an enemy, | 
Should chaſe us, with my father; Power no jat 


5 Your choice is not ſo rich in 


 woRTH as beauty.] The 


Poet muſt have wrote, 
Your choice is net fo rich in 

BIRTH as beauty ; 
Becauſe Leontes was fo far from 
diſparaging, or thinking mean- 
ly of her worth, that, on the 


contrary, he rather eſteems her 
a treaſure; and, in his next 


1 


bach to the Prince, calls hey 


his precious miſtreſs. 
WarBu RTON. 
Worth 1s as proper as birth, 
Worth ſignifies any kind of <wwor- 
thineſs, and among others that cf 
high deſcent. The King means 
that he is ſorry the Prince's 


choice is not in other reſpects as 
woe of him as in beauty. 


on 
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Hath ſhe to change our loves. Beſeech you, Sir, N 
Remember, ſince you ow'd no more to time 25 
Than I do now; with thought of ſuch affections, 
Step forth mine advocate. At your requeſt, 
My 1 will grant precious things, as trifles. 

Leo. Would he do fo, Pd * your 1 mil. 

treſs, 

Which he counts but a rifle. 

Paul. Sir, my Liege, | 
Your eye hath too much youth in't; not a month 
Fore your Queen dy'd, the was more worth ſuch 
8 
Than what you look on now. 
Leo. I thought of her, 
Even in theſe looks I mage —But your petition 
[To Florizel; 
ls yet an I will to your father ; | 
Your honour not 0 *erthrown by your deſires, 
I'm friend to them and you; upon which errand 
[now go toward him, therefore follow me, 
And mark what way I make, Come, good my Lord. 


5 


[ Exeunt, 5 


nr 
Near the Court i In Sicilia, 


Enter Autolj yeus, N a Gentleman. 


4 Eſeech you, Sir, were you preſent at this re- 
lation ? | 
1 Cent. I was by at the opening of the farthel, heard 
the old ſhepherd deliver the manner how he found it; 
vhereupon, after a little amazedneſs, we were all com- 
nanded our of the chamber. Only this, eee 
heard the ſhepherd ſay, he found the child. 
Aut. I would moſt gladly know the iſſue of it. 
Gent. I make a broken delivery of the buſineſs ; 
VorL, BF 2 Z but 
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but che changes I perceived i in the King, and Camilh 
were very notes of admiration ; they ſeem'd almof, 
with ſtaring on one another, to tear the caſes of their 
eyes. There was ſpeech in their dumbneſs, language 
in their very geſture; they look'd, as they had heard 
of a world ranſom'd, or one deſtroyed a notable paſ- 
ſion of wonder appear'd in them; but the wiſeſt be. 


. holder, that knew no more but ſeeing, could not fay if 


th' importance were joy or ſorrow ; but in the extre- 
mity of the one, it muſt needs be. 


"Ml another Gem, | 


Here comes a gentleman, that, haply, knows more: 
the news, Regero? 

2 Gent. Nothing but bonfires. The oracle is ful. 
fill d; the King's daughter is found; ſuch a deal of 
wonder is broken out within this hour that ballad- 

makers cannot be able to expr els 1 WM 


Enter another Gentleman, 


Here comes the lady Poulnd s Steward, he can deliver 


you more. How goes it now, Sir? this news, Which 


is call'd true, is ſo like an old tale, that the verity of i 
is in ſtrong ſuſpicion; has the King found his heir? 
3 Gent. "Moft true, if ever truth were pregnant by 
_ circumſtance: That which you hear, you'll ſwear you 
Tee, there is ſuch unity in the proofs. The mantle of 
ueen Hermione, —her jewel about the neck of it, 
the letters of Antigonus found with it, which they know 
to be his character,. - the majeſty of the creature, in 
reſemblance of the mother, the affection of noblench, 
which nature ſhews above her breeding, — and many 
other evidencs proclaim her with all certainty to be the 
King's daughter. Did you {ee the meeting of the to 
Kings? 
_ | Þ Gent, No. 


— — — — — — OD 


3 Gent, 


wy We -— Ss = aft => a 


exp =, ft — By — jy . > 


. 


— 
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3 Gent. Then have you loſt a ſight, which was to 
be ſeen, cannot be ſpokea of. There might you have 
beheld one joy crown another, fo and in ſuch man- 
ner, that it ſeem'd, ſorrow wepr to take leave of them, 

for their joy waded in tears. There was caſting up of 
eyes, holding up of hands, with countenance of ſuch 
diſtraction, that they were to be known by garment, 
not by favour. Our King being ready to leap out of 
- himſelf, for joy of his found daughter; as if that joy 
were now become a lofs, cries, oh, thy mother, thy 
mother! then aſks Bohemia forgiveneſs; then embraces 
his ſon-in-law; then again worries he his daughter, 
with clipping her. Now he thanks the old ſhepherd, 
who ſtands by, like a weather-beaten conduit of many 
Kings? reigns. I never heard of ſuch another encoun- 
ter, which lames report to follow it, and undoes de- 
ſcription to do it. 
2 Gent. What, pray you, became of Antigonus, that 
carry d hence the child? 

3 Gent. Like an old tale ſtill, which will have mat- - 
ters to rehearſe, tho credit be aſleep, and not an ear 
open; he was torn to pieces with a bear; this avouches 
the ſhepherd's ſon, who has not only his f innocence, 
which ſeems much to juſtify him, but a handkerchief 
and rings of his, that Paulina knows. 

Gent. What became of his bark, and his fol · 
lowers ? 

3 Gent, Wreckt the "90 inſtant of their maſter? 8 
death, and in the view of the ſhepherd; ſo that all 
the inſtruments, which aided to expoſe the child, were 
even then loſt, when it was found. Bur, oh, the no- 
ble combat, that *rwixt joy and ſorrow was fought in 
Paulina She had one eye declin'd for the loſs of her 
huſband, another elevated that the Oracle was ful- 
filled. She lifted the Princeſs from the earth, and ſo 
locks her in embracing, as if ſhe would pin her to 
her heart, thatſhe might no more be in danger of 
loſing. | | 


E . 1 Gent. 


- 
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1 Gent. The dignity of this act was worth the au- 


dience of Kings and Princes; for by ſuch was it acted. 

3 Gent. One of the prettieſt touches of all, and 

that which angled for mine eyes, (caught the water, 

tho' not the fiſh) was, when at the relation of the 

Jueen's death, with the manner how ſhe came to it, 
' bravely confeſs'd, and lamented by the King, how 
attentiveneſs wounded his daughter; till, from one 

ſign ef dolour to another, ſhe did, with an alas / l 
would fain ſay, bleed tears; for, I am ſure, my heart 
wept blood. Who was moſt marble, there changed 
colour; ſome {wooned, all ſorrowed; if all the world 
could have ſeen't, the woe had been univerſal. . 

1 Gent. Are they returned to the court? 

3 Gent. No. The Princeſs hearing of her mother's 
ſtatue, which is in the Keeping of Paulina, a piece 
many years in doing, and now newly. performed by 
that rare Italian maſter, Giulio Romano; who, had he 


That rare Italian Maſer, 


Siulio Romano ;] All the En- 
comiums, put together, that 


have been conferred on this ex- 
cellent Artiſt in Painting and 
Architecture, do not amount to 

the fine Praiſe here given him by 
our Author. 
the Year 1492, liv'd juſt that 
Circle of Years which our Shake- 

eare did, and died eighteen Years 
before the latter was born. Fine 
and generous, therefore, as this 


Tribute of Praiſe muſt be own'd, 
yet it was a ſtrange Abſurdity, 


ſore, to thruſt it into a Tale, the 
Action of which is ſuppoſed with- 
in the Period of Heatheniſm, 
and whilſt the Oracles of Apollo 
were conſulted. This, however, 
was a known and wilful Anachro- 
niſm; which might have ſlept 
in Obſcurity, perhaps, Mr, Pope 


He was born in. 


ture of her cuſtom. 
makes of this famous Painter, 4 


Him- 


will ſay, had I not animadverted 
on it. T HEOBALD, 
That rare Italian maſter, ſulio 
Romano, c.] Mr. Theoball 
ſays, All the encomiums put toge- 
ther, that haue been conferred on 
this excellent artift in painting and 
architecture, do not amount to tht 
fine praiſe here given him by our 
Author. But he is ever the un- 
luckieſt of all criticks when he 


paſſes n on beauties and 


defects. he paſſage happens 
to be quite unworthy Shakeſpeare. 
1.. He makes his ſpeaker fay, 
that was Julio Romano the God 
of Nature, he would outdo Na- 
ture. For this is the plain mean- 
ing of the words, had he himſelf 
eternity, and could put breath into 
his <vork, he would beguile Na- 
2aly, He 


Statuary i 
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himſelf eternity, and could put breath into. his work, 
would beguile nature of her * cuſtom, ſo perfectly he is 
her ape: He ſo near to Hermione hath done Hermione, 
that they ſay, one would ſpeak to her, and ſtand in 
hope of anſwer. Thither with all greedineſs of affec- 
tion are they gone, and there they intend to ſup. 

2 Gent. I thought, ſhe had ſome great matter there 
in hand, for ſhe hath privately twice or thrice-a-day, 
ever ſince the death of Hermione, viſited that removed 
houſe. Shall we thither, and with our company piece 


the rejoycing? 1 55 | 585 
Cent. + Who would be thence, that has the benefit 

of acceſs? every wink of an eye, ſome new grace will 

be born: our abſence makes us unthrifty to our know- 


lelge. Let's along. 


Naluary I ſuppoſe confounding 
him with Michael Angels; but, 


/atues, like Mrs. Salmon of her 
Wax-work. WARBURTON. 
Poor Theobald”s encomium of 
this paſſage is not very happily 
conceived or expreſſed, nor is 
the paſſage of any eminent ex- 
cellence; yet a little candour 
will clear Shakeſpeare from part 
o the impropriety imputed to 


hmortality. .or that part of Eter- 


talk of eternal renown and eter- 
nal infamy. Immortality may 


ubiſt without Divinity, and 


dereſore the meaning only is, 


Z 3 


what is worſt of all, a painter o 


lim. By Eternity he means only _ 


nty which is to come; ſo we. 


[ Exeunt, | 


Aut. Now had I not the daſh of my former life in 
me, would preferment drop on my head. 
the old man and his ſon aboard the Prince; told him, 
heard them talk of a farthel, and I know not what; 

but he at that time, over-fond of the ſhepherd's daugh- 
cr, (ſo he then took her to be) who began to be much 
lea-lick, and himſelf little better, extremity of wea- 


brought 


that, if Julis could always con- 
tinue his labours, he would mi- 
mick nature. 

* of her cuſtom.) That 
is, of her trade, — would draw her 
cuſtomers from her. = 

+ It was, I ſuppoſe, only to 


ſpare his own labour that the po- 


et put this whole ſcene into nar- 
rative, for though part of the 


tranſaction was already known 


to the audience, and therefore. 
could not properly be ſnewn a- 
gain, yet the two kings might 
have met upon the ſtage, and 
after the examination of, the old 
ſhepherd, the young Lady might 
have been recogniſed in fight of 
the ſpectators. bg 

| ther 
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ther continuing, this myſtery remained undiſcovered 
But tis all one to me; for had I been the finder out 


of this ſecret, it would not have dans among my 
other diſcredits. 


SCENE vI. 


Enter Shepherd and Clown. 


Here come thoſe I have done good to againſt my will 
and already appearing in the bloſſoms of their fortune, 

Shep. Come, boy, I am paſt more children; but thy 
ſons and daughters will be all gentlemen born. 


Clo. You are well met, Sir; you denied to figlt | 


with me this other day, becauſe I was no gentleman 
born: ſee you theſe cloaths ? ſay, you ſee them no,, 
and think me {ti]l no gentleman born. You were 
beſt ſay, theſe robes are not gentlemen born. Give 
me the lye; do, and try whether I am not now a 
gentleman born, 

Aut. I know you are now, Sir, a 8 born. | 

Clo. Ay, and have been ſo any time theſe four hours, 

Shep. And ſo have I, boy. | 

Clo. So you have; but I was a gentleman born be 
fore my father; for the King's ſon took me by the 
hand, and call'd me brother; and then the two Kings 
call'd my father brother; and then the Prince my bro- 


ther, and the Princeſs my ſiſter, call'd my father, fi- 


ther, and ſo we wept; and there was the firſt gentle 
man-like tears that ever we ſhed. 

Shep. We may live, ſon, to ſhed many more. 

Clo. Ay, or elſe *rwere hard luck, being in ſo pre- 
poſterous eſtate as we are. 

Aut. 1 humbly beſeech you, Sir, to pardon me all 
the faults I have committed to your worſhip, and t9 
give me your good report to the Prince, my maſter. 

Shep. Pr'ythee, ſon, do; for we muſt be gentle, 
now we are gentlemen. 

Clo. Thou wilt amend thy life? 


. Aut, Ay, an it like your good worſhip, 4 
0 


to — 2 — — 


U 
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l 
ut 


oy 


thou art as honeſt a true fellow as any is in Bohemia. 
Sbeß. You may ſay it, but not ſwear it. 

Ce. Not ſwear it, now J am a gentleman? let boors 
and & franklins fay it, ll ſwear it. 

Shep. How if 1 it be falſe; ſon ? 

Clo. If it be ne' er fo falſe, a true gentleman may 
ſwear it in the behalf of his friend: and Ill ſwear to 
the Prince, thou art a tall fellow of thy hands, and 
that thou wilt not be drunk; but I know, thou art 
no + tall fellow of thy hands; and that thou wilt be 
drunk; but I'll ſwear it; and, I would, thou would'ſt 
be a tall fellow of thy hands. | 
Aut. I will prove lo, Sir, to my power. 

Clo. Ay, by any means prove a tall fellow ; if I do 
not wonder how thou dar'ſt venture to be drunk, not 
being a tall fellow, truſt me not. Hark, the Kings 
and the Princes, our kindred, are going to ſee the 
Queen's picture. Come, follow us: we'll be thy. 
good maſters. 5 | [Exeunt. 


SCENE VIL. 
Changes to Paulina's Houſe, 


Enter Leontes, Polixenes, Florizel, Perdita, Camillo 
Paulina, Lords and attendants. | 


Leo. 0 Grave and good Paulina, the great comfort 
That I have had of thee ! 

Paul. What, ſovereign Sir, 
| did not well, I meant well; all my ſervices 
You have paid home. But that you have vouchſaf d, 
| With your crown'd brother, and theſe your contracted 
Heirs of your 3 my poor houſe to viſit, 


L —S_— 1s: a led, I Tall, in that time, was the 
Tr Jeoman, a man above a vi. word uſed tor Hout. 8 
| lain, but not a a gentleman. EE 


ö 


Cle, Give me thy hand; I vill ſwear to the Prince, 
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| Ir is a ſurplus of your Grace, which never 


My life may laſt to anſwer, 

Leo. O Paulina, 
We honour you with trouble ; but we came 
| Toſee the ſtatue of our Queen. Your gallery 
Have we paſs'd through, not without much content, 
In many fingularities; but we faw not 1 
That, which my daughter came to look upon, 
The ſtatue of her mother. 

Paul. As the liv'd peerleſs, 
So her dead likeneſs, I do well believe, 
Excels whatever yet you look'd upon, | 
Or hand of man hath done ; therefore I 155 it 
Lovely, apart. But here it is; prepare 
Jo ſee the life as lively mock'd, as ever ; 
Still ſleep mock'd death; behold, and ſay, tis well! 

[Paulina draws a curtain, and diſcovers a ſtatue, 

I like your filence, it the more ſhews oft 
| Your wonder; but yer ſpeak. —Firſt you, my Lange 
Comes tit not ſomething near? 
Leo, Her natural poſture ! 


| Chide me, dear ſtone, that I may ſay, indeed, 


Thou art Hermione : or rather, thou art ſhe, 
In thy not chiding; for the was as tender 

As infancy and grace. But yet, Paulina, 
Hermione was not ſo much wrinkled, Dong 
So aged as this ſeems. 


Pa Oh, not by much. NE 
Paul, S0 much the more our carver 8 excellence, 


7 


. efore I _ it being &lone. W. RBURTON. 
Lovely, af art.- J Love- I am yet inclined to /onch, 
/;, 1. e. charily, with more than which in the old angular writing 


ordinary regard and tenderneſs, cannot be diſtinguiſhed from 


The Oxford Editor os, lovely. To fay, that J keep - 
aA lone, ſeparate from the reſt, is à 
| Lonh, apart. — pleonaſm which ſcarcely any 
nicety declines. | 


As if it could be apart without 


P, 


Which 
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Which lets go by ſome ſixteen years; and make her, 
As ſhe liv'd now. | 

Leo. As now ſhe might have done, | 
So much to my good comfort, as it is 
Now: piercing to my ſoul. Oh, thus ſhe ſtood ; 
Even with ſuch life of Majeſty (warm life, 
As now it coldly ſtands) when firſt I woo'd her. 
I am aſham'd ; do's not the ſtone rebuke me, 
For being more. ſtone than it? oh, royal piece! 
There's magick in thy Majeſty, which has 
My evils conjur'd to remembrance; and 
From my admiring daughter -took the ſpirits, 
Standing like ſtone with thee. 
Per. And give me leave, | 
And do not ſay ?tis ſuperſtition, that - 
T1 kneel, and then implore her bleſſing. FI 257 
Dear Queen, that ended when I but began, 
Give me that hand of yours to kiſs. X 
Paul. O, patience *; 
The ſtatue is but newly fix'd ; 'the colour's 
Not dry. 
Cam. My Lord, your ſorrow was too ſore laid on, 
Which ſixteen winters cannot blow away, 
So many ſummers, dry : ſcarce any joy 
Did ever fo long live; no ſorrow, 
But kilPd itſelf much ſooner. 
Pol. Dear my brother, Cs: 
Let him, that was the cauſe of this, have power 
To take off ſo much grief from you, as he 
Will piece up in himſelf. | 
Paul. Indeed, my Lord, 
If I had thought, the fight of my poor image 
Would thus have wrought you (for the N is — 
I'd not have ſhew'd it. 
Leo. Do not draw the curtain. 
Paul. No longer ſhall you gaze on 't, leſt your fac 


20 patience ] That is, Stay a whily be not þ eager. 
May 
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May think anon, it move. 
| Leo. Let be, let be; | | 
Would I were dead, but that, methinks, already "Toy 
What was he, that did make it? ſee, my Lord, 
Would- you not deem, it breath'd; and chat thoſe 
veins | | 
Did verily bear blood? 
Pol. Maſterly done! 
The very life ſeems warm upon he lip. 
Leo. The fixure of her eye has motion in't *, 
As we were mock'd with art. 
Paul. VII draw the curtain. 
My Lord's almoſt fo far tranſported, that 
He'll think anon, it lives. 
Leo. O ſweet Paulina, 
Make me to think ſo twenty years together: 
No ſettled ſenſes of the world can match 
The pleaſure of that madneſs. Let alone. 
Paul. I'm ſorry, Sir, I have thus far ſtirr'd you; 
| but 
I could afflict you further. 
Leo. Do, Paulina; 
For this affliction has a taſte as e 
As any cordial comfort. Still, methinks, 
There is an air comes from her. What fine chizzel 
Could ever yet cut breath? let no man mock me, 
For I will kiſs her. | 
Paul. Good my Lord, Saber i 
The ruddineſs upon her lip is wet; - 


9 2 abere dead, but that, nonſenſe, We ſhould read, 85 


methinks, already—] The ſe n- 
tence compleated i is, The .FISSURE of her eye — 


but that, methinks, 8 ze. the ſocket the place where 


| the eye is. WARBURTON. 
” I converſe with the dead, Fixure is right. The mean- 


Baut there his paſſian made bim ing is, that her eye, though V- 


break off. WäaAR BURTON. ed, as in an earneſt gaze, has 
The FIXURE of her eye has motion in it. EDwaRDs. 
motion FA) This is fad | . 

Vou'll 


You'll 1 marr it, if you kiſs i it; as your own | 
With oily painting. Shall 1 draw the curtain? 
Leo. No, not theſe twenty years. 
Per. So long could I | 
Stand by, a looker on. 
Paul. Either forbear. 
Quit preſently the chapel, or reſolve vou 
For more amazement; if you can behold it, 
I'll make the ſtatue move, indeed; deſcend, 
And take you by the hand; but chen you'll think, 
Which I proteſt againſt, I am n aſſiſted. 
By wicked powers. 
Leo. What you can make hoy do, 
I am content to look on; what to ſpeak, 
I am content to hear; for 'tis as eaſy 
To make, her ſpeak, as move. 
Paul. It is requir'd, . 
Vou do awake your faith: then, all ſtand ſtill : 
And thoſe, that think it is unlawful buſineſs - 
I am about, let them depart. 
Teo. e _ 
No foot ſhall ſtir. 8 
Paul. Muſick; awake her: ſtrike. | [Auf >. 
"Tis time, deſcend; be ſtone no more; approach, 
Strike all that Kok upon with varus Come, 
PI! fill your grave up: ſtir; nay, come away; 
Bequeath to death your numbneſs ; for from him 1 
Dear life redeems you. You perceive, ſhe ſtirs; 
[Hermione comes down. 
Start not; wa actions ſhall be holy, as 
You hear my ſpell is lawful ; do not ſhun her, 
Until you ſee her die again, for then = 
Fou kill her double. Nay, preſent your hand; 
When ſhe was young, you woo'd her; now in age, 
Is ſhe become the ſuitor. | 
Leo, Oh, ſhe's warm; [Embracing ber. 
Tf this be magick, let it be an art ” 
Lawful as eating. 


Pol. 
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Pol. She embraces him. 
Cam. She hangs about his neck; 
If ſhe pertain to life, let her f cak too. 
Pol. Ay, and make it manifeſt where Grad has liv'd, 
Or how ſtol'n from the dead? © 
Paul. That ſhe is living, 
Were it but told yon, ſhould be hooked at 
Like an old rale; bur it appears, ſhe lives, 
Tho? yet ſhe ſpeak not. Mark a little while. 
Pleaſe you to interpofe.—Fair Madam, kneel, 
And pray your mother's bleſſing. Tur good Lady: 
Our Perdita | is found. 


[Preſenting Perdita, wwho kneels to Herm | 


Her. You Gods, look down, 
And from your facred vials pour your graces 
Upon my daughter's head. Tell me, mine own, 
Where haſt thou been preſerv'd: ? where liv'd? how 
found | 
Thy father's court? * thou ſhalt hear that I, 
Kuowing by Paulina that the Oracle | 
Gave hope thou waſt in being, have prefery d 0 
Muſelt, to ſee the iſſue. 
Paul. There's time enough for that; 
Leſt they deſire, upon this puſh, to trouble 
Tour joys with like relation. Go together, 
> You precious winners all, your exultation 
Partake to every one; I, an old turtle, | 
Will wing me to ſome wither'd bough, and there 
My mate, that's never to be found again, 
Lament *rill I am loſt. 
Leo. O peace, Paulina: . 
Thou ſhould'ſt a huſband take by my conſent, 
As I by thine, a wife. This is a match, 


And 13 between s by vows. Thou haſt found mine, | 


Ye precious QWINNEYS all ] You ſeftivity, i in which I, 1 have 
who by this diſcovery have gain- loſt what can never be recovered, 
ed what you deſired ww Join in cali have no part. 


But 


— 


— 
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But how, is to be queſtion'd ; for I ſaw her, 
AsI thought, dead; and have, in vain, ſaid many 
A prayer upon her grave. I'll not ſeek far 
(For him, I partly know his mind) to find thee 
An honourable huſband. Come, Camillo, 1 
And take her by the hand; whoſe worth and honeſty 
Is richly noted; and here juſtify'd 
By us, a pair af Kings. Let's from this place. 
What ?—look upon my brother—Both your pardons, 
That e'er I put between your holy looks 
My ill ſuſpicion. This, your ſon-in-law, 
And ſon unto the King whom heav'ns direfting, 
ls troth-plight to your daughter. Good Paulina, 
Lead us from hence, where we may leiſurely 
Each one demand, and anſwer to his part 
Perform'd in this wide gap of time, fince firſt 


| We were 2 _y lead away. 
[ Exeunt omnes. 


Of this play no edition is This play, as Dr. 8 
| known Peel before the folio juſtly obſerves, is, with all its 
of 1623. abſurdities, very entertaining, 
The ftory is taken from the The character of Autolycus is 
novel of Doraſtus and Faunia, very naturally conceived, and 
which may be read in Shake- ſtrongly reprelented. —_ 

ſheare iluftrated. 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


0 R SIN O, Duke of 1llyria. ” 
Sebaſtian, a young Gentleman, Brother to Viola. 


Antonio, 4 Sea-captain, Friend to Sebaſtian. 40 


bee u ; Gentlemen, attending on the Dale. 
Curio, 


Sir Toby Belch, Uncle to Olivia. 
Sir Andrew Ague-check, a fooliſh * pretending 
| to Olivia. 
"of Sea-captain, Friend lo Viola. 
Fabian, Servant to Olivia. | 5 
Malvolio, a fantaſtical Steward to Olivia. 5 
n Servant to Olivia. | 


Olivia, a Lach of great Beauty and Fortune, belov'd bs 
5 the Duke. | | 

Viola, in Love with the Duke. 5 

Maria, Olivia's Woman. 


Prieſt, Sailors, Officers, and other Attendants, 
SCENE, a City on the Coaſt of Wyria. 


| The firſt edition of this play is in the Folio of 1623. 


b The Perſons of the Drama were firſt enumerated, with all the cant 
| of the modern Stage, by Mr. Rowe. 


TWELFTH. . 


DK 


WHAT YOU WILL. 


%, 


ACT 9CENE L 


- Eiter the Duke, Curio, and Lords: 


Doux E. 


F muſick be the food of love, play on; 
Give me exceſs of it; that, ſurfeiting, 
The appetite may ſicken, and ſo die. | 

ED 3 e That 


hat, ſurfeiting, the ſubject of that appetite. I 

The 711 may fielen, and ſo am perſuaded, a word is acci- 
die.] There is an impro- dentally dropt; and that we ſhould .. 
priety of expreſſion in the pre- read, and point, the paſſage thus, 
ſent reading of this fine paſſage. that, ſurfeiting 

We do not ſay, that the appetite The app'tite, LOVE may fichen, 
ickens and dies thro a ſurfeit ; but and ſo die. WaRBURT. 
Vor. II. „ HW e 
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* That ſtrain again;—it had a dying fall : 
O, it came o'er my ear, like the ſweet fourh, 
'That breathes upon a bank of violets, 


Stealing and giving odour. 


Enough!—no more; 


Tis not ſo ſweet now, as it was before. 

O ſpirit of love, how quick and freſh art thou! 
That, notwithſtanding thy capacity | 
Receiveth as the ſea, nought enters there, 

Of what validity and pitch foe'er, 

But falls into abatement and low price; 


Even in a minute * fo full of ſhapes in fancy, 


It is true, we do not talk of 
the death of appetite, becauſe we 


do not ordinarily ſpeak in the 


figurative language of poetry; 
but that appetite fickens by a ſur- 
Feit is true, and therefore proper. 


* That firain again ;—it had a 
dying fall: 


O! i came ver my ear, like the . 


Feet ſouth, 


52 breathes upon a | bank of 


o17olets, 


Stealing and 0 ing FOR —] 


Amongſt the beauties of this 
charming ſimilitude, its? exact 
propriety is not the leaſt. For, 


as a ſouth wind, while blowing 


cover a violet-banlk, wafts away 
the odour of the flowers, it, at 
the ſame time, communicates: 188 


own ſweetneſs to it; ſo the ſoft 


affecting muſick, 50 deſcribed, 


tho“ it takes away the natural. 


ſweet, tranquillity of the mind, 
yet, at the ſame time, it com- 
municates a new pleaſure to it. 
Or, it may allude to another pro- 
perty of muſick, where the ſame 
ſtrains have a power to excite 
pain or pleaſure, as the ſate is, 
in which it finds the hearer. 


Hence Milton makes the ſelf. 


That 


ſame ſtrains of Orpheus proper o 
excite both the affections 1 
mirth and melancholy, juſt a 
the mind is then diſpoſed, If to 


mirth, he calls for ſuch muſick, 


That Orpheus' felF may heave 
his head 
From golden ſlumbers on à bed 
Of heapt Elyſian flowers, and 
car 
Such flrains as would hade won 
__ the ear. 
Of Pluto, to have quite ſet fre 
| His half-regair'd Eurydice. 
 Lallegro. 


If to melancholy——- 


Or bid the foul of Orpheus g 
Such notes as abarbled to tf 
firing, 
Drew iron tears down Fluto's 
cheek, 
And e Hell . avhat low! 
did jech, II penſerolo, 
WARBURTON 
— fo full of ſhapes 18 fangs 
| © it alone is HI fantaji- 
cal] This complicated nor- 
ſenſe ſhould be rectified thus, 
fo full of ſhapes 1 fend, 
That 'y alone is BIGHT farts 
cal. 


1. 


ve 


10 
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That it alone is high fantaſtical. | 
Cur. Will you go hunt, my Lord? 


Duke. Whar, Curio ? 
Cur. The hart. 


Duke. Why, fo I do, the nobleſt that! have: 
O, when my eyes did ſee Olivia firſt, 
Methought, ſhe purg'd the air of peſtilence; 
That initant was I turn'd into a hart *, 

And my deſires, like fell and cruel hounds, 


Fer ſince purſue me. How now, what news from her? 


Enter Valentine. 


Val. So pleaſe my Lord, I might not be admitted, 


But from her hand-maid do return this anſwer: 


The element itſelf, till ſeven years hence, 
Shall not behold her face at ample view; 
But, like a cloyſtreſs, ſhe will veiled walk, 
And water once a day her chamber round 


With eye-offending brine : 


all this to ſeaſon 


A brother's dead love, which ſhe would keep freſn 


And laſting in her fad remembrance. 
Duke. O, ſhe, that hath a heart of that fine Ge 
To pay this debt of love but to a brother, 


i. e. love is ſo full of ſhapes #: 
fancy, that the name of fantaſii- 
cal is peculiarly given to it alone. 
But, for the old nonſenſe, - the 
Oxford Editor gives us his new. 
— ſo full of fades is fancy, 
Axd thou all o'er art high fan- 
 taflical, Says the Critic. 
WARBURTON. 
* That inflant I vas turn d in- 
to a hart,] This image 


eridently alludes to the ſtory of 


Aeeon, by which Shakeſpeare ſeems 
to think men cautioned againſt 
too great familiarity with. for- 
bidden beauty. Aeon, who ſaw 
Diana „ and was torn in 


pieces by his hounds, repreſents 
a man, who indulging his eyes, 
or his imagination, with the view 
of a woman that he cannot gain, 


has his heart torn with inceſſant _ 


longing. An interpretation far 
more ele 


Wiſdom of the Antients, ſuppoſes 
this ſtory to warn us againſt en- 
quiring into the ſecrets of princes, 
by ſhowing, that thoſe who knew 


that which for reaſons of ſtate is 
to be concealed, will be detected 


and deſtroyed by their own ſer- 
vants. 


Aa 2 Ho 


- oy” WE” 


. * n 1 
r ‚ N tp AN EEE ITS 


gant and natural than that 
of Sir Francis Bacon, who, in his 
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How will ſhe love, when the rich golden ſhaft 
Hath kill'd the flock of all affections elfe 
That live in her? when liver, brain, and heart, 
5 Three ſov'reign thrones, are all ſupply'd, and fill'd, 
5 Her ſweet perfections, with one ſelf-ſame King! 
Away before me to ſweet beds of flowers; 
: Lovc-thoughts ye rich, when ene with bowers. 


[Exeunt. 


en uE 
The Street. 
. V 11. a Captain = Sailors. 


Vio. FRAT country, friends, is this ? 

| Cap. Hlyria, 'D ady. 
Vio. And what ſhould I do in 1llyria ? 

My brother he is in Ey ſium. 

Perchance, he is not drown'd; what think you, failors? 
Cap. It is perchance, that you yourſelf were fav'd. 
Vie. O my poor brother! ſo, perchance, may he be. 
Cap. True, Madam: and to comfort you with 

| ERance,  - 

Aſſure yourſelf, after our ſhip did ſplit, 

When you, and that poor number ſav'd with you, 

Hung on our driving boat : I ſaw your brother, 

Moſt provident in peril, bind himſelf 

(Courage and hope both teaching him the practice) 

To a ſtrong maſt, that liv'd upon the ſea; 

Where, like Arion on the dolphin's back, 

I ſaw him hold acquaintance with the waves, 

80 long as I could ſee. 


38 THESE foo? reign thrones—] ſpirit, do give tenkrefoll "" JERRY 
We ſhould read | THREE ſoo) reign WARBURTON. 
thrones, This is exactly in tze ER favect perfedtions, — 
manner of Shakeſpeare. So, af- We ſhould read, and = it 
ter wards, in this play » Thy tongue, thus O Feveet perfection / | 
1 Fates 95 limbs, actions, and 5 | 7. 
3 | 10. 


* 
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Vio. For ſaying ſo, there's gold. 
Mine own eſcape unfoldeth to my hope, 
Whereto thy ſpeech ſerves for authority, 
The like of him. Know'ſt thou this country? 
Cap. Ay, Madam, well ; for I was bred and born, 
Not three hours travel from this very place. 
Vio. Who governs here? | 
Cap. A noble Duke in nature, as in name”. 
Vio. What is his name? 
Cap. Orſino. 
Vio. Orſino] I have heard my father name him: 
He was a batchelor then. 
Cap. And fo is now, or was ſo very late; 
For but a month ago I went from hence, 
And then *rwas freſh in murmur (as you know, 
What Great ones do, the lefs will prattle of) 
That he did ſeek the love of fair Olivia. 
Vio. What's ſhe ? | 5 
Cap. A virtuous maid, the daughter of a Count, 
That dy'd ſome twelve months ſince, then leaving her 
In the protection of his ſon, her brother, | 
Who ſhortly alfo dy'd ; for whoſe dear love, 
They ſay, the hath abjur d the ſight 
And company of men. 
Vio. O, that I ſerv'd that lady, 
And might not be deliver'd to hs world *, 5 
Till I had made mine own occaſion mellow 
What my eſtate is! - 
Cap. That were hard. to compaſs ; 


WE noble Duke in nature, as and fortune, till I have gained a 
in name. ] I know not whe- ripe opportunity for my deſign. 

ther the nobility of the name is Fiola ſeems to have formed a 

compriſed in Dale, or in Orſino, very deep deſign with very little 

which is, I think, the name of remeditation : ſhe is thrown by 

4 great Italian family. hipwagck on an unknown coalt, 

* And might wot be ws hears that the prince 15 a batche- 
&.,] I wiſh I might. not be lor, and reſolves to ſupplant the 
made publick to the world; with lady whom he courts, 

Iegard to the fare of my birth 


Aa 3 Becauſe 
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Becauſe ſhe will admit no kind of ſuit, = 


No, not the Duke's. 


Vio. There is a fair behaviour in thee, Captain; 
And tho' that nature with a beauteous wall 
Doth oft cloſe in pollution; yet of thee, 
J will believe, thou haſt a mind that ſuits 
With this thy fair and outward character: 
1 pr'ythee, and PI! pay thee bounteouſly, 
Conceal me what I am, and be my aid 
For ſuch diſguiſe as, haply, ſhall become 
The form of my intent. PII ſerve this Duke; 
Thou ſhalt preſent me as an eunuch to him, 
It may be worth thy pains ; for I can ſing, 
And ſpeak to him in many ſorts of muſick, 
That Iii allow me very worth his ſervice, | 
What elſe may hap, to time I will commit; 
Only ſhape * thy ſilence to my wit. 
Cap. Be you his eunuch, and your mute I'll be: 
When my tongue blabs, then let mine eyes not ſee. 
Vio. 1 thank thee ; lead me on. [Exeunt. 


SCENE III. 


An Apartment in Olivia's Hoe 


Enter Sir Toby, and Maria. 


Si To. HAT a plague means my niece, to 
5 V take the death of her brother thus? | 
am ſure, care's an enemy to life. 

Mar. By my troth, Sir Toby, you muſt come in 
earlier a- nights; your niece, my lady, takes great © ex- 
ceptions to your ill hours. 

Sir To, Why, let her except, before excepted. 


Mar. Ay, but you muſt n 2 88 25 the 
modeſt limits of order. 


. ferve this Duke ;] ſerve the lady, ſhe will ſerve the 


Viola is an excellent ſchemer, Duke. 
never at a loſs; if ſhe cannot | 


Sir 


Sir To, Confine ? Pl confine myſelf no finer than 
Lam; theſe cloaths are good enough to drink in, and 


ſo be theſe boots too ; an they be not, let them hang 


themſelves in their own, {traps. 


Mar. That quaffing and drinking will 1 you . 


| heard my lady talk of it yeſterday, and of a fooliſh 
Knight that you brought 1 in one night here, to be her 
WooEer. 

Sir To. Who, Sir Andrew Ague-cheek : ? 

Mar. Ay, he. 

Sir To. He's as tall a man as any's in U!lyria. 
Mar. What's that to th' purpoſe ? 

Sir. To. Why he has three thouſand ducats a year. 

Mar. Ay, but he'll have but a year in all theſe du- 
cats: he's a very fool and a prodigal. * 


Sir To. Fie, that you'll ſay fo! he plays o'th' viol- 


degambo, and ſpeaks three or four languages word for 


word without book, and hath all the good gifts of 


nature. 


Mar. He hall; "TY — almoſt natural ; for be- 


des that he's a fool, he's a great quarreller; and but 


that he hath the gift of a coward to allay the guſt he 
hath in quarrelling, 'tis thought among the prudent, he 


would quickly have the gift of a grave. | 

Sir To. By this hand, they are ſcoundrels and fall 
tractors that ſay ſo of him. Who are they? 

Mar. They that add moreover, he” 8 e nightly 
in your company. 

Sir To. With drinking healths to my neice: I'II 
drink to her as long as there's a paſſage in my throat, 
and drink in Ilhria. He's a coward, and a coyſtril, 
that will not drink to my neice 'till his brains turn 
o'rh* toe like a pariſh-rop. What, wench * ? Caſtilia- 
no Legge, for here comes Sir Andrew eee 


SCENE 


* 


—— Caſtiliano wo/go;] gliſb, put on your Caſtilian coun- 


| We nas: read wolto, In Ex- tenance ; that is, your grave, ſo⸗ 
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8 0 k R E I; 
bu 


En ter Sir Andrew. 


Sir And. Sir Toby Belch! how now, Sir Toby, Belch? 
Sir To. Sweet Sir Andre 
Sir And. Bleſs you, fair ſhrew. 
Mar. And you too, Sir. | 
Sir To. Accoſt, Sir Andrew, accoſt, — 


Sir And. Whar' s that? | 5 
Sir To. My neice's chamber-maid. 5 
Sir And. Good miſtreſs Accoſt, I defire better ac- 1 
gquaintance. hy 

Mar. My name 1s Mary, Sie. a 
Sir And. Good miſtreſs Mary Accoſt,— | 
| Sir To. You miſtake, Knight : accoſt, is, fron: her, 

board her, wooe her, aſſail her. 5 
Sir And. By my troth, I would not undertake her 

in this company. Is that the meaning of accoſt? 
Mar. Fare you well, gentlemen. | 
Sir To. An thou let her part ſo, Sir Andrew, would f 

thou might'ſt never draw ſword again. f 


Sie And. An you part fo, miſtreſs, I would I might 
never draw ſword again. Fair lady, do my think, k 
you have fools in hand? 

Mar. Sir, I have not you by th* hand. 
Sie And. Marry, but Bay ſhall have, and here? 8 my 
Bad 
Mar. Now, Sir, thought i is pe I pray yau, bring 
pour hand to thi buttery- bar, and let it drink. 
Sir And. Wherefore, ſweet heart: ? what's your me- 
_ taphor : £ 


lemn looks. The Oxferd Fditor courtly looks. It is plain, he 
has taken my emendation : But, underitands gravity and forma- 
by Caftilian countenance, he ſup- 1 to be civility and courtlineſs, 
poles is meant moſt civil and ak 
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Mar. It's dry, Sir. 

Sir And. Why, I think ſo: I am not and an alt 
but I can keep my hand dry. But whey s your Jnr 2 

Mar. A dry jeſt, Sir. 

Sir And. Are you full of them? 

Mar. Ay, Sir, I have them at my fingers ends: 
marry, now I let your hand 20, I am. barren. 

[Exit Maria. 

Sir To. O Knight, thou lack'ſt a cup of canary : 
when did I ſee thee ſo put down? 

Sir And. Never in your life, I think, anlef you ſee 
canary pur me down : methinks, ſomerimes I have no _ 
more wit than a chriſtian, or an ordinary man has; 
but I am a great eater of beet, and, I believe, char 
does harm to my Wit, 

Sir To. No ion. 

Sir And. An I thought that, rd forfwrear-i it. PH 
ride home ro-morrow, Sir Toby. 5 

Sir To. Pourquoy, my dear Knight. 

Sir And. What is pourquoy® do, or not do? 1 would, 
had beſtowed that time in the tongues that I have in 
fencing, dancing, and bear-baiting. O, had I but 
follow'd the arts! : 

Sir To, Then hadſt thou had an excellent head of | 
hair. 
Sir And. Why, would ther have mended my hair? 

Sir To. Paſt queſtion ; for thou ſeeſt, it will not 
curl by han, 

Sir And. But it becomes me well exlouigh, does't 
ot? 


Sir To. Excellent! it hangs like flax on A diſtaff; 


2 Ps dry, Sir.] What is the hand being vulgarly accounted a 
Jeſt of diy hand, I know not fign of an amorous conſtitution. . 


any better than Sir Andrew. In former copies, 
It way poſſibly mean, a band —.— thou ſeeft, it will not co. 
with no money in it; Or, accord=- MY nature.] We ſhoujd ; 


ing to the rules of Phyſiognomy, read, ir avill not CURL BY na- 


lhe may intend to inſinuate, that ewe. The Joke 1 is evident. 
a not a lover's hand. a moiſt WW akBURTON. 
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and I hope to ſee a houſe-wife b We between her 
legs, and ſpin it off. 

Sir And. Faith, Vl hw to-morrow, Sir Toby; 
your niece will not be ſeen, or, if ſhe be, it's four to 
one ſhe'll none of me: the Duke himſelf here, hard 
by, wooes her. 

Sir To. Shell none o'th' Duke, ſhe'll not 3 
above her degree, neither in eſtate, years, nor wit; 
have heard her ſwear it. Tut, there's life in't, man. 

- _ Sir And. Pl ſtay a month longer. I am a fellow o 
' tir ſtrangeſt mind th? world: I delight | in maſks and 
revels ſometimes altogether. - 
Sir To. Art thou good at theſe kick- ſhaws, Knight! 
Sir And. As any man in Iilyria, whatſoever he be, 
under the degree of my betters*; and yet I will no: 
compare with an old man. 
Sir To. What is thy excellence in a galliard, Knight! 
Sir And. Faith, I can cut a caper. 
Sir To. And I can cut the mutton to't. 
. Ser And. And, I think, I have the ick fim- 
ply as ſtrong as any man in [/[yria, = 

Sir To. Wherefore are theſe things hid? wherefore 
have theſe gifts a curtain before them ? are they like 
to rake duſt, like miſtreſs Ma/Ps- picture? why doſt 
thou not go to church in a galliard, and come home 
in a coranto? my very walk ſhould be a jig ! I would 
not fo much as make water, but in a fink-a-pace: 
what doſt thou mean? is it a world to hide virtues in! 
I did think, by the excellent conſtitution of thy leg, it 
was form'd under the ſtar of a galliard, 

Sir And. Ay, tis ſtrong, and it does indifferent well 
in a flame-colour'd ſtocking. Shall we ſet about ſome 
revels? ä 


13 and yet Iavill not preferring their own times, and 
compare with an old man. "This the paſt generation, to the pre- 
is intended as a fatire on that ſent. Warpu TON, 
common vanity of old men, in : | & 

; | i 
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Sir To. What ſhall we do elſe? werc we not born 
EP ra Taurus? 
Sir And. Taurus ? that's des and heart *. 
Sir To. No, Sir, it is legs and thighs. Let me ſec 


thee capers ha! higher: ha, ha A cxcellent. 
| Lan 


S C EN E v. 
Changes to the Palace. 


Enter Valentine, and Viola in man's attire. 


Val. IF the Duke continue theſe favours towards you, 
Ce/ario, you are like to be much advanc'd; 


he wth known you but three days, and already vou 


are no ſtranger. 
Vio. You either fear his humour, or my negligence, 
that you call in queſtion the continuance of his love. 
Is he inconſtant, Sir, in his favours? 

Val. No, believe me. 


Enter Duke, Curio, 0 Attendants. 


Vio. T thank you: here comes the Duke. 

Duke, Who ſaw Ceſario, hoa? 

Vio. On your attendance, my Lord, here. 

| Duke. Stand you a-while aloof.—Ceſario, 
Thou know'ſt no leſs, but all: I have unclaſp'd 
Jo thee the book even of my ſecret ſoul. | 
Therefore, good youth, addreſs thy gate unto her; ; 
Be not deny d acceſs, ſtand at her doors, 
And tell them, there thy fixed foot {hall grow, 
Till thou have audience. 

Vio. Sure, my noble Lord, 


Taurus? that's ſides' dt cis of particular parts of the 


| heart.) Alluding to the me- body, to the predominance of 
 dical aſtrology ſtill preſerved in particular conſtellations. 
Almanacks, which refers the af. 
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If ſhe be fo abendon'd to her ſorrow 
As it is ſpoke, ſhe never will admit me. 
Dude. Be clamorous, and leap. all civil bounds, 
Rather than make unprofited return. 
Vio. Say, I do {peak with her, my Lord; what then? 
Duke. O, then, unfold the paſſion of my love, 
Surprize her with diſcourſe of my dear faith; 
It ſhall become thee well to act my woes; ; 
She will attend it better in thy youth, 
Than in a Nuncio of more grave aſpect. 
Vis. I think not fo, my Lord. 
Duke. Dear lad, believe it : | 
For they ſhall yet belie thy happy years, 
That ſay, thou art a man: Dianas lip 
Is not more ſmooth and rubious; thy ſmall pipe 
Is as the maiden's organ, ſhrill, and ſound, 
And all is ſemblative —a Woman's part “. 
I know, thy Conſtellation is right apt 
For this aitair.—Some four or five attend him; 
All, if you will ;- for I myſelf am beſt 
When leaſt in company. Proſper well in this, 
And thou ſhalt live as freely as thy Lord, 


- To call his fortunes thine. 


Vio. VII do my beſt | 
To woo your Lady; [ Exit Duke. ] yet, a barfal ſtrite! 
Who-c'er I woo, mytelf would be his wife. [ Exou!, 
LE SCENE W 
Changes to Olivia's Hou, e. 
Enter Maria and Clown. 


AY, either tell me where thou haſt been, 
or 1 will not open 8. lips ſo wide as a 


Mar. 
| & 


5 2 an's 1 men were then 1 by 


That is, thy proper part in a W 


play would be a woman's, Oy | 


Prill 


br 
WI 


th 
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briſtle may enter, in way of thy excuſe ; my 1225 
will hang thee for thy abſence. 

Ch. Let her hang me; he that is all hang'd in 
chis world, needs r no en | 5 

Mar. Make that good. 

Cle. He ſhall ſee none to fear. 

Mar. A good” lenten anſwer: I can tell thee where 
that ſaying was born, of, I fear no colours. 


Clo. Where, good miſtreſs Mary? 
ſay in your foolery. 
thoſe that are fools, let them uſe their talents. 

Mar. Yet you will be hang'd for being fo long ab- 
ſent, or be turn'd away; is not that as _—_ as a hang- 
ing to you? | 

Clo. Marry, a good hanging prevents: a bad mar- 


Mar. You are reſolute then ? 
Clo. Not ſo neither, but I am reſolv'd on two points. 


if both break, your gaſkins fall. 


way, if Sir Toby would leave drinking, thou wert as 
witty a piece of Eve's fleſh as any in Hyria. 


belt, . ; On a e 
„„ NE WE 


" Eater Olivia, and Malvolio. 


ery oft prove fools; and I, that am lure L lack thee, 


1 — Enten 3 A lan, or as we now ey it, a as 
may 


Mar. In the wars, and that may you be bold to 


Clo, Well, God give them wiſdom that have i it; and 


rage; and for turning away, let ſummer bear i it out. 


Mar. That if one break, the other will hold; or, 


Clo. Apt, in good faith; very apt: well, go he 


Mar. Peace, you rogue, no more o' that; here 
comes my Lang make your excuſe wiſely, you were 


Cl. Wir, and't be thy will put me into à good 
fooling ! thoſe wits, that think they have 3 do 


. 
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may paſs for a wiſe man. For what ws Rumapalus, 
| Better be a witty fool than a fooliſh wit * God bleſs 
thee, Lady! | 

Oli. Take the fool away. 

_ Ch. Do you not hear, fellows? take away the Lady, 

Oli. Go to, y'are a dry fool; Plt no more of you; 
beſides, you grow diſhoneſt. _ 

Clo. Two faults, Madona, that drink and good 
counſel will amend; for give the dry foot drink, then 
is the fool not dry : Bid the diſhoneſt man mend him- 
ſelf; if he mend, he is no longer diſhoneſt ; if he can- 
not, let the botcher mend him. Any thing, that's 
mended, is but patch'd; virtue, that tranſgreſſes, i 


but patch'd with ſin; and fin, that amends, is but 


patch'd with virtue. If that this ſimple fyllogiſm will 
. ſerve, ſo; if it will not, what remedy ! as there is no 
true cuckold but calamity, ſo beauty's a flower: the 
Lady bade take away the tool, therefore, I or again, 
take her away. | 

Oli. Sir, I bade them take away you. 

Clo. Miſpriſion in the higheſt degree.—Lady, Ci 
cullus non facit monachum ; that's as much as to ſay, | 
wear not motley in my brain: good Madona, give me 
leave to prove you a fool. 

Oli. Can you do it? 

Clo. Dexterouſly, good Madona. 

Oli. Make your proof. | 
 . Clos. I muſt catechize you for it, Madona ; gool 

my mouſe of virtue, anſwer me. 
Oli. Well, Sir, for want of other idleneſs, PI bide 
your proof. 2 
_ Clo. Good Madona, why mourn'ſt thou ? 
Oli. Good fool, for my brother's death. 
Ch. I think, his foul is in hell, Madona. 


= Hall, in his Chronicle, ſpeak- whether to call him a fooliſh wiſe 
ing of the death of Sir Themas man, or a wiſe fooliſh man. 
Nere, ſays, that he knows not 
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Oli. J know his ſoul is in heav* n, fool. 
Clo. The more fool you, Madona, to mourn for 


your brother's ſoul being in heav'n: take away the 


fool, Gentlemen. | 
Cl. What think you of this fool, Malvolio, doth 
he not mend ? 


Mal. Yes, and ſhall do, till the pangs of death 1 
ſhake him. Infirmity, that 2 the Yes doth ever 


make better the fool. 

Clo. God ſend you, Sir, a x ſpeedy A for the 
better increaſing your folly! Sir Toby will be ſworn, 
that I am no fox; but he will not paſs his word for 
two pence, that you are no fool. 

Oli. How ſay you to that, Malvolio 2 = 

Mal. T marvel, your Ladyſhip takes delight in ſach 
a barren raſcal; I ſaw him pur down the other day 


with an ordinary fool, that has no more brain than a 
ſtone. Look you now, he's out of his guard already; 


unleſs you laugh and miniſter occaſion to him, he is 
agg d. I proteſt, I take theſe wiſe men, that crow 


0 at theſe ſet kind of fools, no better than the fools? 


Zanies. 


Oli. O, you are ſick of ſelf- love, Ala oolis, and 


taſte with a diſtemper'd appetite. To be generous, 
guiltleſs, and of free diſpoſition, is to take thoſe things 
for bird-bolts that you deem cannon-bullets : there is 
no ſlander in an allow'd fool, though he do nothing 
but rail; nor no railing in a known diſcreet man, 
though he do nothing but repove. 
Clo. » Now Mercury indue thee with lealing for 
thou ſpeak'ſt well of fools! 
Enter 


9 Now Mercard indue thee 


with LEASING, for thou ſpeak ft 
well of fools ! ] This is a ſtupid 
blunder. We ſhould read, abr 
PLEASING, i. e. with eloquence, 


make thee a gracious and Nr. 


ful f 1 for 1 was the 
God of orators as well as cheats. 


But the firſt Editors, who did 


not underſtand the phraſe, indue 


thee avith pleaſing, made this 


fooliſh correction; more excuſable, 


# 


however | 
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Enter Maria. 


"Mile: Madam, "Rn is at the gate a young Gentle: 
man, much deſires to ſpeak with you. 

Oli. From the Count 07% ins, is it? 

Mar. I know nat, Madam, tis a fair young Man, 


and well attended. 


Oli. Who of my people hold hl in delay ? 


Mar. Sir Toby, 


Madam, your Uncle. 


Oli, Fetch him off, I pray you, he ſneaks nothing 


bur madman : fie on him! Go imp Malvolio; if it 
be a ſuit from the Count, I am 
What you will, to diſmiſs it. 


ck, or not at home: 
[Exit Malvolio.] Now 


you ſee, Sir, how your fooling grows old, and people 


diſlike 1 it. 


Clo. Thou haſt f poke for us, Madona, as if thy 
eldeſt Son ſhould "ag a fool: whoſe ſcull Fove cram 


with brains, for here comes one of thy Kin has a moſt. 
weak Pia Mater J. 


SCE 15 E VIII 
Enter Sir Toby. 


Oli. By mine honour, half drunk. What is Lp at 


the gate, Uncle? 
Sir To. A Gentleman. 


Oli. A Gentleman : ? what Gentleman ? 


Sir To. 


bee than the laſt Editor's, 


who, when this emendation was 
to him, would make 

one of his own; 
his Oxford edition, reads, auith 
LEARNING; Without troubling 


himſelf to ſatisfy the reader how | 
the firſt editor ſhould blunder in 
a word fo caly to be underſtood 

3 . 


and ſo in 


"Tis a Gentleman here. A plague o 
theſe PR: herring | how now, fot ? 


Cle, 


as * het they well might 
in the word pleafing, as it 1s uſed 
in this place. W aRBURTON. 

I think the preſent reading 
more humoyrous. May Mer- 


cury teach thee to He, ſince thau 


lieft in favour of fools. 
IIS a gentleman.  Hers,—] 


He had before faid it was a gen- 
tleman- 


beer wat r oo „  A©Xa.r.cc 
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Clo. Gao Sir Toby, ——— 

Oli. Uncle, Uncle, how have you come 2 early 
by this lethargy * 

Sir To. Lerchery! I deſi letchery : 9 5 s one at 
the gate. 

Oli. Ay, marry, what is he? 


Sir To, Let him be the devil and he will, I care 
not: give me faith, ſay I, Well, it's all one. [ Exit. 


Oli. What's a drunken man like, fool? 
Clo. Like a drown'd man, a fool, and a madman: 


one draught above heat makes him a fool; the ſecond | 


mads him ; and a third drowns him. 


Oli. Go thou and ſeek the Coroner, and let him ſit 


o' my Uncle; for he's in the third degree of drink ; 


he's drown'd; go look after him. 
Clo. He is but mad yet, Madona, and the fool ſhall 
look to the madman. [Exit Clown. 


Enter Malyolio. 


Mal. Madam, yond young Fellow ſwears he will 


ſpeak with you. I told him, you were ſick; he takes 
on him to underſtand ſo much, and therefore comes 


to ſpeak with you. I told him you were afleep; he 


ſeems to have a fore-knowledge of that too, and there» 


fore comes to ſpeak with you. What is to be ſaid to 


him, Lady? he's fortified againſt any denial. 
Oli. Tell him, he ſhall not ſpeak with me. 


Mal. He has been told fo; and he ſays, he'll * ſtand | 


at your door like a Sheriff's poſt, and be the ſupporter 
to a bench, but he'll ſpeak with you. ; 
; 0 i. 


tleman, He was aſked what this was the ee Viola 
gentleman ? and he makes this made in mens clothes. See the 
reply; which, it is plain, is cor- character Malvolio draws of him 
rupt, and ſhould be read thas, preſently after. WARBURTON. 

Tis a Gentleman-HEIR. and at your door like 
i. e. ſome lady's eldeſt ſon juſt 4 Sherif*s poſt, ——] It was the 


come out of the nurſery ; - for cuſtom for that officer to have 


Vol. II. | B b | large 
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Oli. What kind o'man is he? 
Mal. Why, of mankind. 
Oli. What manner of man. 


Mal. Of very ill manners; he']l ſpeak with you, 


will you or no. 

Oli. Of what perſonage and years is he? 
Mal. Not yet old enough for a man, nor young 

enough for a boy; as a ſquaſh is before tis a peaſcod, 
or a codling when it is almoſt an apple: tis with him 
in ſtanding water, between boy and man. He 1s very 
well-favour'd, and he ſpeaks very ſhrewiſhly ; one 
would think, his mother's milk were ſcarce out of him. 
Oli. Let him approach: call in my Gentlewoman. 


Mal. Gentlewoman, my Lady calls. [ Exit, 


} 


e E NE N 
Enter Maria. 


Oli. Give me my vell: come, throw it o'er my face; 
We'll once more hear Orſind's embaſſy. 


Enter Viola. 


| Phe Vis The honourable Lady of the houſe which is 
e! 


will? 

Vio. Moſt radiant, exquiſite, and unmatchable Beau- 
ty ——T pray you, tell me, if this be the Lady of 
the 1 for I never ſaw her. I would be loth to 


large poſe ſet up at his door, as ut of 
an indication of his office. The To the Lord Chancellor's tomb, or 
original of which was, that the the Shrives poſts. 


King's proclamations, and other So again in the old play called 


publick a&s, might be affixed Lingua, 


thereon by way of publication. ous he 15 to become a ſcar- 
So Johnſon's Every man out of his let gown, hath he a pair of fred 
humour, | poſts at his door ? 

| Fo WARBURTON. 


caſt 


Oli. Speak to me, I ſhall anſwer for her : your 
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caſt away my ſpeech ; for, beſides that it is excellently | 
well penn'd, I have taken great pane to con it. Good 
Beauties, let me ſuſtain no ſcorn *; I am very corhp- | 
üble, even to the leaſt ſiniſter uſage. 

Oli. Whence came you, Sir? 

Vio. IJ can ſay little more than I have ſtudied, and 
that ueſtion's out of my Part. Good gentle One, 
glre me modeſt aſſurance, if you be the Lady of the 
houſe, that I may proceed in my ſpeech. 

Oli. Are you à Comedian? 

Vio. No, my profound heart; and yet, by the very 

fangs of malice, I ſwear, I am not that I play. Are 
you the Lady of the houſe ? 

Oli. If I do not uſurp myſelf, I am. 

Vio. Moſt certain, if you are ſhe, you do ufury 
Nüürtelk for what is yours to beſtow, is not yours to 
reſerve; but this is from my Commiſhon. I will on 
with my ſpeech in your praiſe, and then ſhew you the 
heart of my meſſage. 

Oli. Come to what is e in't: I forgive you 
the praiſe. 

Vio. Alas, I took great pains to ſtudy it, and * 
poetical. 

Oli. It is the more like to be feign'd. I pray you! 
keep it in. I heard you were ſawcy at my gates; and 
| allow'd your approach, rather to wonder at you than 
to hear you. If you be not mad, be gone; if you 
have reaſon, be brief: 'tis not chat time of the moon 
with me, to make one in ſo * ſkipping a dialogue. 

Mar, Will you hoiſt ſail, Sir? here lies your way. 

Vio. No, good ſwabber, I am to hull here a little 
longer. Some * for your e ſweet 


Lady. a 1 
am very e frolick, mad. . 
Comprible for ready to call to ac- 1 Ladies, in romance, are 
count. | WarpuRrTON, guarded by giants, who repel all 


— Sripping 


] Wild, en a. troubleſome ad- 
8 vances. 
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Oli. Tell me your mind. 
Vio, I am a meſſenger. 


Oli. Sure you have ſome hideous matter to deliver, 


when the courteſie of it is ſo fearful. Speak your 
office. | | 
Vio. It alone concerns your ear. I bring no over- 


ture of war, no taxation of homage ; I hold the olive 


in my hand: my words are as full of peace as otter. 
Oli. Vet you began ee What are you? what 
would you? 
Vio. The rudeneſs, that hath appear in me, have 


1 learn'd from my entertainment. What I am, and 
what I would, are as ſecret as maiden-head; to your 
ears, divinity ; to any other's, prophanation. 


Oli. Give us the place alone. [Exit Maria.] We will 
hear this divinity. Now, Sir, what is your text ? 

Vio. Moſt ſweet Lady, 

Oli. A comfortable Doctrine, and much rand be 


| ſaid of it. Where lies your text ? 


Vio. In Orſino's boſom. 
Oli. In his boſom? in what chapter of his boſom? 
Vio. To anſwer by the method, in the firſt of his 


cart. 


Oli. O, I have read it; it is * Have you n0 
more to ſay ? 

Vie. Good Madam, let me ſee your face. 

Oli. Have you any commiſſion from your Lord to 
negotiate with my face? you are now out of your text; 
but we will draw che curtain, and ſhew you the picture 


vances. Viola, 1 the wait - Viola growing troubleſome, Ol: 
ing-maid ſo eager to oppoſe her via would diſmiſs her, and there- 
meſſage, intreats Olivia to pa- fore cuts her ſhort with this com- 
cal her giant. mand, Tell me Jour mind. The 

5 Vio. — tell me your mind, I other taking advantage of the 


. am a meſſeng er.] Theſe weeds ambiguity of the word mind, 


muſt be divided between the two which ſignifies either Sine ot 


ſpeakers thus, nclinations, replies, as if ſhe had 
Oli. Tell me your mind, uſed it in the latter ſenſe, I an 
Vio. 1 am a meſſenger, = aà meſſenger. WARBURTON: 


Look 


— — 


WHAT YOU WALL. "= 
5 Look you, Sir, ſuch a one I was this preſent: ist 


not well done? 
Jie. Excellently done, if God did all. | 
Oli. *Tis in grain, Sir; *twill endure wind and 
weather. 
Vio. *Tis Beauty truly blent, whoſe red and white 
Nature's own {weet and cunning hand laid on : 
Lady, you are the cruell'ſt She alive, 


If you will lead theſe graces to the Grave, 
And leave the world no copy. | 
Oli. O, Sir, I will not be ſo hard- hearted : I will 


give out diyerſe ſchedules of my beauty. Ir ſhall be 
inventoried, and every particle and utenſil labell'd to 
my will. As, Item, two lips indifferent red. Item, 
two grey eyes, with lids to them. Item, one neck, 


one chin, and ſo forth. Were you ſent hither to praiſe 


me? 
Vio. I ſee you, what you are; you are too proud; 
But if you were the Devil, you are fair. 


My Lord and Maſter loves you: O, ſuch love 


Could be but recompens'd, tho? you were crown'd 
The Non-pareil of Beauty! DIE 
Oli. How does he love me? 
Vio. With adorations, with fertile tears, 
With groans that thunder love, with ſighs of fire. 
Oli. Your Lord does know my mind, J cannot love 
him; | 
Yet I ſuppoſe him virtuous, know him lane 
Of great eſtate, of freſh and ſtainleſs youth; 


© Look you, Sir fach a one Iwas this Complidas to day, I may 
this preſent : :s't not wwell done ?] wear another to-morrow ; jocu- 
This is Nonſenſe. The change larly intimating, that ſhe painted. 
of as to awear, I think, clears The other, vext at the Jeſt, lays, 


a] up, and gives the Expreffion 5 Excellently done, if God did 


an Air of Gallantry, Viola preſſes all.“ Perhaps, it may be true, 
to ſee Olivia's Face: The other what you ſay in jeit ; otherwiſe 
at length pulls off her Veil, and 'tis an excellent Face. 7 in 


lays; We auill draw the Curtain, Grain, 2 replies Oliaia. 


and /heww Jou the Picture. I wear WARBURTON. 
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In voices well divulg'd; free, learn'd, and valiant; : 
And in dimenſion, and the {ſhape of nature, 
A gracious perſon ; but yet I cannot love him: 
He might have took his anſwer long ago. 
Vic. If I did love you in my maſter's flame, 
With ſuch a ſuffring, ſuch a deadly life, 
In your denial I would find no ſenſe: 
I would not underſtand it. 
Oli. Why, what would you do? 
Vio. Make me a willow cabin at your gate, 
And call upon my ſoul within the houſe; 
Write loyal canto's of contemned love, 
And ſing them loud even in the dead of night: 


Hollow your name to the reverberant hills, 


And make the babling goſſip of the air 

Cry out, Olivia! O, you ſhould not reſt 
Between the elements of air and earth, 

Bur you ſhould pity me. 

Oli. You might do much: 

What is your parentage ? 

Vio. Above my fortunes, yet my ſtate is well; 
I am a gentleman. - 
Oli. Get you to your Lord; 
I cannot love him; let him ſend no more; 
Unleſs, perchance, you come to me again, 
To tell me how he takes it; fare you well: 
I thank you for your pains; ſpend this for me. 

Vio. I am no fee'd poſt, Lady; keep your purſe: 
My maſter, not myſelf, lacks recompence. 
Love make his heart of flint, that you ſhall love, 
And let your fervour, like my maſter's, be 
Plac'd in contempt: farewel, wy 9 23 

Oli. What is your parentage? 
Above my fortunes, yet my ſtate is 0 :. 

1. am a gentleman— I'll be ſworn thou art, 


7 Hollow your Name to the re be 2 8 I have correfted, 
reverberant, Tu EOBALD. 
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Thy tongue, thy face, thy limbs, actions, and ſpirit, 
Do give thee five-fold blazon — not too faſt — ſoft! 
| __ -ſoft! Fn | „ 

Unleſs the maſter were the man. How now? 

Even ſo quickly may one catch the plague! 
Methinks, I feel this youth's perfections, 
With an inviſible and ſubtile ſtealth, 
To creep in at mine eyes. Well, let it be. — 
What ho, Malvolio, _——. „„ 


Enter Malvolio. 


Mal. Here, Madam, at your ſervice, 
Oli. Run after that ſame peeviſh meſſenger, 
The Duke's man; he left this ring behind him, 

Would I, or not: tell him, I'll none of it. 

Deſire him not to flatter with his Lord, 

Nor hold him up with hopes; I am not for him: 

f that the youth will come this way to-morrow, 

Il give him reaſons for't. Hye thee, Malvuolio. 
Mal. Madam, I will. | [Extt. 
Oli. Ido, I know not what: and fear to find 

* Mine eye too great a flatterer for my mind: 

Fate, ſhew thy force; ourſelves we do not owe; _ 

What is decreed, muſt be; and be this ſo! [ Exit, 


* Mine eye, &c.] 1 believe that my eyes betray me, and 
the meaning is; I am not miſtreſs flatter the youth, without my con- 
of my own actions; I am afraid ſent, with diſcoveries of love. 
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METH. SCENT I. 
The ST REE T. 
Enter Antonio and Sebaſtian. 


ANTONIO. 


ILL you ſtay no longer ? nor will you not, 


that I go with you? | 
Seb. By your patience, no: my ſtars ſhine darkly 
over me; the malignancy of my fate might, perhaps, 


diſtemper yours; therefore I ſhall crave of you your 


leave, that I may bear my evils alone. Ir were a bad 
recompence for your love, to lay any of them on you. 


bound. 

Seb. No, in ſooth, Sir; my determinate voyage is 
meer extravagancy: but I perceive in you fo excellent 
a touch of modeſty, that you will not extort from me 


what I am willing to keep in; therefore it charges me 


in manners the rather * to expreſs myſelf: you mult 
know of me then, Antonio, my name is Sebaſtian; 
"which I call'd Rodorigo; my father was that Sebaſtian 
of Meſſaline, whom, I know, you have heard of. He 
left behind him, my ſelf and a ſiſter, both born in one 


hour; if the heav'ns had been pleas'd, would we had 


ſo ended! but you, Sir, alter'd that; for, ſome hour 


before you took me trom the breach of the fea, was 


my ſiſter drown'd, 
Ant. Alas, the day! . 
Seb. A Lady, Sir, tho' it. was ſaid ſhe much re- 
ſembled me, was yet of many accounted beautiful; 


— _ myſelf. ] That is, to reveal 2 ye 2 


\ 


Ant. Let me yet know of you, whit! her you are 


but 
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but tho? I could not * with ſuch eſtimable wonder 
overfar believe that, yet thus far I will boldly pub- 
liſh her, ſhe bore a mind that envy could not but call 
fair: ſhe is drown'd already, Sir, with ſalt water, tho” 
I ſeem to drown her remembrance again with more. 


me be your ſervant. 


farewel. 


Clivia? 


ſince arrived but hither. 


J With ſuch eflimable wonder. ] 
Theſe words Dr. Marburton calls 
an interpolation of the players, but 
what did the players gain by it ? 


Joke without the concurrence of 
the poet, but they never lengthen 


+ 


8 CE N E 


Enter Viola and Malyolio, at ſeveral doors. | 


they are ſometimes guilty of a 


; eech only to make it longer. 


Ant. Pardon me, Sir, your bad entertainment. 
Seb. O good Antonio, forgive me your trouble. 
Ant. If you will not murther me for my love, let 


Seb. If you will not undo what you have done, 
| that is, kill him whom you have recover'd, deſire it 
not. Fare ye well at once; my boſom is full of kind- 
neſs, and I am yet ſo near the manners of my mother, 
that upon the leaſt occaſion more, mine eyes will tell 
tales of me: I am bound to the Duke Oſino's court; 


[Exit. 


Ant. The gentleneſs of all the Gods go with thee! 
| have made enemies in Oryſino's court, | 
Elſe would I very ſhortly ſee thee there: 
But come what may, I do adore thee ſo, 
The danger ſhall ſeem ſport, and I will 80. 


[ Exit, 


II. 


2“. Were not you e'en now with the Countess 
Vio. Even now, Sir; « on a moderate pace I have 


Mal. She returns this ring to you, Sir; you might 


Shakeſpeare often confounds the. 
active and paſſive adjectives. | 
Eftimable wonder is eſiceming con- 
der, or wonder and efteem. The 


meaning 15, that he could not 


venture to think ſo W as o- 
thers of his ſiſter. 


3 
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have ſaved me my pains; to have taken it away your 


ſelf. She adds moreover, that you ſhould put your 
Lord into a deſperate Aſſurance, ſhe will none of him, 


And one thing more, that you be never ſo hardy to 


come again in his affairs, unleſs it be to report your 
Lord's taking of this: receive it ſo. 
Vio. She took the ring of me, Ill none of it. 
Mal. Come, Sir, you peevifhly threw it to her, and 
her will is, it ſhould be ſo return'd: if it be worth 
ſtooping for, there it lyes | in your eye; if not, be it 
his that ſinds it. [ Ext, 
Vio. I left no ring with her; what means this Tak 


Fortune forbid, my outſide have not charm'd her! 
She made good view of me; indeed, ſo much, 
Thar, ſure, methought * her eyes had loſt her tongue; 
For ſhe did ſpeak in ſtarts diſtin&edly : 

She loves me, ſure; the cunning of her on 
Invites me 1n this churliſh meſtenger. 

None of my Lord's ring ; why, he ſent her none. 
J am the man — If it be lo, (as, tis; 

Poor Lady, the were better love a dream. 
Diſguiſe, I ſee, thou art a wickedneſs, 

Wherein the pregnant enemy does much. 


How eaſie is It, for the proper falſe 


Her eyes had LosST her 
tongue.) This is nonſenſe: we 
ſhould read, 

Fer eyes had CROST her 

tongue; 

Allvding to the notion of the 


faſcination of the eyes; the ef- 


fects of which were called cr 
Ang. WARBURTON. 
| "Phat the faſcination of the 

eyes was Called croſſing ought to 
| have been proved. But however 
that be, the preſent reading has 
not only ſenſe but beauty. We 
fay a man //es his company when 


In 


they go one way and he goes 
another. So Olivia's tongue lol 
her eyes; her tongue was talking 
of the Duke and her eyes gazing 
on his meſſenger. | 
* How eaſy is it, for the proper 
© fall 
1 ewomen's abaxen hearts to jt 
their forms ]] This is ob- 


ſcure. The meaning is, how 


caſy is diſguiſe to women 3 how 
eaſily does their own fadſbood, 
contained in their wwaxen change- 
able hearts, enable them to aſ- 


ſume deceitful appearances. = 


he 


od — — — > AM * — — — — 


| Sir Te 
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jn women's waxen hearts to ſet their forms! | 
Alas, our frailty is the cauſe, not we, 

For ſuch as we are made, if ſuch we be. 

How will this fadge ? my maſter loves her dearly, 
And I, poor monſter, fond as much on him; 

And ſhe, miſtaken, ſeems to dote on me. 

What will become of this? as I am man, 

My ſtate is deſperate for my maſter's love ; 

As I am woman (now, alas the day ) 


What thriftleſs fighs ſhall poor Olivia breathe ? 


O time, thou muſt untangle this, not + 
It i is too hard a knot for me t' unty. [Exit 


SCEN E III. 
Changes to Olivia' 1 
Enter Sir Toby, and Sir Andrew. 


PPRO ACH, Sir Andrew: not to be 5 
a · bed after midnight, is to be up betimes; 

and Diluculo ſurgere, thou know'ſt, 
Sir And. Nay, by my troth, I know not: but 1 

know, to be up late, is to be up late. | 
Sir To. A falſe concluſion : I hate it, as an unfilPd | 

can; to be up after midnight, and to go to bed then, 


is early; ſo that to go to bed after midnight, is to go 


to bed betimes. Does not our life conſiſt of the four 
elements? 


Sir And. Faith, ſo they: ſay ; but ?, Erhink, it ra- 
ther conſiſts of _ and drinking. 


The two next - lines are per- 3 I think, it rather conſiſts of 
haps tranſpoſed, and ſhould be eating and drinking.) A ridicule 
read thus. on the medical theory of that 

For ſuch as We are made, if. ach time, which ſuppoſed health to 

doe be, conſiſt in the juſt temperament 

Alas, our frailty i is the cauſe, and balance of theſe elements in 


note, the human frame. WarBuRT. 
| i 


give a 
Cb. Would you have a Love- ſong, or a None ot 


3% TWELFTHNIGHT: OR, | 
Sir To. Tart a ſcholar, let us therefore Eat and 
drink. Maria: e ſtoop of wine. 


Enter Clown. 


Sir And. Here comes the fool, faith, 

Cle. How now, my hearts? did you never ſee the 
piftpre of we three ? 

9% To. Welcome, afs, now let's have a catch. 

Sir And. By mv troth, the fool has an excellent 
breaſt. I had rather than forty ſhillings J had ſuch x 
leg. and fo ſweet a breath to ſing, as the fool has. In 
ſooth, thou waſt in very gracious fooling laſt night, 
when thou ſpok'ſt of Pigrogranitus, of the Vapran; 
paſſing the Equinoctial of Lyenbus : *rwas very good, 
i'faith: J fent thee ſix-pence for thy Lemon, hadſt it“ 

Clo. * I did impeticos thy gratility; for Ma/vol:7; 
noſe is no whip-itock. My Lady has a white hand, 
and the Myrmidons are no bottle-ale houſes. _ 

Sir And. Excellent : w hy, this Is the beſt fooling, 
when all is done. Now, a Song — 

Sir To. Come on, there's Se for you Lets 
have a Song. 

Sir And. There's a teſtril of me too; if one Knight 


good life? 
Sir To. A Love. ſong, a Love-ſong. 
Sir And, Ay, ay, [ care not for goo life. 


1 1 ſent thee "LAM for thy "ON Sir T. Hanmer tell us, is the 
mon, had”/? it ?] But the Clown ſame with impocket thy gratuity. 
was neither Pantler, nor Butler. He 1s undoubtedly right; but 
The Poet's Word was certainly we muſt read, 7 aid impetic'2: 
miſtaken by the Ignorance of thy gratuity. The fools were 
the Printer. I have reſtor'd, /z- kept in long coats, to which the 
man, i, e. I ſent thee Six-pence alluſion is made. There is = 

to ſpend on thy Miſtreſs. THEO. much in this dialogue which, ! 
di inpetico Kc. ] This, do not underſtand. 


Clown 


> ew 2 m, = = > wg 
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nd | 51 
5 Clown ngs. 
0 miſtreſs mine, Where are you roaming © 
O ftay and hear, your true love's coming, 
That can ſing both high: and low. 
; Trip No farther pretty ſweeting, 
le 


Sir To. Good, good. 


gion. 


that? 


6 f delay there lies no plenty :] 
his is a proverbial ſaying cor- 
Tupted ; and ſhould be read thus, 

InDECAY there lies no plenty. 


ſores up periſhable fruits till they 
decay. To theſe fruits the Poet, 
humorouſly, compares 8 or 
Mrginity; which, he ſays, i 1s 
ſtuff will not endure. WaRB. 
I believe delay is right. | 
* Then come kiſs me, fveet and 
twenty, ] This line is ob- 
cure ; we might read, 
Come, a kiſs then, for et, and 
e 


Clo. What is Joes © tis not hereafter, 
Prefent mirth hath preſent laughter, 
What”s to come, is ſtill unſure : 

In delay there lyes no plenty, 

* Then come kiſs me, ſweet, and twenty, 

Youth's a ſtu ff will not endure. 


Sir And. A 8 voice, as am a true Knight, 

Sir To, A contagious breath. 

Sir And. Very ſweet and contagious, i acc 

Sir To. To hear by the noſe, it is dulcet in conta- 

But ſhall we make the welkin dance, indeed ? 

Shall we rouze the night-owl in a catch, that will 
draw three ſouls out of one weaver ? ſhall we do 


A reproof of avarice, which 


Fourneys end in lover” meeting. 
Every wiſe man's ſon doth know. 


Sir And. Excellent good, 7Faith ! 


Str 


Yet I know not whether the pre- 
ſent reading be not right, for in 
ſome counties feet and twenty, 
whatever be the meaning, is a 
phraſe of endearment. | 
Male the welkin dance. ] 
That is, drink till the ſky ſeems 


to turn round. 

8 drazy three fouls out of one 
„ Our Author repre- . 
ſents weavers as much given to 
harmony in his time. I have 


\hewn the cauſe of it elſewhere. 
This expreſſion of the power of 
mulick is familiar wich our Au- 

thor. 


Sir And. An you love me, let's do't: I am a dog at 


a catch. 


Clo. By'r Lady; Sir, and ſome dogs wilt catch well, 


Sir And. Moſt certain: let our catch be, Thou He. 
Clo. Hold thy peace, thou knave, Knight. I ſhall be 
to call thee knave; Knight. 


conſtrain'd in't, 


Sir And. *Tis not the firſt time I have conſtrain'4 


one to call me knave. 
_ thy peace. | 


Begin, fool; it begins, Hill 


_ Cho. I ſhall never begin, if I hold my peace. 
Sir And. Good, i'faith : come, begin. 


[They ſing à catch? 


SCENE IV. 


Enter Maria. 


Mar. What a eatterwauling do you keep here? if 


my Lady have not call'd up her. ſteward, Malvoli, 
and bid him turn you out of doors, never truſt me. 
Sir To. My Lady's a Catayan, we are politicians 


Matvolic's a * Peg-a-Ramſey, and Three merry men be u. 


thor, Much ado about nothing, 
Now it is foul rawvifhed. Is it 
not flrange that Sheep's-guts ſhould 
hale fouls out of men's bodies *— 
Why, he ſays, three ſouls, is be- 
cauſe he is ſpeaking of a catch 
in three parts. And the peripa- 
tetic philoſophy, then in vogue, 
very liberally gave every man 
three ſouls. The wegetative or 
MT the animal, and the ratio- 
nal 


evil I turn ſtarbe upon my friends? 
or my friends friends? 1 ſcorn it 
with my three ſouls. By the 
mention of theſe three, there- 
fore, we may ſuppoſe it was 


To this, too, Tohn/ſon al- 
lades, in his Poetaſter; What, 


Am 


Shakeſprare's purpoſe, to hint to 
us thoſe ſurpriſing effects of mu- 
ſick, which the antients ſpeak of, 
When they tell us of phi, 


who moved foes and tre; 


Orpheus and Arion, who tamed 
ſavage beaſts, and Timotheus, 
who governed, as he pleaſed, 
the paſ/ions of his human auditori 
So noble an obſervation has our 
Author conveyed in the ribaldry 
of this buffoon character. 
> _  WARBURTON- 
9 'This catch is loſt. 
” Peg-a-Ramſey I do not un- 
derſtand. Tilly valley was an 
interjection of contempt, which 


Sir Thomas More s lady is = 


e 
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Am not I confamgninedus. am I not of her blood? 
T oy valley, Lady! there dwelt a man in Babylon, La- 
dy, Lady. , [Singing. * 
Clo. Beſhrew me, the Knight s in admirable fooling. 
Sir And. Ay, he does well enough if he be diſpos'd, 


and ſo do I too: he does it with a better grace, bur I 


do it more natural. 
Sir To. O, the twelfth day of December,——[Singing 
Mar. For the love 0'God, peace,. 
Enter Malvolio. 


Mal. My maſters, are you mad ? or what are you? 


| have you no wit, manners, nor honeſty, but to gabble 


like tinkers at this time of night? do ye make an ale- 


bkouſe of my Lady's houſe, that ye ſqueak out your 


* coziers catches without any mitigation or remorſe of- - 
yoice? is there no Flyer of place, perſons, nor time 
in you? | 

Sir To. We did keep time, Sir, in our catches. 
Sneck up! ¶Hiccoug hs, 

Mal. Sir Toby, I muſt be round with you. My 
Lady bade me tell you, that tho' ſhe harbours you as 
her Uncle, ſhe's nothing ally'd to your diſorders. If 
jou can ſeparate yourſelf and your miſdemeanors, you 
are welcome to the Houſe: if not, an it would pleaſe 
you to take leave of ber, ſhe is very willing to bid 
jou farewel. 

Sir To. Parewel, DR Fears fance 1; muſt needs be 
gone. 

Mal. Nay, good Sir Toby. 

Clo. His eyes do 8 his days are 2 done. 

Mal. Is't even ſo? 

Sir To. But I will never die. 

_ Cho, Sir Toby, there you lie. 

Mal. This is much credit to you. 


& to have had very often in her A Cie, eie taylor, from 
mouth. couſer to ſew. French. 
8 Sir 
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Sir To: Shall I bid him go? | (Singing 


Clo. What, an if you do? © 
Sir To. Shall I bid him go, and Hare * * 
Clo. O no, no, no, you dare not. 
Sir To. Out o'time, Sir, ye lie: art thou any t more 
than a ſteward? doſt thou think, becauſe thou art vir. 
tuous, there ſhall be no more cakes and ale? 

Clo. Yes, by Saint Anne; and ginger ſhall be hot 
i'th' mouth too. 

Sir To. Thou rt i'th' right. —Go, Sir, rub your 
chain with crums *.—A ſtoop of wine, Maria. 

Mal. Miſtreſs Mary, if you priz'd my Lady's fe- 
vour at any thing more than contempt, you would not 
give means for this uncivil rule * - ſhe ſhall know of i, 
by this hand. _ em 

Mar. Go ſhake your ears. | 

Sir And. Twere as good a deed as to drink when: 
man's a hungry, to challenge him to the field, and 
then to break promiſe with him, and make a fool ai 

„ 

A Do- t, Knight, PI write thee a allenze: or 
I'll deliver thy indignation to him by word of mouth. 
Mar. Sweet Sir Toby, be patient for to-night; {ince 
the youth of the Duke's was to day with my Lady, 
ſhe is much out of quiet. For Monſieur AMalvoli, 
let me alone with him: if I do not gull him into 2 
nayword, and make him a common recreation, do not 
think, I have wit enough to lie ſtraight i in my bed: 
I know, I can do it. 

Sir To. Poſleſs 1 bs *, poſſeſs us, tell us fomething of 

him, | 


Rub your chain a crums.] 4 Rule is, method of life, 
I ſuppole it ſhould be read, rub fo miſrule is tumult and riot. 
your Chin with crums, alluding to $ Poſſeſs us.) That is, inform 


what had been ſaid before that. xs, tell us, make us maſters o 


Malwolio was only a ſteward, and the matter. 
conſequently dined after his lady. 


Mar. 
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Mar. Marry, Sir, ſometimes he is a kind of a Pu- 


man 
Sir And. O, if 1 chought that, Ia beat him like a 


do 

87 To. What, for being a Puritan ? thy exquiſite 
reaſon, dear Knight. 

Sir And. I have no exquiſite reaſon for” G but I have 


reaſon good enough. 


Mar. The gevil a Puritan that he is, or any thing 
conſtantly but a time-pleaſer ; an affection'd aſs, that 
cons {tate without book, and utters it by great ſwaths; 
the beſt perſuaded of himſelf; ſo cram'd, as he thinks, 
with excellencies, that it is his ground of faith, thar 
all that look on him, love him; and on that vice in 
him will my revenge find notable cauſe to work. | 

Sir To. What wilt thou do? | 

Mar. I will drop in his way ſome obſcure epiſtles 
of love, wherein, by the colour of his beard, the 
ſhape of his leg, the manner of his gait, the expreſ- 
ſure of his eye, forehead, and complexion, he ſhall 
find himſelf moſt feelingly perſonated. I can write 
very like my Lady your Niece; on a forgotten matter 
we can hardly make diſtin&on of our hands. 

Sir To. Excellent, I ſmell a device. 

Sir And. I have't in my noſe too. 

Sir To. He ſhall think by the letters, that os wilt 

drop, that they come from ny Niece, and that ſhe is 
in love with him. 
Mar. My purpoſe | is, indecd, a horſe of that co- 
our. 
In And. And your horſe now would make him an 
Mar. Aſs, I doubt not. 

Sir And. O, twill be admirable. 

Mar. Sport royal, I warrant you: I know, my 
phyſick will work wich him. I will plant you two, 


6 an 1 Afeioned, for full of affection. WarB. 
Vol, II. - Ge and 
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and let the fool make a third, where he ſhall find the 
jetter: obſerve his conſtruction of it. For this night to 
bed, and dream on the event. Farewel. [Exit 
Sir. To. Good night, Penthefilea. 
Sir And. Before me, ſhe's a good weach. 
Sir To. She's a beagle, true-bred, and one that 
adores me; what o'thart : 
Sie And, ] was ador'd once too. 
Sir To. Let's to bed, Knight. Thou hadſt need ſen 
for more money. 
Sir And. If I cannot recover your Niece, I ama 
foul way out. 
Str 70. Send for money, Knight; if thou haſt her 
not i'th'end, call me Cut. 
Sir And. If I do not, never cruſt me, take it hoy 
you will. 
Sir To, Come, come, ron go burn ſome ſack, 't 
too late to go to bed now. _ Knight ; come 
„ „ Exeun 


Changes to the Palace. 
Enter Duke, Viola, Curio, and others. 


Dube. IVE me ſome muſick now. Good mor- 
row, friends 

Now, good Cęſario, but that piece of ſong. 
That old and antique ſong, we heard laſt night; 
 Methought, it did relieve my paſſion much; | 
More than light airs, and recollected terms * 
Of thele moſt briſk and giddy-paced times. 
Come, but one verſe, 

Cur. He is not here, fo. rs” your Lordſhip, tha. 
ſhould fing it. 

Duke. Who was it? 


* Recollefed, ſtudied. Wars. and alludes to the practice d 
I rather think that reco/lefted compoſers who often prolong the 


ſignities, more nearly to its pri- ſong by — 
mitive ſenſe, recalled, repeated, 


Cur 


bt  oA... kg NN wn]. 


240 of ow wr} "A om. 
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2 Feſte the jeſter, my Lord, a fool that ic La- 
ay Olrord's father took much delight i in. He is about 
the houſe. Ef 

Due. Seek him out, and play the tune the while. 

[Ex. Curio. [Mufich, 
—Come d boy; if ever chan ſhalt lore, 
In the ſweet pangs of i it, remember me; 
For fuch as I am, all true lovers are; 
Unſtaid and ſkittiſh in all motions elſe, 
Save in the conſtant image of the creature 
That is beloy'd. How doſt thou like this tune? 

Vio. It gives a very echo to the ſeat 
Where love is thron'd. 

Duke. Thou doſt ſpeak maſterly. ” 

My life upon't, young tho' thou art, thine eye 
Hath ſtaid upon ſome favour that 3 It loves: , 
Hath it not, boy? 

Vio. A little, by your favour *. 

Duke. What kind of woman is't? 

Vio. Of your complexion. N 

Duke. She is not worth thee then, What years, 

„„ ae 

Vio. About your years, my Lord. 

. Duke, Too old, by heav'n; let ſtill the woman take 
An elder than herſelf, fo wears ſhe to him ; 
So ſways ſhe level in her huſband's heart. 
For, boy, however we do praiſe ourſelves, 
Our fancies are more giddy and unfirm, 
More longing, wavering, ſooner loſt and worn! , 
Than women's are. 

Vio. I think it well, my Lord. 

Due. Then let thy love be younger than thyſelf, 
Or thy affection cannot hold the bent: | 


The word favour anbige- words coming oſually and natu- 
ouſly uſed, rally together, and the alteration 
7 Loft and worn.] Though being very ſlight, I would fo 
H and avorn may mean loft and read in this place with Sir 7 bo. | 
worn out, yet loſt and won be- Hanmer. 
inp, I think, berter, theſe two 


Cc For 
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For women are as roſes, whoſe fair flower, 
Being once diſplay'd, doth fall that very hour. 
Vio. And fo they are: alas, that they are ſo, 
Jo die, even when they to perfection grow! 


Enter Curio and Clown. 


Dute. 0 fellow, come.— The ſong we had laſt 
night. 
Mark it, Cæſario, it is old and plain; 
The fpinſters and the knitters in the ſun, 
And the free * maids that weave their thread with 
bones, 
Do uſe to chaunt it : it 1s s filly ſooth ®, 
And dallies with the 1 innocence of love 9 
Like the old age. 
Clo. Are you ready, Sir? | | 
Duke. 5 pr hee, ok 1 [ Mufuct, 


s O N 6. 


Come away, come away, death, 
And in jad cypreſs let me be laid; 
Fly away, Hy awdy, breath, 5 
I am {lam by a, fair cruel maid. 
My fbrowd of white, ſtuck all with . 


, prepare it. 
My part of death no one 255 true 
Vid ſhare it. 

; How: 15, perhaps, —— piece wit. Wax BZURT0X. 
unengaged, eaſy in mind. ! The old age is the ages pal, 
_ * Silly ſooth.] It is plain, am · the times of ſimplicity. 
ple truth. My part of death no one jo trut 

9 And dallies abith the inno- © Did Hare it.] Though 


cence of love,] Dallies has no Death is a part in which every 
ſenſe. We ſhould read, TaL- one acts his fare, yet of all 
L16s, i. e. agrees with; is of a theſe actors no one is /o true as I, 


Not 
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Not a flower, not a flower ſtibeet, 
On my black coffin let there be ſtrown : 84? 
Not a. friend, not a friend greet 


M) poor corps, where my bones ſhall be thrown. 
A thouſand op yg feghs to ſave, 


Lay me, O] where 


To weep there. 


| or other. 


ſtancy put to ſea, * 


Once more, Cęſario, 


fone of x pc + all colours. 
Pope. 
2 their buſineſs might be 
very thing, and their intent EVE- 
ky wherez] Both the preſerva- 
ton of the antitheſis, and the 
ecovery of the ſenſe, require 
ve ſhould read, 


intent x o 3 


Becauſe a 


Duke, Let all the reſt give place. 


4 0 pal!] A precious | 


and their 


Ce 3 
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True lover never find my grave, 


Dute. There's for thy pains. | 

Clo. No pains, Sir; I take pleaſure in 1 Sir. 
Duke. I'll pay thy pleaſure then. 

Ch. Truly, Sir, and pleaſure will be paid one time 


Dule. Give me now leave to leave thee. L 

Clo. Now the melancholy God protect thee, and the 
taylor make thy doublet of changeable taffata, for thy 
mind is a very opal ] J would have men of ſuch con- 
that their buſineſs might be every 
thing, and their intent every where; for that's it, that 
8 makes a good Voyage of nothing. Farewel. 


Lait. 


SCENE VL 


Exeunt. 


bet thee to yond ſame ſovereign cruelty : 


man who ſuffers himſelf to run 
with every wind, and ſo makes 
his buſineſs every where, cannot 
be ſaid to have any intent; for 
that word ſignifies a determina- 
tion of the mind to ſomething, 
Beſides, the concluſion of za4- 
ing a good woyage out of nothing, 
directs to this emendation. 

| WARBURTONs 


Tell 
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Tell her, my love, more noble than the world, 
Prizes not quantity of dirty land: 
The parts, that fortune hath heſtow'd upon her, 
Tell her, I hold as giddily as fortune; 
But 'tis that miracle, and Queen of Gems, | 
That nature pranks her in, attracts my ſoul. 
Vio. But if ſhe cannot love you, Sir—— ' 
Dube. I cannot be fo anſwer'd. 
Vio. Sooth, but you muſt. ' 
Say, that ſome Lady, as, perhaps, there i is, 
Hath for your love as great a pang of heart 


As you have for Olivia: 


you cannot love her; 


You tell her ſo; muſt ſhe not then be anſwer'd? 
Duke. There i is no woman's ſides 4 
Can bide the beating of ſo ſtrong a paſhon, 


As love doth give my heart: 


no woman's heart 


So big to hold ſo much; they lack retention. 
Alas, their love may be call d appetite: 

No motion of the liver, but the palate, 

That ſuffers ſurfeit, cloyment, and revolt; 
But mine is all as hungry as the ſea, 

And can digeſt as much; make no compare 
Between that love a woman can ben me, - 


And that I owe Olivia. 
Vio. Ay, but 1 mae 


+ But 115 6" Ts ck, and 
Ducen of Gems, 
That nalure pranks her IN —] 
What is that miracle, and Queen 
of Gems? we are not told in this 
reading. Beſides, what is meant 
by nature pranking her in a mira- 
cle? We ſhould read, 
But tis that * and * 
of Gems, | 
That nature pranks, HER 
MIND, 


F. e. what attrachs my feul, is not 
her Fortune, but her Mind, that 
auiracle, and Queen of Gems that 


nature pranks, i, e. ets out, 
adorns.  WargBuRTow 

The miracle and Queen of 
Gems is her beauty, which tle 
commentator might have found 
without ſo emphatical anenqulry: 
As to her mind, he that ſhould 


be captious would ſay, that 


though it may be formed by na- 
ture it mait be mee by educi- 
tion. 

 Shakeſpeore los not ſay that 
nature pravites her in a mirachy 
but in the iracle „ gens. that 
is, in a Gem mir aculouſly beaut! ful, 


„**; N 
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" Duke. What doſt thou know? 5 

Vio. Too well what love women to men may owe; 
In faith, they are as true of heart, as we. | 
My father had a daughter lov'd a man, 


As it might be, perhaps, W 
I ſhould your Lordſhip. 


> 


ere I a woman, 


Duke. And what's her hiſtory ? 7 : 
Vio. A blank, my Lord: She never told her love, 


But let concealment, like a 


worm 1th” bud, 


Feed on her damaſk cheek : ſhe pin'd in thought; 
And, with a green and yellow melancholy, _ 
' She ſat like Patience on a monument, 


smiling at Grief. Was not this love indeed? 
— „ 


5 She ſat like Patience on à mo- 
nument, | 
Smiling at Grief, ] Mr. Theo- 
bald ſuppoſes this might poſſibly 
be borrowed from Chaucer. 
And her befidis wonder diſcretlie 
Dane Pacience y/ittinge there 
fonde | 
With face pale, upon an hill of 
onde. | 
And adds, J he was indebted, 
| hmwever, for the firſt rude draught, 
loco amply has he repaid that debt, 
in heightning the picture! How 
much does the green and yellow 
melancholy tranſcend the old 
bard's pale face; the monument 
bis hill of ſand ! I hope 
this Critick does not imagine 
SLatepeare meant to give us a 
N of the face of Patience, 
y his green and yellow melancho- 
ly; becauſe, he ſays, it tran- 
ſcends the pale face of Patience 
given us by Chaucer. To throw 
Patience into a fit of melancholy, 
would be indeed very extraordi- 
nary, The green and yell;av then 
delonged not to Patience, but to 


824 


her who /at like Patience. To 
give Patience a pale face, was 
proper: and had Shateſpeare de- 


ſcribed her, he had done it as 


Chaucer did. But Shakeſpeare is 
ſpeaking of a marble ſtatue of 
Patience; © Chaucer, of Patience 


herſelf. And the two repreſen- 
tations of her, are in quite dife. 


ferent views. Our Poet, ſpeak- 


ing of a deſpairing lover, judi- - 


ciouſſy compares her to Patience 
exerciſed on the death of friends 
and relations; which affords him 


the beautiful picture of Patience | 
on a monument, The old Bard 


ſpeaking of Patience herſelf, di 


realy, and not by compariſon, 


as judicioufly draws her in that 
circumſtance where ſhe is moſt 
exerciſed, and has occaſion for 
all her virtue; that is to ſay, un- 
der the es of ſipwreck, And 


now we fee why ſhe is repreſent- 


ed as fitting on an hill of ſand, 
to deſign the ſcene to be the ſea- 
ſhore. It is finely imagined ; 
and one of the noble ſimplicities 


of that admirabie Poet, But the 


Critick 


— 
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We men may ſay more, ſwear more, but, indeed, 
Our ſhows are more than will; for ſtill we prove 
Much in our yows, but little in our love. 

Duke. But dy'd the ſiſter of her love, my boy? 
Vio. Pm all the daughters of my father's houſe *, 
And all the brothers too—and yet TI WON not 

Sir, ſhall I to this Lady? 
Duke. Ay, that's the theme. 
Jo her in haſte; give her this jewel: ſay, 
My love can give no _ bide no denay. [ Exeunt, 


s CEN E vn. 


Changes to Olivia's Garden. 


Enter Sir Toby, Sir Andrew, and Fabian. 


Sir To. OME thy ways, Signior Fabian. 

Fab. Nay, Vil come; if I loſe a ſcru- 
ple of this ſport, let me be boil'd to death with me- 
jancholy. 

Sir To. Would'ſt thou not be olad to have the 


Critick thought, in good 3 alk ſuſpicion. This has the 
that Chaucer's invention was ſo appearance of a direct anſwer, 
barren, and his imagination ſo that the fifler died of her love; 
beggarly, that he was not able ſhe (who paſſed for a man) ſay- 
to be at the charge of a monu- ing, ſhe was all the daughters 
ment for his Goddeſs, but left of her father's houſe. But the 

| her, like a ſtroller, ſunning her- Oxford Editor, a great enemy, 

: ſelf upon a heap of ſand. - as ſhould ſeem, to all equivocai- 

| | WaRBURTON.. on, obliges her to anſwer thus, 
* Tm all the daughters of * She's all the daughters 4 my 5 | 
at her houſe, ' | ther's houſe, ' 
And all the brothers too Aud Jam all the ſons —— 
This was the moſt artful anſwer But if it ſhould be aſked nov; 
that could be given. The que- how the Duke came to take this 
ſtion was of ſuch a nature, that for an anſwer to his queſtion, to 
to have declined the appearance be ſure the Editor can tell us. 
| of 3 direct anſwer, muſt have | WarBURTON: 


 niggardly 


SA. 
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| diggardly raſcally 6 come by ſome notable 
ſhame ! 5 

Fab. I would exult, man; you know, he brought 
me out of favour with my Lady, about a bear-baiting 
here. 

Sir To. To anger him, well have the bear again ; 
and we will fool him black and blue, ſhall we not, Sir 
Andrew? 

Sir And. And we do not, it's pity uf our lives. 


Enter Miri 


"0 To. Here comes the little villain: how now, my 
nettle of India * ? 

Mar. Get ye all three into the bowwee; Malvolic's 
coming down this walk, he has been yonder i ith? ſun 
practiſing behaviour to his own ſhadow this half hour. 
Obſerve him, for the love of mockery ; for, I know, 
this letter will make a contemplative idiot of him. 
Cloſe, in the name of jeſting! lye thou there; for 
here comes the trout that muſt be caught with tickling. 
| [ Throws down a letter, and Exit. 


SCENE VII. 
Enter Malvolio. 


Mal. *Tis but fortune, all is fortune. Maria once 
told me, ſhe did affect me; and I have heard herſelf 
come thus near, that ſhould ſhe fancy, it ſhould be 
one of my complexion. Beſides, ſhe uſes me with a 
more exalted reſpect, than any one elſe that follows 
her. What ſhould I think on't? 

Sir To. Here's an over-weening rogue. 

Fab. O, peace: contemplation makes a rare Tur- 


1 ettle of India means, I believe, nothing more than pre- 


Hlous nettle. 


key- 
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key- cock of him; how he jets under his advanc'd 
plumes : * 

Sir And. *Slife, I could fo beat the rogue, 

Sir To. Peace, I ſay. | 

Mal. To be Count Malvolio,—— 

Sir To. Ah, rogue! 

Sir And. Piſtol him, piſtol him. 

Sir To. Peace, peace. 

Mal. There is example for't?: the Lady of the 
Str 40% married the yeoman of the wardrobe. 

Sir And. Fie on him, Fezebel. 5 

Fab. O, peace, now he's deeply in; look, how 
imagination blows him. 

Mal. Having been three months married to her, 
bring i in my ſtate 

Sir To. O for a ſtone- bow, to hit him in the eye 

Mal. Calling my officers about me, in my branch'd 
velvet- gown; having come down from a day- bed, 

where | have left Olivia leeping, 
Sir To. Fire and brimſtone! 

Fab. O, peace, peace. 

Mal. And then to have the humour of ſtate ; and 
after a demure travel of regard, telling them, I know 
my place, as I would they ſhould do theirs to alk 
for my uncle Toby— | | 

Sir To. Bolts and ſhackles! 

Fab. Oh, peace, peace, peace; now, now. 

Mal. Seven of my people with an obedient ſtart 
| make out for him: 1 frown the while, and, perchance, 


7. the Lady of the Strachy.] Banca, where the ſcene was in 
We ſhould read Trachy, i. e. Ihria. WARBURTON. 
Thrace; for ſo the old Ez gliſh What we ſhould read is hard 
writers called it. Mandeville 0 to ſay. Here is an alluſion to 
As Trachye and Macedoigne of ſome old ſtory which have not 
the which Alifandre was Kyng. yet diſcovered, 
It was common to. uſe the article 5 Stone-boww.] T hat is, a ER 
the before names of places: bow, a bow which ſhoots ſtones: 
And this was no improper in- 
| wind 
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wind up my watch ?, or play with fome rich jewel. 
Toby approaches, curtſies there to me. 


Hir To. Shall this fellow live? 
Fab. 1 ho our filence be drawn from us with cares, | 


yet, peace. 


Mal. J extend my hand to him thus; quenching 
my familiar ſmile with an auſtere regard of controul. 


then ? 


Sir To. And does not Toby take you a blow o'th' lips 


Mal. Saying, uncle Toby, my fortunes having caſt 
me on your Neice, give me this prerogative of 


ſpe ech 
Ii. To. What, what ? 


Mal. You muſt amend your drunkenneſs. 


Sir To. Out, ſcab? 
1 
wich a foohſh Knight 


Fab, Nay, patience, or we break the finews of _ | 


Mal. Beſides, you waſte the treaſure of your time 


Sir And. That's me, 1 warrant you. 


Mal. One Sir Andrew, 
Tool. 


* Wind up my aw.) In our 
authour's time, watches were ve- 
ry uncommon, When Guy Faux 
was taken, it was urged as a cir- 
cumſtance of ſuſpicton that a 
watch was found upon him. 

po“ our filence' be drawn 


from us with cares, ] i. e. Tho' it 
is the greateſt pain to us to keep 


ſilence. Yet the Oxford Editor 
has altered it to, 
Te aur filence be drawn frem 
as by th cars, 
There is ſome conceit, EF ſup- 
0 in e as in _ other 


* 


me. 


Sir And, 1 knew, *rwas I; for many do call me 


of his alterations, yet it-oft lies 


ſo deep that the reader has rea- 
ſon to wiſh he could have ex- 


plained his own meaning. 


© WarBURTON. 
I believe the true reading is, 
Though our. filence be drawn from 
us with carts, yet peace. In the 
Two 8 of Verona, one 
of the Clowns lays, I have a 
miſtreſs, but who that is, a team 
ot horſes Hall not draw from 
So in this play, Oxen and 
evain-ropes will not bring them to- 
* ber. . 


= 
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Mal. What employment have we here *? 
[Taking up the letter 
Fab. Now i is the woodcock near the gin. 
Sir To. Oh peace! now the ſpirit of humours i in- 


timate reading aloud to him! 


Mal. By my life, this is my Lady's hand: theſe 
be her very C's, her U 's, and her T”s, and thus makes 
ſhe her great P's. It is in contempt of queſtion, her 
hand. 

Sir And. Her Cs, her U 's, and her” - Why 
that. 

Mal. To the "IF TED below'd, this, and my good 


wiſhes ; her very phraſes : By your leave, wax. Soft! 


and the impreſſure her Lucrece, with which ſhe uſes 
to ſeal; 'tis my Lady: to whom ſhould this be? 
Fab. This wins him, liver and all. 
Mal. Jove #nows love, but who, 
| Lips do not move, no man muſt know. 


No man muſt know — what follows? the number's 


alter'd no man muſt know —if this ſhould be thee, 
Alalvolio? 
Sir To. Marry, BY A Brock! 
Mal. I may command, where I adore, 
But, ſilence, lite a Lucrece knife, 
With bloodleſs ſtroke my heart doth gore, 
M. O. A. I. doth fray my life. 
Tab av, A fultian riddle. 
Sir To. Excellent wench, ſay I. 
Mal. NM. O. A. I. doth ſway my life —nay, bur fi, 


let me ſee let me ſee— 7 
Tab. What a diſh of poiſon has he dreſs d him? 


* What I have Wwe * „ 
here?) A phraſe of that time, By which happy 1 he 
equivalent to our common ſpeech makes Malwolio to be in the plot 


ot —Whot's to do here. The againſt himſelf; or how could 


Oxford Editor, not AST: to he know that this letter was an 
this, alters it to implement made uſe of to catch 
What implement have abe him  WaRBURTON- 
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Sir To. And with what wing the ſtannyel checks 


at it? 
Mal. I may commaꝝd where I adore. Why, ſhe may 


command me : I ſerve her, ſhe is my Lady. Why, 
this is evident to any * formal capacity. There is no 


obſtruction in this —=— and the end — what ſhould 
that alphabetical poſition portend? if I could make 
that reſemble | ſomething in me : ? ſoftly — M. O. 
41 
Sir To. O, ay; make up chat; he is now at a cold 
ſcent. 
Fab. Sowter will cry upon” t for all this, rho? it be 
not as rank as a fox*. | 
Mal. M. —Matvelio— M. — why, that begins my - 


name. 


Tab. Did not I ſay, he would work it out? the cur 
is excellent at faults. 

Mal. M. But then there is no confantncy:i in the ſe- 
quel; That ſuffers under probation : A ſhould fol- 
low, but O does. We, . 

Tab. And O ſhall end, I hope®. | 
Sir To. Ay, or Tll cudgel him, and make him 
cry, O. 5 

Mal. And then I comes behind. 

Fab. Ay, an you had any eye behind you, you 
might ſee more detraction at your heels chan fortunes 
before you. 

Mal. M. O. 4 J. dia ſimulation is not as the 
mer yet to cruſh this a little, f it would bow 
to me, for every one of theſe letters is in my name. 


Soft, here follows proſe —1f this fall into thy hand, 


revolve. In my ſtars I am above thee, but be not afraid 


| 3 Heng the name of” EE. ; $0 Sir Thomas Hanmer. The 
kind of hawk, is very judiciouſly other editions, though it be as 
put here for Stallion, by Sir Thomas rank. 


Hammer, And O.fgall end ] hope.] y 
* formal capacity.} Formal, for O is here meant what we now 
common. Wanzunron. call a hempen collar. 
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of greatneſs ; ſome are born great, ſome atchieve great. 
neſs, and ſome have greatneſs thruſt upon them. Thy 


fates open their hands, let thy blapd and ſpirit embrace 


them; and to inure thyſelf to what thou art like to be, 
caſt thy humble ſlough, and appear freſh. Be oppoſite 
with a kinſman, ſurly with ſervants : let thy tongue tang 

arguments of ſtate ; put thyſelf into the trick of ſingu- 
 larity. She thus adviſes thee, that fag hs for thee. Re- 


member who commended thy yellow ſtockings, and wiſhd 


to fee thee ever croſs-garter'd. I ſay, remember; go to, 
thou art made, if thou dęſireſt to 27 F not, let ne 
fee thee a fleward ſtill, the fellow of ſervants, and nit 
worthy to touch fortune s fingers. Farewel. She, that 
would alter ſervices with thee, the fortunate and happy. 
Day-light and champian diſcovers no more“: this is 
open. I will be proud, I will read politick authors, 

I will baffle Sir Toby, I will waſh off grofs acquain- 


tance, I will be point de vice, the very man. Ido f 


not now fool myfelf, to let imagination jade me; for 


every reaſon excites to this, that my Lady loves me. 


She did commend my yellow ſtockings of late, ſhe 
did ' praiſe my leg, being croſs-garter'd, and in this 
the manifeſts herſelf to my love, and with a kind of 
injunction drives me to theſe habirs of her liking. | 
thank my ſtars, I am happy : I will be ſtrange, ſtout, 
in yellow ſtockings, and croſs-garter'd, even with the 
ſwiftneſs of putting on. Fove, and my ſtars be praiſed: 
—Here is yet a poſtſcript. Thou canſt not chuſe- but 
know who I am : i thou entertaineſt my love, let it ap- 
pear in thy ſmiling ; thy ſiniles become thee well. There- 
fore in my preſence ſtill ſmile, dear my feveet, I pr). 

- #hee.—Fove, | thank thee! I wilt ſmile, I will do every 
ching that thou wilt have me. [ Eri. 


7 with thee. The fortanate Day-light and champian diſcov 
and happy day-light and champian no more: i. e. Broad day and an 
diſcovers no more:] Wrong point- open country cannot make thing 
ed: We ſhould read, —wirth plainer. W ak BURTON: 

| thee, the fortunate and happy. 
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Fab. J will not give my part of this ſport for a pen- 
ſion of thouſands to be paid from the Sophy. 
Sir To. I could marry this wench for this device. 
Sir And. So could I too. 
Sir To. And aſk no other _ with her, but ſuch 
another jeſt. 


— 2 


ks. PM. < 


3 


ECENE N 


ww . * 


Enter Maria. 


Sir And Nor I neither. 

Fab. Here comes my noble gull-catcher. 

Sir To. Wilt thou ſer thy foot o'my neck? 

Sir And. Or o' mine either? 

Sir To. Shall J play my freedom at tray-trip *, " ani 
become thy bond-ſlave ? | 

Sir And. P'faith, or I either? 

Sir To. Why, thou haſt pur him in fuch a dream, 
—_ when the image of it leaves him, he muſt ro 
ma | 
Mar. Nay, but ſay true, 4 it work upon him? 

Sir To. Like Aqua vitæ with a midwife ?. 

Mar. If you will then ſee the fruits of the ſporr, 
mark his firſt approach before my Lady: he will come 
to her in yellow ſtockings, and *tis a colour ſhe ab- 
hors; and croſs-garter'd, a faſhion ſhe deteſts; and 
he will ſmile upon her, which will now be fo unſuit- 
able to her diſpoſition, being addicted to a melancholy, 
as ſhe- is, that it cannot but turn him into a notable 
contempt : if you will ſee it, follow me. 

Sir To. To the gates of Tartar; thou moſt el 
lent devil of wit! | 

Sir And. PI make one too | [Exeunt; | 


* — TA eo” „„ tw *YW 
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3 The word trey-trip 1 do net 3 is the old name of 
ing.” firong Waters, 
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ACT I. SCENT I. 
Or1ivia's Garden. | 
Enter Viola and Clown. 


VIOLA. 


\AVE . Friend, and thy muſick. Doſt thou 


live by thy Tabor? 
Clo. No, Sir, I live by the Church. 


Vio. Art thou a Churchman? 
Clo. No ſuch matter, Sir; I do live by the Church: 


for I do live at my Houſe, and my Houſe doth ſtand 


by the Church. 

Vio. So thou may'ſt ſay, che King lyes by a Beg - 
gar, if a Beggar dwell near him: or the Church 
ſtands by thy Tabor, if thy Tabor * by the 
Church. 


Clo. You have faid, Sir. coho for this . ſen⸗ 
rence is but a chey'ril glove to a good wit; how 


quickly the wrong ſide may be turned outward? 
Vio. Nay, thar's certain; they, that dally nicely with 
words, may quickly make them wanton. 
Clo. I would therefore, my Siſter had had no Name, 
S..... 
Vie. Why, Man ? 


Clo. Why, Sir, her Name's a word; and to dally - 
with that word, might make my Siſter wanton ; but, 


indeed, words are very, raſcals, ſince bonds diſgrac'd 

them. 

Vio. Thy reaſon, Man? | 

Clo, Troth, Sir, I can yield you none without 

Words; and words are grown ſo falſe, IL am en to 
prove reaſon with them, | 5 

—— 10. 
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770. Inn thou art a merry Fellow, and careſt 
for nothing. 

Cho. Not fo, Sir, I do care for ſomething ; but, in 
my conſcience, Sir, I do not care for you: if that be 


to care for nothing, Sir, I would, it would make you 
inviſible. 


Vio. Art not thou the Lady Olivia's Fool? 
Clo. No, indeed, Sir; the Lady Olivia has no folly ; 


ſhe will Keep no Fool, Sir, 'till ſhe be married; and 


Fools are as like Huſbands, as Pilchers are to Here 
rings, the Huſband's the bigger: I am, indeed, not 
her Fool, but her Corrupter of Words. 

Vio. I ſaw thee late at the Duke Orſino's. 

Clo. Foolery, Sir, does walk about the Orb like the 
Sun; it ſhines every where. I would be- ſorry, Sir, 


but the Fool ſhould be as oft with your Maſter, as with. 


my Miſtreſs : I think, I ſaw your wiſdom there. 

Vio. Nay, an thou paſs upon me, Ill no more with 
thee. Hold, there's expences for thee. 

Cl. Now Fove, in his next commodity of hair, ſend 


thee a beard! 


Vio. By my troth, Pl! tell thee, I am almoſt ſick For 


one, though I would not have it grow. on my mos 


bk thy lady within? 


Clo. Would not a pair of theſe "MR bred, Sir? 

Vio. Ves, being kept together, and put to 1 87 | 

Clo. I would play lord Pandarus of 1 9 Sir, 
to bring a Cref/ida to this Troylus. 5 

Vio. I underſtand you, Sir, 'tis well begg'd. 

_ Ch. The matter, I hope, is not great, Sir; beg- 


ging but a beggar : Creſſida was a beggar. My lady 


is within, Sir, I will conſter to them whence you 
come ; who you are, and what you would, is out of 


my welkin J might fay, element; but the word is 


orer-worn. | EY [Exit. 


Lord Pandarus.] See our authour's play of 7 roilus and 
Creſida. 1 5 


Vot, Ih | 25 Dd 5 Vio. 
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Vio. This fellow is wiſe enough to play the fool, 
And, to do that well, craves a kind of wit: | 
He muſt obſerve their mood on whom he Jeſts, 
The quality of the perſons, and the time; 

And, like the haggard, check at every feather 


That comes before his eye. 


This is a practice, 


As full of labour as a wiſe-man's art: 
For folly, that he wiſely ſhews, is fit; 
: "Bot 9 85 men's 1 fall'n *, quite taints their wit. 


SCE N E 3k 
Enter 827 . 2 Sir Andrew. 


Sir And. "TIM you, Gentleman *. 


Vio. And you, Sir. 


* 


Sir To. Dieu vous guarde, Mone eur. 
Vio. Et vous auſſi; votre ſerviteur. 
Sie To, I hope, Sir, you are; and I am yours. — 
Will you encounter the Houſe : ? my Niece is deſirous 
you ſhould enter, if your trade be ro her. 
Vio. T am bound to your Niece, Sir I mean, ſhe 


is the liſt of my voyage *. 


Sir To. Taſte your legs, Sir, put them to motion. 


Vio. My legs do better underſtand me, Sir, than! 


> But wiſe men's folly falPn.] 

Sir Thomas Hanmer reads, * 
 ſhewn. 

3 In former 8 

Sir To. Save you, Gentleman. 

Vio. Aud you, Sir. 

Sir And. Dieu ous guardt, 
Monficur. | 

Vio. Et vous auſſi; votre der- 
duiteur. 

Sir And. 1 hope, Sir, you are; 


aud I am yours, | I have ventured 


to make the two Knights change 


G in this one with 


Viola; and, I think, not without 


good reaſon. It were a prepoſ- 


terous Forgetfulneſs in the Poet, 


and ont of all probability, to 


make Sir Andrew not only ſpeak 
French, but underſtand what 1s 


ſaid to him in it, who in the firlt 


Act did not know the Eng/1/b of 


Pourquoi. 85 TA EO BALD. 


* The lift is the bound, limit, 
far * N 
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underſtand what you mean by bidding me taſte my 
legs. 

Sir To. IJ mean, to go, Sir, to enter. 

Vio. I will anſwer you with gaite and entrance ; bur 
We are Prem | 


Enter Olivia and Maria. 


Moſt excel accompliſh'd Lady, the heav'ns rain 
odours on you! 

Sir Aud. That youth's a rare Courtier! rain odours? 
well. 
Vie. My matter hath no voice, Tads but to your 

own moſt pregnant and vouchſafed ear“. | 
| Sir And. Odours, pregnant, and youchſafed : un. 
get 'em all three ready. 

Oli. Let the garden door be ſhut, and leave me to 


my hearing. | 
¶LExeun. Sir Toby, Sir Andrew, and Maria. 


1 
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III. 


SCENE 


Give me your hand, _— 
Vio. My duty, Madam, and moſt humble ſervice. 
Oli. What is your name? 
Vio. Ceſario is your ſervant's name, fair Princeſs. 
Oli. My ſervant, Sir? 'Twas never merry world, 
Sock lowly teigning was call'd compliment: fs 
Lare ſervant to the Duke Or/mo, youth. - 
Vio. And he is yours, and his muſt needs be yours: 
Your ſervant's ſervant is your ſervant, Madam. 
Oli. For him, I think not on him: for his thoughts,” 
Would they were blanks, rather than filled with me! 


Vio. Madam, I come to whet your gentle thoughts | ö 
On his behalf. 


* moſt pregnant and Sch Fo 7 Pregnant, for ready. mo 4 | 
y 1. 
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Oli. O, by your leave, I pray you; 
I bade you never ſpeak again of him. 
Bur would you undertake another ſuit, 
I'd rather hear you to ſolicit that 
285 muſick from the ſpheres. 
Vio. Dear lady, — — 
Oli. Give me leave, I beſeech you : Idid ſend, 
After the laſt enchantment, (you did hear) 

A ring in chaſe of you. So did I abuſe 

Myſelf, my ſervant, and, I fear me, you; 

Under your hard conſtruction muſt I fit, 

To force that on you in a ſhameful cunning, 

Which you knew none of yours. What might you 
think? | 

Have you not ſet mine honour at the ſtake, 
And baited it with all tt unmuzzled thoughts 

That tyrannous heart can think ? to one of your re- 
celving * | 
Enough is ſhewn; a cyprus* „ not a Hin, 
Hides my poor heart. So let us hear you ſpeak. 
Vio. 1 pity you. 
Oli. That's a degree to love. 
Vio. No, not a grice*; * ; for 'tis a vulgar proof, | 
Thar very oft we pity enemies. 


Oli. Why then, methinks, tis time to ſmile again; 


O world, how apt the poor are to be proud! 

If one ſhould be a prey, how much the better 
To fall before the lion, than the wolf! [Clock tribe. 
The clock upbraids me with the waſte of time. 

| ” not afraid, good youth, I will not have you; 


© After the laft a nonſenſe than the emendation. 


you did hear.] Nonſenſe. 7 to one of your receiving] i.. 
Read and point it thus, to one of your ready afprehenſi 
After the laſt enchantment you She conſiders him as an arch 

| 1 * here, | Page-  WarBURTON: 

7. e. after the enchantment, your A prus is a — * ſtuff. 
preſence worked in my affec- A, grice is a flep, ſometimes 
tions. WARBURTON. Written greeſe from degres, French. 


Ihe preſent reading is no more 
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And yet when wit and youth are come to harveſt, E 
Your wife is like to reap a proper man: 
There lies your way, due weſt. 

Vio. Then weſtward hoe 
Grace and good diſpoſition attend your en 
You'll nothing, Madam, to my Lord by me? 

Oli. 8 pr yo tell me, what thou think'ſt of 

mar. 

Vio. That you do chink, you are not ie you are. 

Oli. If I think fo, I think the ſame of, you. 
Vio. Then think you right, I am not what I am. 

Oli. I would you were, as I would have you be! 

V1o. Would it be better, Madam, than I am: ? 
Iwiſh it might, for now I am your fool. 

Oli. O, What a deal of ſcorn looks beautiful 
ſn the contempt and anger of his lip! 
A murd'rous guilt ſhews not itſelf more ſoon, 
Than love that would ſeem hid: love's night is noon. 
Ceſario, by the roſes of the ſpring, 
By maid-hood, honour, truth, and every thing, gi; 
love thee ſo, that, maugre all thy pride. oh 
Nor wit, nor reaſon, can my paſhon hide. ä 
Do not extort *wry reaſons from this clauſe, —_—_ 
For that I woo, thou therefore haſt no cauſe : : = 
But rather reaſon thus with reaſon fetter; 
Love ſought is good; but given, unſought, is better. 

Vio. By innocence I ſwear, and by my youth, 
have one heart, one boſom, and one truth, 
And that no woman has; nor never none / 
Shall miſtreſs be of it, ſa ve I alone. 
And ſo adieu, good Madam; never more 
Will I my maſter” s tears to you deplore. 


1 Aud that = . has. ] 2 Save I alone.] Theſe three 
And that heart and boſom I have words Sir Thomas Hanmer gives 
never Yielded to = woman. of Olivia R 8 
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Oli. Vet come again; for thou, perhaps, may'ſt 


move 
That heart, which 1 now hond to like hie love. 
5 ¶Exeunt. 


SCENE LY; 


Changes to an Apartment in Olivia's Houſe 


Enter Sir Toby, Sir Andrew, and Fabian. 


Sir And. O, faith, I'll not ſtay a jot longer. 
Sir To. Thy reaſon, dear venom, give 


hy reaſon. 

Taub. You muſt needs yield your reaſon; Sir 3 

Sir And. Marry, I ſaw your niece do more favours 
to the Duke's ſerving- man, than ever ſhe beſtaw'd on 
me. I ſaw't, ith” orchard. 

ye To. Did ſhe ſee thee the e old Wey, tell me 
that! 

Sir And. As plain as I ſee you now, 

F. b. This was a great argument of love in her t to- 
wards you 

Sir And. Slight! will you make an aſs o' me ? 

Fab. I will prove it legitimate, Sir, upon the oatlis 
of Judgment and Reaſon. 

Sir To. And they have been Grand Jury-men ſince 
before Noah was a ſailor. 

Fab. She did ſhew favour to the youth in your fight 
only to exaſperate you, to awake your dormouſe va- 
lour, to pur fire in your heart, and brimſtone in your 
liver. You ſhould then have accoſted her, with ſome 
excellent jeſts, fire-new from the mint; you ſhould have 
bang'd the youth into dumbneſs. T his was look'd for 
at your hand, and this was baulkt. The double gilt of 
this opportunity you let time waſh off, and you are 
now fail'd into the north of my lady's opinion; 


where you will hang like an iſicle on a rent 
bear 
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beard, unleſs you do redeem it by ſome laudable at- 
tempt, either of valour or policy. 

Sir And. And't be any way, it muſt be with 1 . 
for policy I hate: 1 had as lief be a Brownz/?, as a 

olitician. 

Sir To. Why then, build me e thy fortunes upon the 
bafis of valour; challenge me the Duke's youth to 
fight with him; hurt him in eleven places; my niece 
al take note of it; and aſſure thyſelf, there is no 


lore-broker in the world can more prevail in man's 


commendation with woman, than report of valour. 
Fab. There is no way but this, Sir Andrew. 


Sir And. Will either of you bear me a challenge to 


him? 


Sir To. Go, write-in a x mv hand; be nk and 


brief: it is no matter how witty, fo it be eloquent, and 


full of invention; * taunt him with the licence of ink; 
if thou fh, him ſome thrice, it ſhall not be amiſs; 


3 — taunt him with the Li- 
cence > Ink; if thou thou'ſt bm 
/eme thrice, ] J here is no Doubt, 
think, but this Paſſage is One 
of thoſe, in which. our Author 
intended to ſhew his Reſpect for 
Sir Walter Raleigh, and a De- 


teſtation of the Virulence of his 


Proſeeutors. The Words, quoted 
ſeem to me directly levelled 
at the Attorney-General Coke, 
who, in the Trial of Sir Walter, 
attacked him with all the follow- 


ing indecent Expreſſions, —©* 4! 


'* that he did was by the Inſtiga- 


3 tion, thou Viper; for 1 thou 


* thee, thou Traytor /”” (Here 
by the way, are the Poet's three 
thou's.) “ You are an odious 
Man. —— © [5 be boſe ? I re- 

turn it into thy Threat, on his 
8 el IE" 8 WD damnable 


£ Atheiſt P'—<« Thou art a mon- 
* fler; thou haſt an Engliſh Face, 
« but a Spaniſh Heart.” 


« Thou haſt a Spanith Heart, Po; | 


* thyſelf art a Spider of Hell.” 
* Go to, I <vill lay thee on 
6 « thy Back for the contfident'ſt 


«© Traytor that ever came at a 


„ Bar, &c.” Is not here all the 


Licence of Tongue, which the 
Poet ſatyrically preſcribes to Sir 
Andrew's Ink? And how mean 
an Opinion Shakeſpeare had of 
theſe petulant Invectives, is pretty 


evident from his Cloſe of this 


Speech; Let there be Gall enough. 
in thy Tak, tho" thau wwrite it with 
a Gooſe pen, no matter. A 
keener Laſh at the Attorney for 


a Fool, than all the Contumelies 


the Attorney threw at the Priſon- 
er, as a Rs hes Traytor! 
THEOBALD. 
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4s TWELFTH-NIGHT: OR. 
and as many lies as will lye in thy ſheer. of paper, al- 
though the ſheer were big enough for the bed of Ware 


in England; ſet 'em down, go about it. Let there be 


gall enough in thy ink, tho' thou write with a goole- 
Pee. no matter: about it. 

Sir And. Where ſhall I find you ? 

Sir To. an call thee at the Cubiculo : go. 


[Exit Sir Andrew, 


5 C E N E 
Fab. This 3 is a or manikin to you, Sir Toby. 


Sir To. I have been dear ro him, lad, ome. two 


thouſand ſtrong or ſo. 
Fab. We ſhall have a rare. letter from him; but 
you'll not deliver't. 

Sir Jo. Never truſt me han. and by all means tir 
on the youth to an anſwer. I think, oxen and wain- 
ropes cannot hale them together. For Andrew, if he 


were open'd, and you find ſo much blood in his liver | 


as will clog the foot of a flea, I'll ear the reſt of it! 
anatomy. 


Fab. And bs oppoſite, the youth, bears in his vi- 


ſage no great preſage ot cruelty, 


Enter Maria. 


Sir To. * Look, where the youngeſt - wren of nine 


comes. 

Mar. If you deſire "ks ſpleen, and will laugh your- 
ſelves into ſtiches, follow me: yond gull Malvolio is 
turned Heathen, a very Renegado; for there is no 


Chriſtian, that means to be ſav'd by believing rightly, 
can ever believe ſuch impoſſible paſſages of grofincls, 


He's in yellow Rnckings. 


* toad where. the youngeſt that there was occaſion to obvi- 
 avren of nine comes.) The wo- ate the impropriety by ſuch kind 
mens fs were then acted by of oblique 3 

metimes ſo low in flature, | , 
Th 


5 boys, ſom 
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- Sir To. And croſs-garter'd ? _ 79 
e Mar. Moſt villainouſly ; like a pedant that keeps a 
: a ſchool i'th' church — I have dogg'd him, like his "| 
- WB nurtherer. He does obey every point of the letter, 1 
that I dropt to betray him. He does ſmile his face i 

into more lines than is in the new map, with the 5 
augmentation of the Indies; you have not ſeen ſuch a 5 

7 thing, as *tis; I can bardly forbear hurling things at il 
him. I know, my lady will ſtrike him; if ſhe do, he'll. | 0 
ſmile, and take't for a great favour. 1 

dir * Come, bring us, bring us where he is. fo th 

LE xeunt, i 

SCENE N Fl 

a 1 

| | 55 

Changes to the Street. " 

1 

Enter Sebaſtian Ji. Antonio. M 

15 

Seb, " WOULD not by my will have troubled you. | IS 


But ſince you make Foun pleaſure of your 
Pals, | - 
will no further chide you. 

Ant. 1 could not ſtay behind you ; my deſire 
(More ſharp than filed ſteel) did ſpur me forth; 
And not all love to ſee you (tho' ſo much, 

As might have drawn one to a longer voyage.) 
But jealouſie what might befal your travel, 

Being ſkilleſs in theſe parts; which to a ſtranger, 
Unguided and unfriended, often prove | 
Rough and unhoſpitable. My willing love, 

The rather by theſe arguments of fear, 


air — 
r 
ag ror 


a — 
F 
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r 
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2 48 
P 
eden. 


Set forth in your purſuit. 
Seb. My kind Antonio, i | 
I can no other anſwer make, but thanks *; 45 ; 
| | | And | 
4 In former editions, | And Thanks ; and | ever-oft good 
I thn no other Anfaver make but Turns | | 


—_ 3 Yo ! JO. of with Wes uncur- | ö 


rent 


410 


And thanks, and ever thanks; 


TW E LF T H-N ! GH FT: OR, 


and oft good turns 


Are ſhuffled off with ſuch uncurrent pay ; 
But were my worth, as is my conſcience, wen, 
You ſhould find better dealing: what's to do? 
Shall we go ſee the relicks of this town ? 
Ant. To-morrow, Sir; beſt, firſt, go fee your lodg- 


ing. 


Seb. Jam not weary, and tis long to night; 
I pray you, let us ſatisſie our eyes | 
With the memorials, and the things of fame, | 


That do renown: this city. 


Ant. Would, you'd pardon me: 

J do not without danger walk theſe ſtreets. 
Once, in a ſea-fight *gainſt the Duke his gallies, 
J did ſome ſervice, of ſuch note, indeed, | 
That were I ta'en here, it would fcarce be anſwer'd. 
Seb. Belike, you flew great number of his people. 
Ant. Th' offence is not of ſuch a bloody nature, 
Albeit the | pam of the time and quarrel - 


Might well 


ave given us bloody argument: 


It might have ſince been anſwer'd in repaying 
What we took from them, which, for trafhck's ſake, 


Mloſt of our city did. Only myſelf ſtood out ; 


For which, if I be lapſed i in this PACK, 


| {hall pay dear, 


Seb. Do not then walk too open. 
Art. It doth not fit me: hold, Sir, here's my . 
In the ſouth ſuburbs at the F 


rent Pay ;—] The ſecond 
Line is too ſhort by a whole Foot. 
Then, who ever heard of this 
goodly double Adverb, ever- t, 
which ſeems to have as much 
Propriety as, atway-ſemetimes ? 
As I have reſtor'd the Paſſage, it 
is very much in our Author's 
Manner and Mode of Expreſiion, 
So, in Cymbeline; | 
- Since when I have teen 


Debtor to You for e evhich 
J avill be ever to pay, and yet pay 


ſtill. 


. And in Als well, that Ends 
well. 
And let me buy your friendly Help 
thus far, 
Which 1 auill over-pay, Py pay 
again 
When 1 WY £ found it. 
1 THEOBAL 1 
8 


WHAT YOU: WILL , an 


Is beſt to lodge: I will beſpeak our dier, 


Whiles you beguile your time, and feed your knowledge. 


With viewing of the town; there ſhall you have me. 


Seb. Why I your purſe ? 


Ant. Haply, your eye ſhall light upon ſome toy 
You have deſire to purchaſe; and your ſtore, 
] think, is not for idle markets, Sir. 

Seb. I'll be your rin: and leave you for 


An hour. 
Ant. To th' Elephant. 
Seb. I do remember. 


| [Exeunt, 


SCENE VI, 
Changes to Olivia's Houſe. 


Enter Olivia, and Maria. 


Oli. T HAVE ſent after him *; he ſays he'll come; 
1 How ſhall I feaſt him? what beſtow on him? 
For youth is bought more oft, than beg d or bor» 


row d. 


I ſpeak too loud. 


Where is Malvolio ? he is ſad and civil, 


And ſuits well for a ſervant with my fortunes. 


Where is Malvolio? 


Mar. He's coming, Madam; bur in very ſtrange 


manner. 


In former editions, | 
J have ſent after him; he ſays 
ben comes} From whom 
could my Lady have any fuch 


Intelligence? Her. Servant, em- 
ploy'd upon this Errand, was 


Rot yet return'd; and, when he 
does return, be brings Word, 
that the Vouth would hardly be 
intreated hack. I am perſuaded, 
ſhe was intended rather to be in 


- Suſpenſe, and deliberating wich 


| herſelf: putting the Suppoſition 


that he would come; and aſk- 
ing Herſelf, in that Caſe, how 
She ſhould entertain him. 
THEOBALD, 
he fans he'll come ;] i. e. I 
W now, or admit now, he 
ſays he'll come; which Mr. 


Theobald, not underſtanding, ? 


ters unneceſſarily to, ſay he will 
come; in which the Oxford Edi- 
tor has followed him, Wars. 
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412 TWELFTHNIGHT: OR, 
He is ſure poſſeſt, Madam. 

Oli. Why, what's the matter, does he rave? 
Mar. No, Madam, he does nothing but ſmile; 
your ladyſhip were beſt to have ſome guard about you, 
if he come; for, ſure, the man is tainted in his Wits. 


Oli. Go call him hither. 


<Futer Malyolio. + 


I'm as mad as he, 

If ſad and merry madneſs equal bo 
How now, Malvolio? 

Mal. Sweet lady, ha, ha. [Smiles daa 
Oli. Smil'ſt thou? I ſent for thee * ſad o- 
caſion. 

Mal. Sad, lady? I could be ſad; this Joes make 
ſome obſtruction in the blood; this croſs- gartering; 
but what of it; if it pleaſe the eye of One, it is with 
me as the very true ſonnet is: Pleaſe one, and pleaſe. all. 

Oli. Why? how doſt thou, man? what is che mat- 
ter with thee? 

Mal. Not black in my mind, tho ow 3 in my 
legs: it did come to his hands, and commands ſhall 
be executed. I think, we do know that ſweet Roman 
hand. 

Oli. Wilt thou go to bed, Mal volio? 

74 To bed? ay, ſweet heart ; and Fill come to 
thee - 
Oli. God comfort thee! why doſt chou mile ſo, 

and kiſs thy hand ſo oft? 
Mar. How do you, Malvolio? 

Mal. At your requeſt ? 

Ves, nightingales anſwer daws! 
Mar. Why appear you with this ridiculous bold- 
neſs before my lady? | 
Mal. Be not afraid of Greatneſs ;—'twas well writ. 
Oli. What meaneſt thou by _ Malvolio? 

Mal. Some are born Great- 


Oli. 


Oli. Ha? | 
Mal. Some atchieve Greatneſs 


Oli. What ſay'ſt thou? 


Mal. And ſome have Greatneſs thruſt upon chem 3 


Oli. Heav'n reſtore thee! 


ings. 


Oli. Thy yellow inge ? 


Mal. And wiſh'd to fee thee croſs-garter'd — 


Oli. Croſs-garter'd? 


Mal. Go to, thou art n if thou defireſt to be 


{0 


Oli. Ab 1 made? 
Mal. If not, let me ſee thee a ſervant ſtill. 
Oli. Why, this is a very midſummer madneſs *. 


Enter Servant. 


Ser. Madam, the young Senden of the Duke Or- 


finds 18 return'd; I could hardly entreat him back; 
he attends your lady ſhip's pleaſure. 


Oli. PN come to him. Good Maria, let this fel- 


low be look'd to. Where's my uncle Toby ? let ſome 
of my people have a ſpecial care of him; I would not 
have him miſcarry for half of my dowry. | [ Exit, 


3 C E N E VII. 


Mal. Oh, oh! 90 you come near me now? no 


worſe man than Sir Toby to look to me! this concurs. 


directly with the letter; ſhe ſends him on purpoſe that 
I may appear ſtubborn to him; for the incites me to 
that in the letter. Caſt thy humble ſlough, ſays ſhe, 
—— be oppoſite with a kinſman, ſurly with ſer- 
vants,—let thy tongue tang with arguments of ſtate, 


8 Hot weather often turns the n. which * 1 ſuppoſe, all. 
: luded to here. 


: pur 
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Mal. Remember, who commended thy yellow ſtock- 
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414 TT WWELFTHNITGHT: DR, 
— put thyſelf into the trick of ſingularity; and 
conſequently fet down the manner how; as a ſad face, 
4 reverend carriage, a {low tongue, in the habir of 
fome Sir of note, and ſo forth. I have lim'd her 7, 
but it is Jove's doing, and Jove make me thankful! 
and when ſhe went away now, let this fellow be look'd 
to: Fellow*! not Malvolio, nor after my degree, but 
fellow. Why, every thing adheres together, that no 
dram of a ſeruple, no ſcruple of a ſcruple, no ob- 
ſtacle, no incredulous or unſafe circumſtance — what 
can be ſaid? Nothing, that can be, can come be- 
tween me and the full proſpect of my hopes. Well, 
Jove, not I, is the doer of this, and he is to be thanked, 


SCENE IX. 
Enter Sir Toby, Fabian, and Maria. 


Sir Te. Which way is he, in the name of ſanctity? 
if all the devils in hell be drawn in little, and Legion 
himſelf poſſeſt him, yer Ill ſpeak to him. 

ede 1s, here he is; how ist with you, 
Sir! how is't with you, man ? 

Mal. Go off; I diſcard you; let me enjoy my pri- 
vacy: go off. 

Mar. Lo, how hollow the fiend ſpeaks within him! 
did not I tel] you? Sir Toby, my Lady prays * t0 
have a care of him. 

Mal, Ah, ha! does ſhe fo? 

Sir To. Go to, go to; peace, peace, we muſt deal 
gently with him; let me alone. How do you, Mal- 
volio? how is't with you? what! man, defy the de- 
vil; conſider, he's an enemy to mankind, 

Mal. Do you know what you lay 2 


"i 7 have lim'd * ] I originally ſignified companion, was 


have entangled or caught her, not yet totally degraded to its 
as a bird is caught with Lirdlime. preſent meaning; and Malwolio 

5 fellow .] This word which takes it in the favourable . | 
t ar. 


— 


WHAT YOU WILL 1 
Mar. La, you: if you ſpeak ill of the devil, how 


he takes it at heart 
witch'd. 
Fab. Carry his water to th' wiſe woman. 
Mar. Marry, and it thall be done to-morrow morn- 
ing if I live. My Lady would not loſe A for more 
than I'll ſay. 
Mal. How now, miſtreſs ? 
Mar.. +: „ 
Sir To. Pr'ythee, hold thy peace; that is not the 


Pray —_ 20 be not be- 


way: do you not ſce, you move him? let me alone 


with him | 
Tab. No way aſe gentleneſs, cently, gently ; the 


fiend is rough. and will not be roughly us'd. 


Sir To. Why, how now, my bawcock ? how doſt 


thou, chuck? | 
Mal. Sir d | 
Sir To. Ay, biddy, come with me. What! man, 


tis not for gravity to play at cherry- -pit wirh Satan. 


Hang him, foul collier. 

Mar. Get him to ſay his Prayers, 00 Sir Toby; 
get him to pray. 

Mal. My prayers, minx! 


Mar. No, I warrant you, he will not hear of god- | 


lineſs. 

Mal. Go hang yourſelves all : you are idle ſhallow 
things; I am not of your element, you Dal know 
more hereafter. . 

Sir Jo. Is't poſſible? | 

Fab. If rhis were plaid upon a ſtage now, I could 
condemm it as an improbable fiction. 


Sir To, His very genius hath taken the infection of 


the device, man. 


Mar. Nay, purſue him now, leſt the device 295 air, 
and taint. 


Fab. Why, we ſhall ks him mag. indeed. 
Mar. The houſe Wil be the N 
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Sir To. Come, we'll have him in a dark room and 
bold, My niece is already in the belief that he is 
mad; we may carry it thus for our pleaſure and his 


Penance, till our very paſtime, tired out of breath, 


prompt us to have mercy on him; at which time we 
will bring the device to the bar, and crown thee for 


2 finder * of madmen ; but tee, but ſee. 
8 CENE £3 
Enter Sir Andrew. 


Fab. More matter for a May morning. 

Sir And. Here's the challenge, read it: [ warraft 
there's vinegar and 8 in't. 
Tab. Isꝰ't ſo ſawey e 

Sir And. Ay, is't? I warrant him: Jo but read. 


eme. „„ [Sir Toby as. 
3 Nutb, Hantever thou art, thou art but a ſcurvy 
fellow. | 


Fab. Good and valiant. 
Sir To. Wonder not, nor admire not in thy wind 5 7 


Ido call thee jo ; for I will ſhew thee no reaſon fort. 


Fab. A good note: That keeps you from the blow 


of the law. 

Sir To. Thou. com'/? to the Lady Olivia, and in my 
 fegbt jhe uſes thee kindly ; but thou lieſt in thy threat, 
that is not the matter I challenge thee for. 

Fab. Very. brief, and exceeding good ſenſe- leſs. 


Sir To. / will way- lay thee going home, where WY it 


be thy chance to kill me 
Fab. Good, 
Sir To. Thou 41lÞ | me like a rogue and a "HR 
Fab. Still = keep oth windy ſide of the law: 
good. 


9 This i is, 79 think, an i to the avitch- -fmnaers, who were 
Sir 


very buſy. 
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Sir To. Fare thee well, and God have mercy upon one 
of our ſouls : he may have mercy upon mines, but my hope 


is better, and ſo took to thyſelf, Thy friend as thou 
uſeſt him, and thy ſtuorn enemy, Andrew Ague-cheek. 


Sir Te. If this letter move him not, his legs cannot: 


P11 give't him. : 

Mar. You may have very fit occaſion for't: he is 
now in ſome commerce with my Lady, and will by- 
and by depart. | 555 | 
Sir To. Go, Sir Andrew, ſcout me for him at the 
corner of the orchard like a bum-bailiff; ſo ſoon as 
ever thou ſeeſt him, draw; and, as thou drawſt, ſwear 
horribly ; for it comes to paſs oft, that a terrible oath, 


with a ſwaggering accent ſharply rwang'd off, gives 


manhood more approbation than ever proof -itfelf_ 


would have earn'd him, Away. 


Sir Ang, Nay, let me alone for ſwearing. | [ Exit. 


Sir To, Now will not I deliver his letter; for the 
behaviour of rhe young gentleman gives him out to 
be of good capacity and breeding ; his- employment 


between his Lord and my niece confirms no leſs; there- 


fore this letter, being ſo excellently ignorant, will 
breed no terror in the youth; he will find, that it 


comes from a clodpole. But, Sir, I will deliver his 


challenge by word of mouth; ſet upon Ague-cheet a 
notable report of valour ; and drive the gentleman, 
(as, I know, his youth will aptly receive it) into a 
moſt hideous opinion of his rage, ſkill, fury, and im- 
petuoſity. This will ſo fright them both, that they 


will kill one another by the look, like cockatrices. 


be may have mercy upon out alteration. 1 


Mine, —= ] We way read, He It were much to be wiſhed, 
may have mercy upon thine, but that Shakeſpeare, in this and ſome 


ny hope is better. Vet the paſ- other paſſages, had not ventured 


lage may well enough ſtand with ſo near profaneneſs. 
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SCENE XI. 
Enter Olivia and Viola. 

Fab. Here he comes with your niece ; give them 
Way, till he take leave, and preſently Ker him. 
Sir To. I will meditate the while upon ſome horrid 
meſſage for a challenge,  [Exent, 

Oli. ve ſaid too much unto a heart of ſtone; 
And laid mine honour too unchary out. 

There's ſomething in me, that reproves my fault; 
But ſuch a head-ſtrong potent fault it IS, 
Thar it but mocks reproof. 

Viz. With the ſame haviour that your paſſion has 
Goes on my maſter's grief. 

. Here, wear this * jewel for me, 'tis my picture; 
Refuſe it not, it hath no tongue to vex you: 
And, I beſeech you, come again to-morrow. 

What ſhall you aſk of me that PII deny, 

That, honour ſav'd, may upon aſking give? 

Vio. Nothing but this, your true love for my maſter, 

Oli. How with mine HONOUR may 1 give him that, 
| Which I have given to you? 

I.. Iwill acquit you. 
Oli. Well, come again to-morrow : fare thee well 


A fend, like N might bear my ſoul to hell. * 


SCENE XI. 
Enter Sir Toby and Fabian. 


Sir To. Gentleman, God ſave thee. 

Vio. And you, Sir. 

Sir To. That defence thou haſt, betake thee to't; 
of what nature the wrongs are thou haſt done him, | 
know not; but thy interpreter, full of deſpight, bloody 
as the hunter, attends thee at the orchard- end; dil- 


* Jewel does not properly ** a ſingle gem, but any precious 
ornament or ſuperfluity. — 


mount 


Il, 


J. 


ZWHAT YOU WILL | 30 
mount thy tuck, be yare in thy preparation, for thy. 


aſſailant is quick, ſkilful, and deadly. 


Vio. You miſtake, Sir; I am fure, no man hath 
any quarrel to me; my remembrance is very free and 
clear from any image of offence done to any man. 

Sir To. You'll find it otherwiſe, I aſſure you; there- 
fore, if you hold your life at any price, berake you to 
your guard; for your oppoſite hath in him, what 
youth, ſtrength, all, and wrath, can furniſh man 
withal, | 

Vio. I pray you, Sir, what is he? | 

Sir To. He is Knight, dubb'd with unhack'd ra- 
pier, and on carpet conſideration; but he is a devil in 
private brawl ; ſouls and bodies hath he divorc'd three; 


and his inceuſement at this moment is ſo implacable, 


that ſatisfaction can be none but by pangs of death 
and ſepulcher: hob, nob, is his word; give t, or 


take” t. 
Vio. I will return again into the houſe, and PE 


ſome conduct of the lady. I am no fighter. I have 


heard of ſome kind of men, that pur quarrels pur- 
poſely on others to taſte their valour : belike, this is a 
man of that quirk. 


Sir To. Sir, no; his indignation derives itſelf out 


of a very competent injury; therefore get you on, and 
give him his deſire. Back you ſhall not to the houſe, 
unleſs you undertake that with me, which with as 


much ſafety you might anſwer him; therefore on, or 


ſtrip your ſword ſtark naked; for meddle you mult, 
thar's certain, or forſwear to Wear iron about you. 


* 


5 He is Knight, ub bo knights receive their dignity 


unbachd rapier, and on carpet kneeling not on the ground, as 


conſideration; —] That is, he is in war, but on a carpet. This 
no ſoldier by profeſſion, not a is, I believe, the original of the 
Knight Banneret, dubbed in the contemptuous term a carpet knight, 
field of battle, but, on carpet who was naturally held in icorn 
conſideration, at a feſtivity, or on by the men of war, 

ſome Peareable occaſion, when 
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Vio. This is as uncivil, as ſtrange. I beſeech you, 
do me this courteous office, as to know of the Knight 


what my offence to him is: it is ſomething of my neg- 


ligence, nothing of my purpoſe. 
Sir To. I will do ſo. Signior Fabian, ſtay you by 


this gentleman, till my return. [Exit Sir Toby. 


Vio. Pray you, Sir, do you know of this matter? 


Fab. IJ know, the Knight is incens'd againſt you, 
cven to a mortal arbitrement ; but nothing of the cir- 


cumſtance more. | 5 5 
Vio. I beſeech you, what manner of man is he? 


Fab. Nothing of that wonderful promiſe to read 


him by his form, as you are like to find in the proof 


of his valour. He is, indeed, Sir, the moſt ſkilful, 


bloody, and fatal oppoſite that you could poſſibly have 
found in any part of Illyria will you walk towards 
him? I will make your peace with him, if I can. 
Vio. I ſhall be much bound to you for't: I am one, 
that had rather go with Sir Prieſt than Sir Knight: | 
care not who knows ſo much of my mettle. [ Exevurt. 


SCENE XIII. 
Enter Sir Toby, and Sir Andrew, 


Sir To. Why, man, he's a very devil; I have not 


ſeen ſuch a virago *: I had a paſs with him, rapier, 
ſcabbard and all; and he gives me the ſtuck—in with 
ſuch a mortal motion, that it is inevitable; and on the 


anſwer, he pays you as ſurely as your feet hit the 


ground they ſtep on. They ſay, he has been fencer 
to the Sophy. „„ | . 
Sir And. Pox on't, I'll not meddle with him. 
Sir To. Ay, but he will not now be pacified: 
Fabian can ſcarce hold him yonder. | 


Sir And. Plague on't; an I thought he had been va- 


* Virago cannot be properly that had ſo mach the look of 
uſed here, unleſs we ſuppoſe Sir woman with the proweſs of 
Toby to mean, I never ſaw one man. | 


fan, 


a, of e 
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liant, and fo cunning in fence, I'd have ſeen him 


damn'd ere I'd have challeng'd him. Let him let the 

matter ſlip, and III give him my horſe, grey Capilet. 
Sir To. I'll make the motion; ſtand here, make a 

good ſhew on't ;—— This {hall 21 without the perdi- 


tion of fouls; marry, I'Il ride your horſe as well as I 
ride you. | { Afrde, 


Enter Fabian and Viola, 


have bis horſe to take up the quarrel ; 1 how per- 
ſuaded him, the youth's a devil. [To Fabian. 

Fab. He is as horribly conceited of him; and pants 
and looks pale, as if a bear were at his heels. 


Sir To. There's no remedy, Sir, he will fight with 


you for's oath ſake: marry, he hath better bethought 


him of his quarrel, and he finds that now ſcarce to be 


worth talking of ; therefore draw for the ſupportance 
of his vow, he proteſts he will not hurt you. 


Vio. Pray God defend me! a little thing would 


make me tell them how much I lack of a man. 
Fab. Give ground, if you ſee him furious. | 
Sir To. Come, Sir Andrew, there's no remedy ; the 
centleman will for his honour's ſake have one bout 
with you; he cannot by the duello avoid it; but he 
has promisd me, as he is a gentleman and z ſoldier, 
he will not hurt you. Come on, tot. [They draw, 
Yr And, Fray God, he keep his aal 5 


8 d E N R XIV. 
Enter Antonia. 5 


via do aſfure you, *tis againſt my will, b 
Ant. Put up your ſword; if this young gentleman 
Have done offence, I take che fault on me; 


If you offend him, I for him defy you. (Drawing. 


Sir To. You, Sir? Why, what are you? 
Ant. A Sir, that for his love dares yet do more 


Ee 3 1 5 TH: 


Fes = LE 


* . of ca 


r 


— 


SE ra” To - {ERAS » AI IM. 
PP Pc 


= 
. 
1 : > In, r a6 Son i r 
« «MMOD + of E 
«2 a AMT ron ͤ A NERO 8 
nnen 5 NN ee N F4GY 
— En OE ee DE 


. n 
Cr 


; 
BIO IDE <A 


” ———— 4 19-4 et! ire 
3 NN 


D 
_ 2 © 


bn i . 
on Egan aa 


x MH nit 
P 


8 
, 


— — 
n 


6 — — 


422 TWELFTH-NIGHT: OR, 
Than you have heard him brag to you he will. 


Sir Te, Nay, if 7 be an undertaker, I am for you, 
| | NEL a [Draws. | 


| e Officers 

Fab. O good Sir 5 hold; here come the officers, 

Sie To. PIl be with you anon. | 
Vio. Pray, Sir, put your ſword up if you pleaſe. 
[To Sir Andrew. 
Sir And. Marry, will 1. Sir; and for that 1 pro- 
mis'd you, I'Il be as good as uy word, * will bear 
you eaſily, and reins well. 
1 Offi This is the man; do thy office. 
2 Off. Antonio, 1 arreſt thee at the ſuit of Duke 
Or/mm0. 
Ant. You do miſtake me, Sir. 
1 Off. No, Sir, no jot; I know your favour well; 
; Tho now you have no ſca-cap on your head. 

— Take him away; he knows, I know him well. 
Ant. I muſt obey.—This comes with ſeeking you; 
ut there's no . T ſhall anſwer it. 

What will you do? now my neceſſity | 
Makes me to aſk you for my purſe, It grieves me 
Much more, for what I cannot do for you, 
Than what befals myſelf: you ſtand amaz'd, 
But be of comfort. | 
2 Off. Come, Sir, away. 
Ant. I muſt intreat of you ſome of that money. 
Vio. What money, Sir? 
For the fair kindneſs you have ſhew'd me here, 
And part being prompted by your preſent trouble, 
Out of my lean and low ability 
I' lend you ſomething; my Having is not much ; 
III make diviſion of my preſent with moe” 
Hold, there's half my coffer. 
Ant. Will you deny me now? 
Is't poſlible, that my deſerts to you 
Can lack perſuaſion? do not tempt my miſery, - 140 
oft 
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Leſt that it make me ſo unſound a man, 

As to upbraid you with thoſe kindneſſes 

That I have done for you. | 
Vio. I know of none, | 

Nor know I you by voice, or any feature : 

[ hate ingratitude more in a man, 

Than lying, vainneſs, babling drunkenneſs, 

Or any taint of vice, whoſe ſtrong e 

Inhabits our frail blood. 

Ant. Oh, heav'ns themſelves !- 

2 Off. Come, Sir, I pray you, go. 

Ant, Let me ſpeak a little. This youth hat you ſee 
here, 

I ſnatch'd one half out of the j jaws of A 

Reliev'd him with ſuch ſanctity of love, 

And to his image, which, methought, did oromile - 

Moſt venerable worth, did I devotion. 

1 Of. What's that to us? the time goes by away 
Ant. But oh, how vile and idol proves this god! 
Thou haſt, Sebaſtian, done good feature ſhame. 

In nature there's no blemiſh but the mind: 

None can be call'd deform'd, but the unkind. 

Virtue is beauty; but the beauteous evil 

Are empty trunks, o'erflouriſh'd by the devil. 

1 Off. The man grows mad, away with him, 

— Come, come, Sir. 
Ant. Lead me on. 
Vio. Methinks, his words do from ſuch paſſion fly, 

Thar he believes himſelf—ſo do not 14. 

Prove true, imagination, oh, prove true, 

That I, dear brother, be now ta'en for you ! 


Sir To. Come hither, Knight; come hither, Fabian; | 


we'll whiſper o'er a coupletor two of moſt ſage ſaws. 
Vio. He nam'd Sebaſtian; I my brother know 

Yet living in my glaſs. Even ſuch, and ſq _ 

In favour was my brother; and he went 


0 donot I. ] This, I believe, elf, when, e this hee 


means, I do not Jet believe my- 1 gather hope of my brother's lite. 


[Exit Antonio 99895 Officers. 
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Still in this faſhion, colour, ornament ; 

For him J imitate : oh, if it prove, 

Tempeſts are kind, and ſalt waves freſh in 3 [Exit, 
Sir To, A very diſhoneſt paltry boy, and more a 


coward than a hare ; his diſhoneſty appears in leaving 


his friend here in neceſſity, and denying him ; and for 
his cowardſhip, aſk Fabian. 
Fab. A coward, a moſt deyout coward, religious 
| in it. 
Sir And. Slid, I'll after bim! again, and beat him. 
Sir To. Do, cuff him GY, but never draw thy 
ſword. 


Sir And. An Ido not,— [Exit dir Andreu. | 


Fab. Come, let's ſee the event. 


Sir To. 1 dare wy any ys” will be nothing yet. 


[Exeunt, 


- — 
r 
* "Fx 4 „ 2 
* 


NET TV. SCENE 1 
3 1 5 Enter Sebaſtian, and Clown. 


CLO VN. 


ILL: you make me ps that Lam not * 
for you? 
Seb. Go to, go to, thou art a fooliſh fellow. Let 
me be clear of thee. 


Co. Well held out, faith : no, I do not know you, 
nor I am not ſent to you by my Lady, to bid you 
come ſpeak with her; nor your name is not maſter Ce- 
fario, nor this is not my noſe neither. sg, that 


3 is fo, is ſo. 
| : Seb. I pr'ythee, vent thy flly ſomewhere elſe; thou 
= know't not me. 

Ca. Vent my folly !. 


ſome great man, and now m applies it to a fool. Vent 
| | | my 


as. has heard that word of 
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my folly! I am afraid, this great Jubber *# the world 
will prove a cockney. I pr'ythee now, ungird thy 
ſtrangeneſs, and tell me what I Hall vent to my SY | 
ſhall I vent to her, that thou art coming? | 

Seb. I priythee, fooliſh Greet, depart from me; 
there's mony for thee. If you tarry longer, 1 ſhall 
gire worſe payment. 

Clo. By my troth, thou haſt an apen hand; theſe 
wiſe men, that give fools mony, get, themſelves a good 
report after fourteen years' purchaſe*, 


Enter Sir ew, Sir Tan and Fabian. 


Fi And. Now, Sir, have I met you again? there's 


10 you. | | _ (Striking Sebaſtian, 
Seb. Why, there's for thee, and there, and there: 
xe all the people mad? [Beating Sir Andrew. 


Sir To. Hold, Sir, or Pl throw your dagger o'er 
the houſe; 

Ch, This will I tell my Lady trait: I would not 
be in ſome of your coats for two pence. [Exit Clown. 

Sir To. Come on, Sir; hold. [ Holding Sebaſtian.” 

Sir And. Nay, let him alone, T1 go another way 
to work with him; I'll have an action of battery 
againſt him, if there be any law in ///yria; tho' I 


truck him firſt, yet it's no matter for that. | 
deb, Let go thy hand. 


Jam afraid this great Jubber. ] tor alters i it to Geck. 
That is, affectation and foppery WARBURTON. 
Kill overſ ſpread the world. get themſelves a good 

* 1 pr ythee, fooliſh Greek, —] report after fourteen years pur- 
Creek, was as much as to fay chaſe.] This ſeems to carry a 
Bawd or Pander. He underſtood piece of ſatire upon Monopolies, 
tie Clown to be acting in that the crying grievance of that time. 
fice. A bawdy-houſe was called The Grants generally were for 
Grinth, and the frequenters of - fourteen years ; and the petitions 
It Corinthians which words oc- being referred to a committee, 
Cur frequently in. Shakeſpeare, it was ſuſpected that mony gain- 
elpecially i in Timon of Athens, and ed favourable reports from thence. 
Wife, Yet the „ lara „ WARBURTON. 


Sir 


426 


TWELFTHNIGHT: OR, 


Sir To. Come, Sir, I will not let you go. Come, m 
young ſoldier, put up your iron; you are well fleſtr d: 


come on. 
Seb. I will be * om hs. 


What would thou 


now? If thou dar'ſt tempt me further, draw thy ſword, 
Sir Te. What, what? nay, then, I muſt have an 
ounce or two of this malapert blood from you. 


[They draw and fight, 


SCENE I 
ee Olivia. 
On. Hold, Toby ; on thy life, I charge thee, hold. 


Sir To. Madam? 


Oli. Will it be ever thus? ungracious etch, 
Fit for the mountains and the barbarous caves, 


Where manners ne'er were preach'd: out of my fight! } 
Be not offended, dear Ceſari: 


Rudeſby, be gone! I pr'ythee, gentle friend, | 

| [ Exeunt Sir Toby, and Sir Andrey. 
Let thy fair wiſdom, not thy paſſion, Way 

In this uncivil and unjuſt extent 5 


Againſt thy peace. 


Go with me to my houſe, 


And hear thou there, how many fruitleſs pranks 


This ruffian hath botch'd up, 


that thou thereby 


May'ſt ſmile at this: thou ſhalt not chuſe but go: 
Do not deny; beſhrew his foul for me, 
He ſtarted one poor heart of mine in thee !. 7 


In this uncivil and unjuft ex- 
tent] Extent 1s, in law, a 
writ of execution, whereby goods 
are ſeized for the king. 
therefore taken here for violence 
in . 
6 This ruffian hath botch'd up, 
—] 2. e. ſwelled and inflamed. 
A botch being a ſwelling 0: ab- 
ſceſs. WARBURTON, 
I fancy it is only a coarſe ex- 


PRO for made up, as a bad 


It is 


taylor is called a borcher, and to 
botch is to make clumſily. 


7 He Harted one poor heart ef 


mine in thee. ] I know not 
whether here be not an ambigui- 
ty intended between heart and 
hart. The ſenſe however is eaß 
enough. He that offends thee al. 
tacks one of my Hearts; 5 Or, as the 
antients expreſſed it, bal, 79 
" -art. 


Seb, 


ound wan f cov 
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Seb. What reliſh is in this?? how runs the ſtream? | 

Or I am mad, or elſe this is a dream. 

Let fancy ſtill my ſenſe in Lethe ſteep, 

If it be thus to dream, till let me ſleep. —- 
Oli. Nay, come, I pray: would, thou'dſt be ruld 
I 
Seb. Madam, I will. | 
Oli. O, ſay fo, and ſo be! 7) FE xd; 


S G E N E Ill 
An Apartment in Olivia Houſe. 


Enter Maria, ad Clown. 5 


Mar. AY, I pr'ythee, put on this gown, aud 
this beard; make him believe, thou art 
Sir Topas the curate ; do it quickly. III call Sir Toby 
the whilſt. [Exit Maria. 
Clo. Well, I'll put it on, and I will diſſemble my- 
ſelf in't; and I would, I were the firſt that ever dif- 
ſembled in ſuch a gown. I am not tall enough to be- 
come the function well, nor lean enough to be thought 
a good ſtudent; but to be ſaid an honeſt man, and a 
good houſekeeper, goes as fairly, as to ſay, a careful 
man and a great ſcholar?. The competitors enter, 
Enter Sir Toby, and Maria. 
Sir To. Jove bleſs thee, Mr. Parſon. 
Clo. Bonos dies, Sir Toby; for as the old hermit of 
Prague, that never ſaw pen and ink, very wittily ſaid 
| ro 


at bb; is in this 2] How a GRACEFUL man, i. e. comely. 
does this taſte? What judgment To this the Oxford Editor ſays, 
am I to make of it. rectè. WaR BURTON. 
9 as to ſay, a CAREFUL man very ewittily ſaid that 
and a great ſcholar.] This refers that is, is:] This is a very hu- 
to what went before, J am net mourous banter of the rules eſta- 
tall enough to become the function bliſhed in the ſchools, that all 
well, nor lean enough to be thought reaſonings are ex præcognitis & 
4 good fludent ; it is plain then præconcelis, which lay the foun- 
that e wrote, as to M9 dation of every ſcience in thele 
maxims, 
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to 2 niece of King Gorbeduck, that that is, is: ſo I he. 


ing Mr, Parſe, an am Mr. Parſon; for what ! is that, but 


that? and is, but is? 
Sir To. To him, Sir Topas, _ 
_ Ch, What, hoa, I fay,— peace in this brilon! 
Sr To. The knave counterfeits well; a good knave. 
Mal. Who calls there? [Malvolio within, 
Clo. Sir Topas the curate, who comes to viſi Mal- 
volio the lunatick. 
Mal. Sir Topas, Sir Topas, good Sir To opas, go to 
my lady. , 
Clo. Out, Jyperbolical fiend, haw vexeſt thou this 
| man: 
Talkeft thou of nothing but ladies? 
Sir To. Well ſaid, maſter Parſon. 


Mal. Sir Topas, never was man thus wrong'd ; good 


Sir Topas, do not think I am mad; they have laid me 
here in hideous darkneſs. 

Clo, Fy, thou / diſnaneſt ſathan; J ol thee by the 
moſt modeſt terms; for I am one of thoſe gentle ones, 
that will uſe the devil himſelf with curteſy: fay'l 
thou, that houſe is dark ? 

Mal. As hell, Sir Topas. | 

Cle. Why, it hath bay-windows tranſparent as bari- 
e and the clear ſtones towards the ſouth-norti 
are as luſtrous as eur; ; and yet complaineſt thou of 
obſtruction? 

Mal. 1 am not mad, Sir To opas; I lay ta you, this 
houſe is dark. 

Clo. Madman, thou inet: I fay, a ; is no dark- 
neſs but ignorance; in which thou arr more puzzled 
than the Egyptians in their fog. 

Mal. J ſay, this houſe is as dark as ignorance, 
though ignorance were as dark. as hell; and I fay, 


there was never man thus abus'd ; I am no more mad 


maxims, eohathever is, is; and to be and not to ve: with much 


it is gell. ble * the ſame * wifüng of the like kind, WARB. 


4 5 5 | than 


Rr ann 42s 
than you are, make the re of it in any conſtant 
queſtion “. 


Clo. What is the opinion of Pythagoras concerning 


wild-fowl ? 


Mal. That the foul of our grandam might happily 
inhabit a bird. 


Cho. What think'ſt thou of his opinion? 


Mal. I think nobly of the ſoul, and no way ap- 


prove of his opinion. 

Clo. Fare thee well: remain thin ſtill in darkneſs; 
thou ſhalt hold the opinion of Pythagoras, ere I will 
allow of thy wits; and fear to kill a woodcock, leſt 
thou diſpoſſeſs the ſoul of thy grandam. . thee 
well. 

Mal. Sir Topas, Sir Topas“ 

Sir To. My moſt exquilite Sir Topas / 

Clo, Nay, I am for all waters. 


beard and gown; he ſees thee not. 

Sir To. To him in thine own voice, and brine me 
word how thou find'ſt him: I would, we were all rid 
of this knavery. If he may be conveniently deliver'd, 
would, he were; for I am now ſo far in offence with 
ny niece, that I cannot purſue with any ſafety this 
ſport to the upſhot. Come by and by to my cham- 


SCENTS: 
Clo, Hey Robin, jolly Nola. tell me how my lady 


Mal. Fool 
Cao. My 2 75 unkind, perdie. 


* Conflant quęſtion.] A ſettled, cry either with mich or grief. 
i determinate, a regular quel- WARBURTON, 
tion, | 1 rather think this expreſſion 
5 Nay, 7 am for all waters.) borrowed from ſportſmen, and 


A phraſe taken from the aRor's relating to the qualifications of a 


wiity of making the audience campus Data 
Vi. | | Mal. 


Mar. Thou might'ſt have done chis without thy 


bet [Exit with Maria. 


does. 1 (Singing: 


e 83 
4 La 
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Mal. Fool, 
Clo. Alas, why 1 1s ſhe fo? 
Mal. Fool, I fay ;——— 

Clo. She 5 another who calls, ha? 

Mal. Good fool, as ever thou wilt deſerve well at 
my hand, help me to a candle, and pen, ink, and pa- 
per; as I am a gentleman, I will live to be thankful 
to thee for't. 1 

Cl. Mr. Malvolio! - 

Mal. Ay, good fool. | 

Clo. Alas, Sir, how fell you beſides your five win! 
Mal. Fool, there was never man ſo notorioully ab- 
us'd; Iam as well in my wits, fool, as thou art. 

Clo. But as well! then thou art mad, indeed, if 
you be no better in your wits than a fool. 

Aal. They have here * propertied me; keep mein 
darkneſs,” ſend . miniſters to me, aſſes, and do all they 
can to face me out of my wits. 

Clo. Adviſe you what you ſay: the miniſter is here 

Malvolio, Malvolio, thy wits the heav'ns reſtore: en- 
deavour thylelf to 1975 and leave thy vain bibble 

„ 

Mal. Sir 3 | 
Cho. X Maintain no bs with him, good fellow. 
Who, I, Sir? not, I, Sir. God b*w'you, good dit 
| Topas . 
Marry, amen.— l will, Sir, I will 

Mal. Fool, fool, fool, I ſay. 

Clo. Alas, Sir. be patient. What ſay you, Sir? | 
am ſhent for ſpeaking to you. 

Mal. Good fool, help me to ſome light, and ſome 
paper; I tell thee, I am as $ wes in 9 wits, as 820 man 
in IIyria. | 


4 Propertied me.] They _ dialogue "2 himſelf and dit 
taken poſſeſſion of me as of a Topas. will, Sir, I wil, i 
man unable to look to himſelf. ſpoken after a pauſe, as bac n 
Here the Clown in the dark the mean time, Sir Tapas ha 
acts two perſons, and counter- wen | 
feits, by variation of voice, a IN 00 


. T 


Mai. By this hand, I am. 


WHAT'YOU WELL, - 
Clo, Well-a-day—that you were, Sir! 


431 
Good fool, ſome ink, 


paper and light; and convey what I ſet down to my 


Lady: 
bearing of letter did. 


Clo. I will help you to't. 


It ſhall advantage thee more than ever the 


But W true, are you 


not mad, indeed, or do you but counterfeit?? 


Mal. Believe me, I am not: 


] tell thee true. 


Clo. Nay, I'll ne'er believe a mad-man, till I ſce 
his brains. I will fetch you light, and paper, and 


ink. 


1 pr'ythee, be gone. 


Clo. I am gone. Sir, and anon, Sir, 
ou again 


Il be with 


Mal. Fool, TIl requite it in the higheſt. degree; | 


5 [Singing. 


In a trice, like to the old vice &, 


Tour need to ſuſtain: 


Who with dagger of lath, in FEA rage, and his ana. 
Cries, ah, ha! to the devil: 


Like a mad lad, pair thy nails, dad, 
Adieu, good man drivel. 


3 C E N S 0,» 
on to another apartment in Olivia“ s Houſe. 


[Exit. 


Enter Sebaſtian, 


Seb, 


JULY is the air, that is the glori ous ſun ; 


This pearl ſhe gave me, I do feel't and 


lee t. 


5 Tell me, are you not mad, or 
do you but counterfeit ?] If he was 
not mad, what did he counter- 


feit by declaring that he was not 


mad? The fool, who meant to 
inſult him, I thiak;.. aſks, are 


Jon mad, or do you but counterfeit ? 
That is, you look like a madman, 
Jau talk like @ madman: Is your 


moralities. 


madneſs real, or have you any ſe- 
cret defign in it? This, to a man 
in poor Malvolio' s ſtate, was a le- 
vere taunt. 

* Vice was the ſool of the old 


Some traces of this 
character are ſtill preſerved in 


Puppet-ſhows, and by country 5 


mummers 


And 
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And though * tis wonder that enwraps me thus, 
Vet ?tis not madneſs. Where's Antonio then? 


I could not find him at the Elephant ; 
Yet there he was, and there I found this credit 5, 6 


That he did range the town to ſeek me out. 
His counſel now might do me golden ſervice z —— 


For tho? my ſoul diſputes well with my ſenſe, 


That this may be ſome error, but no madneſs ; 
Yet doth this accident and flood of fortune 
So far exceed all inſtance, all diſcourſe ” 
That I am ready to diſtruſt mine eyes, 


And wrangle with my reaſon that perſuades me 


To any other truſt * but that Pm mad; 


Or elfe the Lady's mad; yet if *rwere ſo, 


he could not ſway her hoſe, command her followers, 
Take and give back affairs, and their diſpatch, 
With ſuch a ſmooth, diſcreet, and ſtable bearing, 
As, I perceive, ſhe does: there's ſomething in't, 


That is deceivable. But here ſhe comes. 


Enter Olivia and Prieſt. 


Ot Blame not this baſte of mine: if you mean 


well, 


6 Yet there he was, and there 


I found this Credit, | 
That he did range, &C.] i. e. 
I found it juſtified, credibly 


vouched. Whether the Word 


Credit will eafily carry this Mean- 
ing, I am doubtful. The ex- 


preſſion ſeems obſcure ; and tho? 


I have not diſturbed the Text, I 


very much ſuſpect that the Poet 
_ wrote; 


and there I found this credent, 


He uſes the ſame Term again in 


the very ſame Senſe in the Min- 


ter Tale. 
— T7 hen ti, very credent, 


Thou may 55 enjoin with ſome- 


other fixed opinion. 


thing, and thou dyſt, &c. 


'THEOBALD. 


3 found this credit, ] Cre- 
dit, for account, information, 
The Oxford Editor roundly al- 
ters it to current; as he does al- 
moſt every word that $ hakeſpeart 
uſes in an anomalous ſignifica- 
tion WARBURTON. 
7 —— al] inſtance, all diſ- 
courſe ;] In/tance, for ſenſe; 


diſcourſe, for reaſon. 
WARBURTON. 


Inflance i is example. 
To any other truſt] To ay 
other, belief, or confidence, to an) 


Now 


ſir 
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Now go with me, and with this holy man, 
Into the chantry by ; there before him, 

And underneath that conſecrated roof, 

Plight me the full aſſurance of your faith; 
That my moſt jealous and too doubrful ſoul 
May live at peace. He ſhall conceal it, 

* Whiles you are willing it ſhall come to note ; 
What time we will our celebration keep 
According to my birth. What do you ſay ? 

Seb. Ti follow this good man, and go with you; 
And having ſworn ＋ truth, ever will be true. 
Oli. Then lead the way, good farher; and heay” n 

ſo ſhine, 
That they may : ad note this act of mine! [Excunt. 


A 8 Wo V. - 0 RN E I. 
The 5 7 R E E T. 
Enter Clown, and Fabian. 


FA BI AN. 


OW, as thou lov'ſt me, let me ſee his votes 
Clo. Good Mr. Fabian, grant me another 


requeſt, 

Tab. Any thing. 

Clo. Do not deſire to ſee this latter 
Tab. This is to give a dog, and in tg de- 
lire my dog again. | | 


Enter Duke, Viola Curio, Fer Lord's. 
| Duke, Belong you to the lady Olivia, friends? 
Cl, Ay, Sir, we are ſome of her trap pings. 


* Miles is until. This word counties. 
is ſtill ſo uſed in the northern + Truth is fidelity. 


Vor, II. Fx ET Duke, 
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Duke. I know thee well; how doſt thou, my good 


fellow? 
. Truly, Sir, the better for my foes, and the 


worſe for my friends. 


Duke. Juſt the contrary ; the better for thy friends, 


Clo. No, Sir, the worſe. 


Duke. How can that be? 

- Wo; Marry, Sir, they praiſe me, and make an af 
of me; now, my foes tell me plainly, am an aſs: 
ſo that by my foes, Sir, I profit in the knowledge of 
myſelf; and by my friends I am abuſed ; ſo that, con- 
clufions to be as kiſſes *, if your four negatives make 


your two affirmatives, why, then the worſe for my 


friends, and the better for my foes. 
Dube. Why, this is excellent. 


Cb. By my troth, Sir, 
be one of my friends. 


no; tho? it pleaſe you to 


Duke, Thou malt! not be the worſe for me. 7 Rr 8 


Sol 


8 . that conch: eſeons to 5 23. 
—] Tho' it might be 


kifles, 
unreaſonable to call our Poet's 
Fools and Knaves every where 
to account; yet, if we did, for 
the generality we ſhould find 
them reſponſible. But what 
monſtrous abſurdity have we 
here? To ſuppole the text ge- 

nuine, we muſt acknowledge it 
too wild to have any known 
meaning : and what has no 
known meaning, cannot be al- 
lowed to have either wit or hu- 
mour. Beſides, the Cloaun is 


affecling to argue ſeriouſſy and 
1 ine the Poet 


in form. 
Wrote: 

ay that, concluſion to be ilked, is, 

So that the concluſion I have 

to e of you is this, if your 

four, Sc. He had in the pre- 


make an affirmative, | 
Four negatives are I do not know. 


ceding words been inferring ſome 
premiſſes, and now comes to the 
concluſion very logically ; you grant 
me, ſays. he, the premiſſes; | 
now aſk you to grant the conclu- 
ſion. WAB. 

Though I do not diſcover 
much ratiocination 1n the Clown's 


diſcourſe, yet, methinks, I can 


find ſome glimpſe of a mean- 
ing in his obſervation, that /e 
concluſion is as kiſſes. For, fays 
he, if four negatives make tauo af- 
fermatives, the concluſion is as 
kifjes : that is, the concluſion fol- 
lows by the conjunction of two 
negatives, which, by Ii ing and 
embracing, coa'eſce into one, and 


What the 


I read, 80 that concluſions be as 
kiffe * s 


— — — 8285 


Clo. 
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Ch. But chat it would be dauer geenes Sir, 1 
would, you could make it another. 
Dube. O, you give me ill counſel. „ 
Clo. Pur your grace in your pocket, Sir, for this | 
once, and let your fleſh and blood obey it. 79G | 
Dube. Well, I will be ſo much a ſinner to be a dou- | 
ble dealer: there's another. | = 
Clo. Prima, ſecundo, tertio, is a good Play, and the il 
old ſaying is, the third pays for all: the triplet, Sir, 9 
is a good tripping meaſure; or the bells of St. Bennet“, 1 4 
Sir, may put you in mind, one, two, three. | 
| Duke. You can fool no more mony out of me at 
this throw; if you will let your Lady know, I am 
here to ſpeak with her, and bring her along with you, 
it may awake my bounty further. 
Clo. Marry, Sir, lullaby to your bounty till I come 
again. I go, Sir; but I would not have you to think, 
that my deſire of having is the ſm of covetouſneſs; 
but, as you ſay, Sir, let your bounty take a nap, and l 
will awake it anon. I Krit Clowth 


eENE N 
Enter Antonio, and Officers. 


Vio. Here comes the man, Sir, that did reſcue me. 
Duke. That face of his I do remember well; 

Yet when I ſaw it laſt, it was beſmear'd 

As black as Vulcan, in the ſmoak of war: 

A bawbling veſſel was he captain of, 

For ſhallow draught and bulk unprizable, - 

Wich which ſuch ſcathful graple did he make 

With the moſt noble bottom of our fleet, 


9 Bells of St. Bennet.] When ded in England ; but bis ſenſe of 
in this play he mentioned the the ſame impropriety could not 
bed of Ware, he recollected that reſtrain him from the ants of 
the ſcene was in Mhria, and ad- St. Bennet. | 
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That very envy and the tongue of loſs | 


Cry'd fame and honour on him. —Whar's the matter? 


1 Off Orfino, this is that Antonio, 


That took the Phenix and her fraught from Candy); 


And this is he, that did the Tyger board, 
When your young nephew Titus loſt his leg: 


Here in the ſtreets, deſperate of ſhame and ſtate ', 


In private brabble did we apprehend him. 
Vio. He did me kindneſs, Sir; drew on my fide : 
But in concluſion put ſtrange ſpeech upon me, 
I know not what twas, but diſtraction. | 
Duke. Notable pirate! thou ſalt-water thief !_ 


What fooliſh boldneſs brought thee to their mercies, 


Whom thou in terms ſo bloody, and fo dear, 
Haſt made thine enemies; 

Ant. Or/mo, noble Sir, 
Be pleas'd that I ſhake off theſe 1 names you give n me: 
Antonio never yet was thief, or pirate; 
Though I confeſs, on baſe and ground enough, 
Orſind' s enemy. A witchcratt drew me hither: 
That moſt ungrateful boy there, by your ſide, 
From the rude ſea's enrag'd and foamy mouth 
Did I redeem; a wreck paſt hope he was: 
His life I gave him, and did thereto add 
My love without retention or reſtraint ; 
All his in dedication. For his ſake, 
Did I expoſe myſelf, pure, for his love, 
Into the danger of this adverſe town ; 
Drew to defend him, when he was beſet; FE 
Where being apprehended, his falſe canning, 
Not meaning to partake with me in danger, 
Taught him to face me out of his acquaintance; 
And grew a twenty years removed thing, 


While one would wink : deny'd me mine own purſe, 


Which I had recommended to his uſe 


F Deſperate of. , and gal. his condition like a +0500 


Uoattemive to his character or man. 


JJ 
Not half an hour before. | 7 H 
Vio. How can this be? 
Duke. When came he to this town ? - | 
Ant. To-day, my Lord ; and for three nn be. ä 

fore 
No Interim, not a minute's vacancy, 
Both W and 1 did we Keep ee, 


SCENE III. 


Enter . and A 


| Duke. Here comes the counteſs ; now heav'n walks 
on earth. - 


But for thee, fellow, fellow, thy words are mad- 
| nels : | 
Three months this youth hath tended upon me; 
But more of that anon—Take him aſide.— 
Oli. What would my Lord, but that he "WE: not 
have, 5 
Wherein Olivia may ſeem ſerviecadile? 


—— Ceſar, you do not EP promiſe with me. 
Vio. Madam 


Dube. Gracious Olivia,— | 


Oli. What do you _ Gfario ?—— Good my 5 
Lord 
Vio, My Lord would ſpeak, my duty huſhes me. 
Oli. If it be aught to the old tune, my. Lord, : 
It is as fat and fulſome to mine ear *, 
As howling after muſick. 
Duke. Still fo cruel? 
Oli. Still ſo conſtanr, lord. _ 
Duke, What, to perverſeneſs ? you uncivil 7 
To whoſe ingrate and unauſpicious altars 
My foul the  fairhfullſ en has breath'd out, 


— as rar and fulſone,] Fat means dull; ſo we ſay a 
We _—_ read, as FLAT. Fuathbeaded fellow, and fat is more 
WARBURTON. congruent to fulſome than flat. 


Fr 2 That 
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That &er devotion tender'd. What ſhall I do? 


Oli. Ev'n what it pleaſe my Lord, that ſhall be- 


come him. 


Duke. Why ſhonld I not, had I the heart to do't 
Like to th Fo yþtian thief, at point of death 


Kill what I love: 


(a favage jealouſy, 


Thar ſometimes favours nobly ;) but hear me this; 
Since you to non-regardance caſt my faith, 

And that I partly know the inſtrument, 

That ſcrews me from my true place in your favour : 
Live you the marbled-breaſted tyrant ſtill. 
But this your minion, whom, I know, you love, 


And whom, by heav'n, I ſwear, I tender dearly, 


Him will I tear out of that cruel eye, 
Where he fits crowned in his maſter's ſpight, 
Come, boy, with me; my thoughts are ripe in mil- 


chief: 


I'll ſacrifice the lamb that I do love, | 


3 Why ſhould I not, had I the 
heart to do it, 

Like to th Egyptian Thief, at 
point of Death | 


Kill what I love ?] In "TR 


Simile, a particular Story 1s pre- 
ſuppos'd; which ought to be 
known, to ſhew the Juilneſs and 


Propriety of the Compariſon. 


It is taken from Heliodorus's AE- 


thiepics, to which our Author 


was indebted for the Alluſion. 
This Egyptian Thief was T hya- 
mis, Who was a Native of Mem- 
 phis, and at the Head of a Band 
of Robbers.  Theagenes and Cha- 
riclea falling into their Hands, 
Thyamis fell deſperately in love 
with the Lady, and would have 
married her. Soon after, a 
ſtronger Body of Robbers com- 
ing down upon Thyamis's Party, 
he was in ſuch Fears for has Mil- 


2 555 


himſelf anfwer'd 


treſs, that he had her ſhut into 
a Cave with his Treaſure. It 
was cuſtomary. with thoſe Barba- 


rians, when they deſpair'd of thr. 
own Safety, firſt to make away cuil 


thoſe whom they held dear, and 
deſired for Companions in the 
next Lite. Thyamis, thereſore, 
benetted round with his Enemies, 


raging with Love, Jealouſy, and 


Anger, went to his Cave; 
and calling aloud in the Eg gti] 
Tongue, ſo ſoon as he heard 
towards the 
Cave's Mouth by a Gran, 
making to the Perſon by the Di- 
rection of her Voice, he caught 
her by the Hair with his left 
Hand, and (ſuppoſing her to 
be Charicka) with his right 
Hand plung'd his Sword into her 
Breaſt. 

THEOBALD: 


10 


W L 


| WHAT YOU WII 439 


To ſpight a raven's heart within a dove. . [Duke gong. 
Vio. And I moſt jocund, apt, and willingly, 
To do you reſt, a thouſand deaths would die. 7 
7 following. 
Oli. Where goes Ceſari: E 
Vio. After him I love, 5 
More than I love theſe eyes, more than my life; 
More, by all mores, than e'er I ſhall love wife. 
If I do feign, you witneſſes above 
| Puniſh my life, for tainting of my love! 
Oli. Ay me, deteſted ! how am I beguil'd : 3 
Via. Who does beguile you ? who does do you 
wrong? | 
Oli. Haſt thou forgot thyſelf ? I it ſo long? 
Call forth the holy father. | 
Dube. Come, away. | [To Viola, 
Oli. Whither, my Lord? Celari husband, ſtay. 
Dube. Husband ! 
Oli. Ay, Husband. Can he that deny i 4 
Duke. Her husband, firrah ? 
70. No, my Lord, not I. | 
Oli. Alas, it is the baſeneſs of thy fear, 
That makes thee ſtrangle thy propriety : 
Fear not, Cæſario, take thy fortunes up : 
Be that, thou know'ſt, thou art, and then thou art 
As great, as that thou fear'ſt. | 


Enter W 


0 welch father. 

Father, I charge thee by thy reverence 

Here to unfold (tho! lately we intended 

To keep in darkneſs, what occaſion now 

Reveals before 'tis ripe) what, thou doſt know, 
Hath newly paſt berween this youth and me. 

Prieſt. A contract of eternal bond of love, 
Confirm'd by mutual joinder of your hands, 
_ Atteſted by the holy cloſe of lips. m2 
Fi 4 # Strength 
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Strengthned by enterchangement of your rings; 


And all the ceremony of this compact 
Seal'd in my function, by my teſtimony : 
Since when, my watch hath told me, tow'rd my graye 
I have travell'd but two hours. 

Duke. O thou diſſembling cub ! what wilt thou be, 
When time hath ſow'd a grizzel on thy & caſe ? | 


Or will not elſe thy craft fo quickly grow, 


— 


That thine own trip ſhall be thine overthrow ? ? 
Farewel, and take her; but direct thy feet, 


Where thou and I henceforth. may never meet. 


Vie. My Lord, I do proteſt— 
Oli. O, do not ſwear; 
Hold little faith, tho? thou haſt too much fear! 


EN E IV. 


Enter Sir Andrew, noch his head broke. 
Sir And. For the love of God a furgeon, and . 


one preſently to Sir Toby. 


Oli. What's the matter? 
Sir And. H'as broke my head _ and given 


Sir Toby a bloody coxcomb too. For the love of God, 


| 78 help. I had rather than forty pound, I were at 
1 | - 


Emptuouſly for Hein. We yet lluffed ſkin of a fox. | 


ome. 

Oli. Who has 1 this, Sir Andre? 

Sir And. The count's gentleman, one Cęſario; ve 
took him for a coward, but he's the very devil incar- 
dinate. 

Duke. My gentleman, Ceſario ? 

Sir And. Od's lifelings, here he is. You broke my 
head for nothing ; and that that 1 did, I was ſet on to 
do't by Sir Toby. 

Vie. Why do you ſpeak t to me? I never hurt you: 
You drew your ſword upon me, without cauſe; 


Bur I beſpake you fair, and hurt you not. 


14 aſe is a word uſed con- tall of a fox caſe, meaning the 


E ater 


Ve 
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- Far Sir Toby, and Obs: 
Sir And. If a bloody coxcomb be a hurt, you Pan 


hurt me: I think, you ſet nothing by a bloody cox- 
comb. Here comes Sir Toby halting, you ſhall hear 
more; but if he had not been in drink, he would RAVE 


tickled you other-gates than he did. 
Duke. How now, gentleman ? how is't with you ? 
Sir To. That's all one, he has hurt me, and there's 


an end on't; ſot, didſt ſee Dick ſurgeon, ſot? 


Clo. O he's drunk, Sir Toby, above an hour agone; 


his eyes were ſet at eight Yth* morning. 


Sir To, Then he's a rogue, and a paſt-meaſure 


Painim. I hate a drunken rogue. 


Oli. Away with him: who hath made this haveck 


with them ? 
Sir And. I'II help you, Sir Toby, becauſe well be 


dreſt together. 


Sir To. Will you help an aſ-head, and a coxcomb, 


and a knave, a thin fac'd knave, a gull? 


[Exeunt Clo. Sir Toby, and Sir Andrew. 
Oli. Get him to bed, and let his hurt be look'd to. 


8 C E N E N. 
Rater Sebaſtian. 


Seb. TI am forry, Madam, I have hurt your kinf- 


man : 


But had it been the benches of my blood, 


I muſt have done no leſs with wit and ſafety. 


All ſtand in amaze. 


Au throw a Grange regard on me, by which, 


I do perceive, it hath offended you; 


Pardon me, ſweet one, even for the vows 
We made each other, but ſo late ag v 


Duke, 
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Duke. One face, one voice, one "habit and two 
perſons ; 
XA nat'ral perſpective, chat i is, . is hot! 

Seb. Antonio, O my dear Antonio! | 
How have the hours rack'd and tortur'd me, 

Since I have loſt thee? 

Ant. Sebaſtian are you ? 

Seb. Fear'ſt thou that, Antonio! 

Ant. How have you made diviſion of yourſelf? 
An apple, cleft in two, is not more twin | 
Than theſe two creatures. Which is Sebaſtian? 

Oli. Moſt wonderful! 

Seb. Dol ſtand there? I never bad a brother: 
Nor can there be that deity in my nature, 

Of here and every where. I had a ſiſter, 
Whom the blind waves and ſurges have deyour'd: 
Of charity, what kin are you to me? [To Viola, 
Whar conntryman ? what name? what parentage ? 
Vio. Of Meſſaline; Sebaſtian was my father; 
Such a Sebaſtian was my brother too: 
S0 went he ſuited to his wat'ry tomb. 
If ſpirits can aſſume both form and ſuit, 
You come to fright us. 
Seb. A ſpirit I am, indeed; 
But am in that dimenſion orolly clad, 
Which from the womb I did participate. 
Were you a woman, as the reſt goes even, 
I ſhould my tears let fall upon your cheek, 
And ſay, Thrice welcome, drowned Volga /” 
Vio. My father had a mole upon his brow. 

Seb. And ſo had mine. 

Vio. And dy'd that day, when Viola from her birth 
Had number'd thirtcen Teurt. | 


„„ od ed 7 x. oe 


1 be 8 


4 as perfpetive,] A The Dale e ſays, that 
per/pettive ſeems to be taken for nature has here exhibited ſuch a 
ſhows exhibited through a glaſs ſhow, where ſhadows ſeem rea- 
with ſuch lights as make the pic- lities; where that which 7s 20 

| tures _ really protuberant. appears like that which 7s. 


Seb. 


Wo 
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Seb. O, that record is lively in my ſoul; 
He finiſhed, indeed, his mortal act, 
That day that made my ſiſter thirteen years. 
Vio, If nothing lets to make us happy both, 
But this my maſculine uſurp'd attire; 
Do not embrace me, till each circumſtance + 
Of place, time, fortune, do cohere and jump, 
That I am Viola; which to confirm, 
I' bring you to a captain in this town 


Where lie my maids weeds ; by whoſe gentle help 


[ was preſery'd to ſerve this noble Duke. 


All the occurrence of my fortune ſince 


Hath been between this Lady, and this Lord. 
Seb. So comes it, Lady, you have been miſtook; 
[To Olivia. 
But nature to her bias e in that, 
You would have been contracted to a maid, 
Nor are you therein, by my life, deceiv'd ; 
You are betroth'd both to a maid, and man. 
Duke. Be not amaz'd: right-noble is his blood. 
If this be fo, as yet the glaſs ſeems true, 
Lſhall have ſhare in this moſt happy wreck, 
Boy, thou haſt ſaid to me a thouſand times, To Vio. 


Thou never ſhould*{t love woman like to me. 


Vio. And all thoſe ſayings will I over-ſwear, 
And all thoſe ſwearings keep as true 1n foul; 


As doth that orbed continent the fire, 


That ſevers day from night. 
Duke. Give me thy hand, 


And let me ſee thee in thy woman's weeds. 


Vio. The captain, that did bring me firſt on ſhore, 
Hath my maids garments: he upon ſome action 
Is now in durance, at Malvolio's ſuit, 
A gentleman and follower of my lady's. 

Oli. He ſhall enlarge him: fetch Malvolio hither. 
And yet, alas, now I remember me, 


They in, Poor gentleman! he's much diſtract. 
| SCENE 
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SCENE VL 
Enter the Clown with a Letter, and Fabian. : 


A moſt extracting frenzy + of mine own. 

From my remembrance clearly baniſh'd his. 

How does he, firrah? _ 

Clio. Truly, Madam, he holds Belzebub at the 1 $ 
end, as well as a man in his caſe may do: h''as here 
writ a letter to you, I ſhould have given't you to-day 
morning. But as a mad-man's epiſtles are no goſpels, 
ſo it ſkills not much, when they are deliver'd. 
Oli. Open't, and read it. 


Clo. Look then to be well edify'd, Wen the fool - 
delivers the mad-man—By the Lord, Madam. Reads. 


Oli. How now, art mad? _ 


Clo. No, Madam, I do but read madneſs: an your 


| Ladyſhip will have it as it ought to be, you muſt al. 
low Vox. 
.. Pr 'ythee, read it, thy right wits. 5 
| Cle. So I do, Madona ; but to read his right wits, 
is to read thus: therefore perpend, my princeſs, and 
ive ear. 
Oli. Read it you, Sirrah. [To Fabian. 
Tab. [Reads.] By the Lord, Madam, you wrong me, 
and the world ſhall | know it: though you have put me in. 


to darkneſs, and given your drunken Uncle rule over me, 


yet have I the benefit of my ſenſes as well as your Lady- 


ſhip. I have your own Letter, that induced me to the 


ſemblance I put on; with the which I doubt not, but io 


do myſelf much right, or you much ſhame : think of me, 
as you pleaſe : I leave my duty a little unthought of, and 


Speak out of my injury. The madly sd Malvalis 


Oli. Did he write tliis ? 
F Ay, Madam. | 


4 A moſt extracting frenzy—] i. e. A frenzy chat drew me 197 
oo 1 PoE thing but its own object. WARBURTON, 
Duke, 


 WaAAI-YOU WIELU” . gas 
Due. This ſavours not much of diſtraction. 

Oli. See him deliver'd, Fabian; bring him hither. 
My Lord, ſo pleaſe you, theſe chings further thought on, 
To think me as well a ſiſter, as a w ife; 
One day ſhall crown th' alliance on't, ſo pleaſe you, 
Here at my houſe, and at my proper coſt. 

Duke. Madam, I am moſt apt t'embrace your offer. 
Your maſter quits you; and for your ſervice done him, 
So much againſt the metal of your ſex, 5 Viola. 
So far beneath your ſoft and tender breeding | 
And ſince you call'd me maſter for ſo long, 
Here is my hand, you ſhall from this time be. | 


Your maſter's miſtreſs. 
Oli. A ſiſter. — you are ſhe. 


8 NB 
Enter Malvolio. 


Dute. Is chis the mad-man? 
Oli. Ay, my Lord, this fame : how now, Malvolio? 
Mal. Madam, you have done me war Notorious 
wrong. 
Oli. Have I, Malvolio? no. | 
Mal. Lady, you have; ; pray you, peruſe that Letter. 
You muſt not now deny it is your hand. | 
Write from it if you can, in hand or phraſe; 
Or ſay, 'tis not your ſeal, nor your invention ; 
You can ſay none of this. Well, grant it then, 
And tell me in the modeſty of honour, | 
Why you have given me ſuch clear lights of favour, 
| Bade me come ſmiling, and croſs-garter d to you, 
To put on yellow ſtockings, and to frown 
Upon Sir Toby, and the * lighter people: 
And acting this in an obedient hope, | 
Why have you ſuffer'd me to be impriſon'd, 
Kept | in a dark houſe, viſited by the prieſt, 


* Higher —] People of leſs dignity or . 
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And made the moſt notorious geck 5, and gull, / 
That e'er invention plaid on? tell me, Why? : 
Oli. Alas, Malvolio, this is not my writing, . 
Tho', I confeſs, much like the character: 
But, out of queſtion, tis Maria's hand. 
And now I do bethink me, it was the 
Firſt told me, thou waſt mad; then cam'ſt thou fall 
| ing, : 
And in ſuch forms which here were preſuppos'd © 
U pon thee in the letter: pr'ythee, be content; 
This practice hath moſt ſhrewdly paſt upon thee; 
But when we know the grounds, and authors of it, 
Thou ſhalt be both the e and the judge 
Of thine own cauſe. 
Fab. Good Madam, hear me ſpeak ; 
And let no quarrel, nor no brawl to come, 
Faint the condition of this preſent hour, 
Which 1 have wondred at. In hope it ſhall nor, 
Moſt freely I confeſs, myſelf and Sir Toby _ 
Set this device againſt Malvolio here, 
Upon ſome ſtubborn and uncourteous parts 
We had conceiv'd againſt him. Maria writ 
The letter, at Sir Toby's great importance; 
In recompence whereof, he hath married her. 
How with a fportful malice it was follow'd, 
May rather pluck on laughter than revenge; 6 
If that the injuries be juſtly weigh'd, 
That have on both ſides paſt. 
Oli. Alas, poor fool ! 85 have they baſled thee? 
Clo. Why, /ome are born great, ſome atchieve great- 
refs, and ſome have greatneſs thruſt upon them. 1 was 
one, Sir, in this interlude; one Sir Topas, Sir; but 
that's all one: by the Lord, fool, J am not mad — 
but do you * ne laugh you at 


— = geeb—] A fool. por] Prefuppos'd, for impoſed. 
s — here avere preſop- | Wanzun ron. 


fuch 
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fuch a beret raſeal ? an you ſmile not, he's gagg'd: and 
chus the whirl-gigg of time brings in his revenges. | 
Mal. TI. be ens d on the whole pack of you. 
[ Exit. 
oh. He bach been moſt notoriouſly abus d. | 
Dube. Purſue him, and intreat him to a peace: 
He hath not told us of the captain yet; 
When that is known, and golden time convents, 
A ſolemn combination ſhall be made 
Of our dear ſouls. Mean time, ſweet ſiſter, 
We will not part from hence. Ceſario, come; 
(For ſo you ſhall be, while you are a man ;) 
zut when in other habits you are ſeen, 
Orjino”s milrell and his Haney: $ Queen. [Exeunt. . 


own: |< Inge. 


When that I was a little ring boy, 
With hey, ho, the wind and the rain : 
A fooliſh thing was but a toy, 
For the rain it rameth every day. 
But when I came to man's eſtate, 
With hey, ho, &c. 
'Gainſt knaves and thieves men ſbut their * gate, | 
For the rain, &c. | 
But when I came, alas! to wive, 
With hey, ho, &c. 
By fwaggering could I never thrive, | 
For the rain, &c. 
But when I came unto my beds, 
With hey, ho, &c. | 
With toſs-pots ſtill had drunken bead 
For the rain, &c. | | 


— A great 


1443 TWELFTHNIGHT: &. 
A great while ago the world begun, 


With hey, ho, &c. 


But that's all one, our play is done; 
And we'll ſtrive to pleaſe you every day. ¶ Exit. 


This play is in the graver 
part elegant and eaſy, and in 
tome of the . lighter ſcenes ex- 
quiſitely humorous. Ague- cheel 
is drawn with great propriety, 
but his character is, in a great 
meaſure, that of natural fatuity, 
and is therefore not the proper 
prey of a ſatiriſt. The ſoliloquy 
of Malwolio is truly comick ; he 


is betrayed to ridicule merely by 
his pride. Ihe marriage of 
Oliva, and the ſucceeding per- 
plexity, though well enough con- 
trived to divert on the ſtage, 
wants | credibility, and fails to 
produce the proper inſtruction 
required in the drama, as it ex- 


hibits no juſt picture of life. 


Dramatis Perſonee, 


SIR Jobs Falſtaff. by 
Fenton. . 

Shallow, @ Country Juice. 
Slender, Couſin to Shallow. | 
_— : þ two Gentlemen, dwelling at Windſor. 
Sir Hugh Evans, a Welch Parſon. 
Dr. Caius, a French Doctor. 
Hoſt of the Garter. 
x hte 
Piſtol. 
ho WR 
Robin, Page 2 Falſtaff. | 

William Page, @ Boy, Son to Mr. Page. 

Simple, Servant to Slender. 
Rugby, Servant to Dr. Caius. - 


Mrs. Page. 

Mrs. Ford. | 

Mrs. Ann Page, Daughter to Mr. * in „ Love with 
Fenton. 


Alrs. F Servant to Dr. Caius. 
Servants to Page, Ford, Sc. 


SCENE, Minder; and the Parts adjacent. 
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ACTE 8 
Before Page's Houſe in Windſor. | 
Enter Fuſtice Shallow, Slender, and Sir Hugh Evans, 


SHALLOW: 


5 


\IR Hugh, perſuade me not. I will make a Star- 
Chamber matter of it. If he were twenty Sir 
John Falſtaffs, he ſhall not abuſe Robert Shal- 
low, Eſq; . e 
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Slen, 


N. 


The Merry Wives of Wind- manded Shakeſpeare to continue 
for.] Queen Elizabeth was ſo it for one Play more, and to ſhew | 
well pleaſed with the admirable 'him in Love. To this Com- 
Character of Falfiaſr in the two mand we' owe the Merry Wires 
Parts of Henry IV, that, as Mr. of Windſor: which, Mr. Gil. 
Rewe informs us, She com- don ſays, he was very well aſ⸗ 8 
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Slen. In the county of D, juſtiee of peace, 


Sal. Ay, couſin Slender, ad Cuſtalorum *. 


Sen. Ay, and Rato-lorum too; and a gentleman 


born, maſter parſon, who writes hiraſelf Armigero in 
any bill, warrant, quittance, or obligation; Armigers. 
SHAl. Ay, that I do, and have done any time theſe 


' three hundred years. 


Slen. All his ſucceſſors, gone before him, 3 don't; 
and all his anceſtors, that come after him, may; they 
may give the dozen white luees in their Coar. 


Shal. It is an old Coat. 


Eva. The dozen white lowſes do " an old 


coat well; it agrees well, paſſant; ; it is a familiar- beaſt 


to man, and ſignifies love. 


Hal. The luce i is the ref fiſhy the ih is is an 


old Coat. 
Slen. I may quarter, eoz. 


Shal. You may by marrying. 
xa. It is marring, indeed, if he quarter it. 


Shal. Not a whit. 


Fra. Yes, per-lady ; if he has a quarter of your 
cat, there is but three fkirts for yourſelf, in my ſim- 


ple conjectures. 


But that is all one; if Sir John Fal. 


/taff have committed eee upon you, I am 


ſured, our Author finiſh'd in a 


1 But this maſt be 
meant only of the firſt imperfect 
Sketch > this Comedy, an old 
Juarto Edition whereof I have 
ſeen, printed in 1602; which 
ſays in the Tide- page — 4s z 
hath been divers times attcd both 
before her Majeſty and etfewhere. 
Pork. THEOBALD. 

' ® Coftalorums] This is, I ſup- 
pa. intended for a corruption 
of Cuſtos Rotulorum. The miſ- 
take was hardly defigned by 
the * who, though he 


gives Shalla folly © TY makes 
him rather pedantick tban illitc- 
rate. It we read: 

Shal. Ay, coufin Sle nder, ant 
Cuſtos Rotulorum. 
It follows naturally : 

Slen. Ay, and 3 too. 

* The luce, &c.] | fee no con. 
fequence in this anſwer. Fer- 


haps we may read, the ſalt fiſh is 


nat az eld caat, I hat is, the 
fr &/>- Sfp i is the coat of an ancient 
family, and the falt: ib is the 
coat of a merchant grown 7ic! 
by —_ over the ſea. : 

0! 
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of the Church, and would be glad to do my benevolence, | 


to make atonements and compromiſes between you. 
Shal. The Council ſhall hear it; it is a riot. 


Eva. It is not meet, the Council hear of a riot; 


there is no fear of Got in a riot: the Council, look 
you, ſhall deſire to hear the fear of Got, and not to 
ear a riot; take your viza-ments in that. 


Shal. Ha! o' my life, if I were young again, the 


ſword ſhould end ir. 


Eva. It is petter that friends is the ſword, and end 
it; and there is alſo another advice in my prain, which, 
peradventure, prings good diſcretions with it; there is 
Anne Page, * which is daughter to maſter Gearge Page, 


which is pretty virginity. 


Slen. Miſtreſs Anne Page? ſhe has brown hair, and 
{peaks ſmall like a woman“. | 
Eva. It is that ferry perſon for all the orld, as juſt 


< 


as you will deſire ; and ſeven hundred pounds of mo- 
nies, and gold and fily er, is her grandſire upon his 
death's-bed (Got deliver to a joytul reſurrections) give, 
when ſhe is able to overtake ſeventeen years old: it 
were a good motion, if we leave our pribbles and prab- 
bles, and deſire a marriage between maſter Abraham 


and miſtreſs Anne Page. 


Slen. Did her grand ſire leave her ſeven hundred 


pou nds? 


Eva. "mn and her father is ; make her a petter penny. | 


' which is Daughter to 
Mafter Thomas Page,! I he 
whole Set of Editions have ne- 
gligently blunder d one after an- 
other in Page's Chrittian Name 
in this place; tho* Mrs. Page 
calls him George afterwards in at 
lealt ſix ſeveral Paſſages. 

TaEOBALD. 

. Speaks SMALL like & abe ] 

This | 1s from the Folio of 1623, 


G 


and i is the true e reading. He ad- 
mires her for the {weetneſs of 


her voice. But the expreſlion is 
highly humourous, as making 
her ſpeaking ſmall lite a æveman 
one of her marks of diſtinction; 


and the ambiguity of Jmall, 


which ſignifies htte as well as 
low, makes the expoefficu ſtill 
more pleaſeut. WARBURTON. 
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Slen. I know the young gentlewoman; ſhe has good 

gifts. 
8 Shal. Seven hundred pounds, and pollibilities, i is 
| good 8 
Slen. Well; let us ſee honeſt Mr. Pave: Is F 40% 
there? 
Eva. Shall I tell you a lie? 1 do deſpiſe a liar, as 
I do deſpiſe one that is falſe; or as I deſpiſe one that 
is not true. The Knight, Sir John, is there; and, I 
beſeech you, be ruled by your well- wiſhers. I will 
peat the door [| Knocks.] for maſter 1 What, hoa! 
Got bleſs your houſe here. 


SCENE Il. 


Enter Mr. Page, 


Iris Who⸗ there? 

Eva. Here is Got's pleſſing, and your friend, and 
Juſtice Shallow; and here's young maſter Slender; that, 
peradventures, ſhall tell you another tale, if matters 
grow to your likings. 

Page. lam glad to ſee your wor well. I Hack 
| you for my veniſon, maſter Shallow. 

Shal. Maſter Page, I am glad to ſee you; much 
good do it your good heart: I wiſh'd your veniſcn 

better ; ; it was ill kill'd. How doth good miſtre\ 
Page? and I thank you always with my heart, la; 
with my heart. | 

Page. Sir, I thank you. 

Shal. Sir, I thank you; by yea and no, No.. 

Page. I am glad to ſee you, good maſter Sender. 

Slen. How does your fallow greyhound, Sir? | 
heard ſay, he was out- run on Cot/ale. 

Page. It could not be judg'd, Sir. 

Shen. You'll not confeſs, you'll not confeſs. | 
HSßhbal. That he will not tis your fault, tis 28 
fault —'tis a good dog. 
| Page. cur, Sir, © | 

4 e Sh 
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Shal. Sir, he's a good dog, and a fair dog ; can 
there be more ſaid? he is good and fair.— Is Sir John | 


Falſtaff here? 


Page. Sir, he is within ; and I would, 1 could do a 


good office between you. 

Eva. It is ſpoke as a chriſtian ought to ſpeak. 

S Hal. He hath wrong d me, maſter Page. 

Page. Sir, he doth in ſome ſort confeſs it. 

Shal. If it be confeſs'd, it is not redreſs'd; is not 
that ſo, maſter Page? He hath wrong'd me—indeed, 
he hath—at a word, he hath—believe me Robert 
Shallow, Eſq; faith, he is wrong'd. 

Page. Here comes Sir John. 


SCENE III. 


ufer Sir John Falſtaff: Bardolph, Nym and Piſtol. 


Fal. Now, maſter Shallow, you'll complain of me 
to the Council ? 

Shal, Knight, you have beaten my men, Kill'd my 
deer, and broke open my lodge *. 

Tal. But not kiſs'd your keeper's daughter. 

Shal. Tut, a pin; this ſhall be anſwer'd. 

Tal. I will anſwer i ir ſtrait : I have done all this. 
That is now anſwer'd. | 

Shal. The Council ſhall know this, 

Tal. Twere better for you, if 'twere not known in 
Council: you'll be laugh'd at. 

Lva. Pauca . 0 Sir John, good worts. | 

Fal. Good warts? good cabbage. Slender, I broke 
your head; what matter have you againſt me? 

Sen. Marry, Sir, I have matter in my head againſt 
you, and againſt your * cony-catching- raſcals Bardelph, 
Vm and Piſtol | Bar, 


This probably alludes to of Elizaleth, a common name for 
ſome real incident, at that time a cheat or ſharper. Greer, one 
well known. of the firſt among vs who made 


— 4 Conqcateber was in the time a trade of writing pamphlets, | 
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Bar. You Banbury cheeſe ! 


Slen. Ay, it is no matter. 
Piſt. How now, Mephoſtophius ? 
44 Ay, it is no matter. 
Nym. Slice, I fay; pauca, paucg : Mice, that's my 
humour. 
Slen. Where 6 Simple, my man? can you tell, couſin ? 
Eva. Peace: I pray you : now let us underſtand ; 
there is three umpires in this matter, as I underſtand; . 
that is, maſter Page; jidelicet, maſter Page; and there 
is myſelf; fdelicet, myſelf ; and the three party is, 
Jaſtly and finally, mine Hoſt of the Garter. | 
Page. We three to hear it, and end it between them. 
Eva. Ferry goot; I will make a prief of it in my 
note-book, and we will afterwards ork upon the cauſe 
with as great diſcreetly as We Can. | 
Fat. TH — Wo 
Piſt. He hears with ears. 
Eva. The tevil and his tam! what phraſe is this 
he hears with ears? why this is affectations. 
Fal. Piſtol, did you pick maſter Slender*s purſe ? 
Slen. Ay, by theſe gloves, did he; (or I would! 
might never come in mine own great chamber again 
elſe,) of ſeven groats in mill-ſixpences, and two? Ea- 
ward ſhoyel-boards, that coſt me two ſhilling and two 
pence a- piece of Tead Miller, by theſe * | 
Tal. Is this true, PRs 
Eva. No; it is falſe, if it is a pick-purſe. 


Pit. Ha, thou mountain-foreigner Sir Jobn 
and maſter mine. 
Combat challenge of this latten bilboe *: . 
Word 


publiſhed a deteftion of the fi IE veled on 4 a hoard, with king 
aud tricks of Cone; catchers and Edward's * ſtamped 1 5 


Ceugeners. them. 
; 7 Edzvard & howelboards. ] By E 2 T7 combat challenge of this La- 
this term, I believe, are meant, tin bilboe:] Dur modern 


brad: 5 CaileTs, tuch as are ſho- Editors have gait, 
| 4 NE 
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Word of denial in thy Labra's here; 


Word of denial. Froth and (cum, thou ly'ſt, 
Slen. By theſe gloves, then *rwas he. 


Nym. Be advis'd, Sir, and paſs good bumonrs : I 


will ſay marry trap * with you, if you run the baſe 
humour on me; that is the very note of it. 

Slen. By this hat, then he in the red face had i it; 
for tho' I cannot remember what I did when you made 
me drunk, yet I am not altogether an aſs. 


Tal. What ſay you, Scarlet and Join . 


Word, Latin, in Talic Charac- 


ters, as if it was addreſs'd to Sir 


Hugh, and meant to call him pe- 
dantic Blade, on account of his 
"OY a Schoolmaſter, and.teach- 


ing Latin. But I'll be bold to 


ſay, in This they do not take the 


Poet's Conceit. Pi/c/ barely calls 


Sir Hugh Mountain-foreigner, be- 
cauſe he had interpos'd in the 
Diſpute : but then immediately 


demands the Combat of Slender, 
k rather be read, 
Ward of denial in my Labra's. 


for having charg'd him with pick- 
ing his Pocket. The old Quar- 


1 write it Latten, as it ſnould 


be, in the common Characters: 

And as a Proof that the Author 
deſign'd This ſhould be addreſs'd 
to Slender, Sir Hugh does not 
there interpoſe one Word in the 
Quartel.” But what then ſignifies 
—— latten Bilbo? Why, Piſtol 
ſeeing Slender ſuch a ſlim, puny, 
Wight; would intimate, that he 
is as thin as a Plate of that com- 
pound Metal, which is call'd lat- 
len, and which was, as we are 
told, the Old Oricbalc. Mon- 


ſieur Dacier, upon this Verſe in 


Horace? s Epiſtle 4 Arte Poetica, 
Tibia non ut nunc Orichalco * 
_— &. | 


ſays, C i une efpece de Cuivre de 


1 comme Fon rom outs te 
I 


temoigne ; Cefl ce gue nous appel- 


lons aujourd'huy du leton. It 
« is 2 "ſort of Mountain-Copper, 


was its very Name imports, and 
« which we at this time of Day 
call Latten.“ THEOBALD. 

* Marry trap. ] When a man 


was caught in his own ſtratagem, 
J ſuppoie the exclamation ot in- 


ſult was marry, trap! 
9 Word of denial in thy Labra's 
Bere; 1 appel. it ſhould 


hear, 

That is, hear the word of de- 

nial i in my lips, Ton lieft. | 
1 — baſe humour | Read, paſs the 

Nuthooks humour. Nut hol was a 


term of reproach in the vulgar 


way, and in cant ſtrain. In the 
ſecond part of Hen. IV. Doll 
Tear/heet ſays to the beadle, Nut- 
hook, Nythook, you lie. Probably 
it was a name given to a bailiff 
or catchpole, very odious to the 
common people. HAxUER. 

2 —— Scarlet ard John ?] 
The names of two cf Robin 
Hood's com anions ; but the hu- 
mour conſiſts in the allufion to 
Bardolplys red face; concerning 
which -ſee the ſecond part of 
— the fourth. WaRBURTON. 


Bard, 
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Bard. Why, Sir, for my part, I ſay, the gentle- 
man had drunk himſelf out of his five fentences. 
Eva. It is his five ſenſes: fie, what the Ignorance is! 
Bard. And being fap, Sir, was, as . ſay, ca- 
ſhier'd; and fo concluſions paſt the car-eires -. 

Slen. Ay, you ſpake in Latin then too; but tis no 
matter; I'll never be drunk whilſt I live again, but in 
honeſt, eivil, godly company, for this trick: if I be 
drunk, I'll be drunk with thofe that have the Fear of 
God, and not with drunken knaves. 

Eva. So Got udg me, that is a virtuous 1 

Fal. Vou hear all theſe matters denz d. gentlemen; 
you hear it. | 


Enter Miſtreſe Anne Page, with Wine, 


Page. Nay, daughter, carry the wine in; we'l 
drink within. [Exit Anne Page, 
Slen. O heav'n! this 1 is miſtreſs Anne Page. 


Enter Miſtreſs Ford and Miſtreſs Page. 


Page. How now, miltreſs Ford? | 

Fal. Miſtreſs Ford, by my troth, you are very wel | 
met; by your leave, good miſtreſs. [Riffing ber. 

Page. Wife, bid theſe gentlemen welcome : come, 
we have a hot veniſon paſty to dinner; come, gentle- 
men; I hope, we ſhall drink down all unkindneſs. 


Exe. Fal. Rage, Sc. 


Kot Nx 
Manent Shallow, Evans, and Slender. 


len. I had rather than forty Hane 2 had my 
book of ſongs and ſonnets here. 


Enter Simple. 
How now, Simple, where have you been? I muſt wait 


1 Careires.] I believe this fion means, that he common 
ſtrange word is nothing but the bounds of good behaviour auere 
 Freach carie: , and the expreſ- ewrrpeſſed. 

On 
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on myſelf, muſt I? you have not the book of riddles 


about. you, have you ? 


Simp. Book of riddles! why, aid you not lend it to 


afore Michaelmas? 


Alice Shortcake * upon Allhallowmas laſt, a fortnight 


Shal. Come, coz ; come, coz; we ſtay for you : 
word with you, co: marry this, coz; there is, as 


'rwere, a tender, a kind of tender, made afar of by 
Sir Hugh here; do you underſtand me ? : 


Slen. Ay, Sir, you ſhall find me reaſonable : if it 


be fo, I ſhall do that that is reaſon. 


- 


Shal. Nay, but underſtand me. 


'S/en. So I do, Sir. 


Eva, Give ear to his motions, Mr. Slender: Lt 


deſcription the matter to you, if you be capacity of it. 


Sen. Nay, I will do, as my couſin Shallow lays: I 
pray you, pardon me; he's a Juſtice of peace in his 
country, ſimple rho? I ſtand here. 

Eva. But that is not the queſtion; the queſtion is 


concerning your marriage, 


Shal. Ay, there's the point, Sir. 
Eva. Marry, is it; the very point of ir, to Mrs. 


Anne Page. 


- Sten, Why, if it be ſo, 1 will marry her upon any 


reaſonable demands. 


Eva. But can you affection the *oman ? let us com- 
mand to know that of your mouth, or of your lips; 


tor divers philoſophers hold, that the lips is parcel of 


: upon Allhallowmas /a/?, 
a fortnight afore Michaelmas. ] 
Sure, Simple's a little out in his 
Reckoning. Althallowmas is al- 
moſt five Weeks after Michael. 
mas, But may it not be urg'd 
it is delign'd, Siraple ſhould ap- 
pear thus ignorant, to keep up 
Character? I thing, not. The 
ſimpleſt Creatures (nay, even Na- 


 turals) generally are very preciſe 


in the n of Feitivals, 


and marking how the Seaſons 
run: and therefore I have ven- 
tur'd to ſuſpe& our Poet wrote 
Mar temas, as the Vulgar call it: 
Which is near a fortnight after 
All Saints Day, i. e. eleven Days, 
both incluſive. 

This correction, thus ſeriouſly 


and wiſely enforced, is received 


by Sir Tho. Hanmer, but probably 
Soak Peare intended a blunder. 


THEOBALD; 


the | 
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the mind, therefore preciſely, can you carry your good 


Will to the maid ? 
Shal. Couſin Abraham Slender, can you love her? 


Slen. J hope, Sir, I will do, as it ſhall become one 
that would do reaſon. 

' Eva. Nay, Got's lords and his ladies, you. mult 
ſpeak poſſitable, if you can carry her your deſires 
towards her. | 
HShal. That you muſt : will you, upon good dowry, 
marry her ? 

Slen. J will do a greater thing than that upon your 
_ requeſt, couſin, in any reaſon, _ 

SHal. Nay, conceive me, conceive me, ſweet bbs, 

what I do, is to pleaſure you, c can you love che 
maid? 
Slen. 1 «tl marry her, Sir, at your requeſt : but if 
there be no great love in the beginning, yet heav'n 
may decreaſe it upon better acquaintance, when we are 
marry'd, and have more occaſion to know one anc- 
ther: I hope, upon familiarity will grow more con- 
rempt : but if you ſay, marry her, I will marry her, 
that I am freely diſſolved, and diſſolutely. 

Eva. It is a ferry diſcretion anſwer, fave, the fall is 
in th'ort diſſolutely: the ort is, according to gur mean- 
ing, reſolutely ; his meaning is good. . 
Shal. Ay, I think, my couſin meant well. = 
_ Shen. Ay, or elle I would [ 2 be hang 'd, la. 


T hope upon Familiarity bland. but to make him fay, 


_ grow more Content ] Cer- 
tainly, the Editors in their Sa- 


gacity have murder'd a Jeſt here. 


It is deſign'd, no doubt, that. 


Slender ſhould ſay decreaſe, in- 
ſtead of iucreaſe; and diſſolved, 


5 Holuurh, inſtead of 7 efolved and 


on the preſent Occafion, that 
upon Familiarity will grow more 
Content, inſtead of Contempt, is 


diſarming the Sentiment of all 


its Salt and Humour, and diſap- 

pointing the Audience of a rea- 

ſonable Cauſe for Laughter. 
FTHEOBALD- 


SCENE 
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SCENE V. 


Enter MI iftreſs Anne Page. 


Shal. Here comes fair miſtreſs Anne : would, | 


were young for your ſake, miſtreſs Anne / 


Anne. The dinner is on the table; my father deſires | 


your worſhip's company. 
Shal. J will wait on him, fair miſtteſs Anne. 


Eva. Od's pleſſed will, Iwill not be abſence at the 
Grace. [Ex. Shallow and Evans. 


Anne. Will't pleaſe your worſhip to come in, Sir? 

 S/en. No, 1 thank you, forſooth, heartily ; ; I am 
very well. 

Anne. The dinner attends you, Sir. 

Slen. Jam not a-hungry, I thank you, forſooth. Go, 


Sirrah, for all you are my man, go wait upon my 


couſin Shallow : [Ex. Simple.] A Juſtice of peace 
ſometime may be beholden to his friend for a man. I 
keep bur three men and a boy yet, till my mother be 
dead; but what though, yet I live like a 5 gentle 
man born. 

Anne. I may not go in without your worllip ; i they 
will not fit, till you come. 


Slen. Tfaith, Pll eat nothing: 1 thank you as much 


as though I did. 
Anne. I pray you, Sir, walk in. 


Slen. 1 had rather walk here; I thank you: I bruis'd 
my ſhin th'other day with playing at fword and dagger 


with a maſter of fence, three veneys for a diſh of 
ſtew'd prunes; and, by my troth, I cannot abide the 


ſmell of hot meat ſince. Why do your dogs bark fo? 


be there bears i'th' town? 
Anne. I think, there are, Sir; I heard chem cala 
of. 


deen. I love the ſport well, but I fhall as ſoon quar- 


rel 
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rel at it as my man in England. You are afraid, if 
you ſee the bear looſe, are you not? 

mm 37. S8. 

Slen. That's meat and drink to me now; 1 hare 
ſeen Sacker/on loofe twenty times, and have taken him 


by the chain; but I warrant you, the women have ſo 


cry'd and ſhriek'd at it, that it paſt *: : but women, in- 


deed, cannot abide 'em, they are very ill- favour'd 


rough es. 
20h Enter Mr. Page. 


Page. Come, gentle Mr. Slender, come; we ſtay for 
ou. 
s Slen. Pl eat nothing, I thank you, Sir. 

Dage. By cock and pye, you ſhall not chuſe, Sir; 
come; come. 

Sen. Nay, pray vou, lead the way. 

Page. Come on, Sir. 

Slen. Miſtreſs Anne, yourſelf ſhall go firſt. 


Anne. Not I, Sir; pray you, keep on. 


Slen. Truly, 1 will not go * truly-la: iI not 


do you that wrong. 
Anne. pray you, Sir. | 
Slen. PII rather be unmannerly, than troubleſome ; 


you do yourſelf . indeed-la. [Exeunt. 


SCENE VI. 


| Re-enter Evans and Simple. 


Ev. va. Go your ways, and aſk of Doctor Caius“ houſe 
which is the way; and there dwells one miſtreſs Qy:c#- 


ly, which is in the manner of his nurſe, or his dry | 


900 or this paſſes, was a way of This paſſes all expreſſion, or = 
- ſpeaking cuſtomary heretofore, haps, T his paſſes all things. 

to ſignity the excef, or extra- ſtill uſe paſſing well, Ab s 
erditary degree of any thing. The ſtrange. | WarBURTON. 


nurſe, 


that it paſt; =] I. Cee” completed would = - 
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nurſe, or his cook, or his laundry, his waſher, and his 
wringer. ; 
Simp. Well, Sir. : 15 
Eva. Nay, it is petter yet; give her TEA Lethon; tor 
it is a *oman that altogethers acquaintance with miſs 
treſs Anne Page; and the letter is to deſire and require 
her to ſollicit your maſter'sdeſires io miſtreſs Anne Page: 
pray you, be gone; I will make an end of my din- 


ner; there 8 Pippins and cheeſe to come. 
Le ſreralh. 


1 G E 35 E. vn. 
Changes to hs Ger gel. 


Eto Falſtaff, Hoſt, Bardolph, Nym, Piſtol ond dun. | 


Fal. INE hoſt of the garter. —- 
| Hoſt. What ſays my bun Rock ? "a 
chollarly, and wiſely, 

Tal. Truly, mine hoſt, I muſt turn away ſome of ME 
tollowers. 

Ht, Diſcard, bully Hercules, caſhier ; ; let them 
wag : trot, trot. 

Tal. 1 fit at ten pounds a 5 ” 

Het. Thou'rt an Emperor, Cæſar, Reiſar an 1 
zar. I will entertain Bardolphb, he ſhall drau, he {hall 
ap: ſaid I well, bully Hector! + >, 

Fal. Do fo, good mine hoſt. 

Het. J have ſpoke, let him follow; let me ſee thee 
froth, and live: I am at a word; follow. [Exit Hoſt. 

Tal. Bardolph, follow him; a tapſter is a good trade: 
an old cloak makes a new jerkin; 4 wither' d lervipg: 
man, a freſh tapſter ; go, adieu. 

Bard. It is a life that I have defir'd: I will thrive. 

[ Exit Bard. 
7 . o baſe ad wight wilt thou the ſpigot 
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Nym. He was gotten in drink, is nor the humour . 
conceited? His mind is not ieroide; and there? s the 


humour of i it. 
Frͤal. I am glad, I am ſo quit of this tinderbox; his 
thefts were too open; his filchitig was like an uindkilful 
finger, he kept not time. 
1155 The good humour 1 is to ſteal 3 minute 
re 
Piſt. Convey, the Wiſe i it call: ſteal? ? foh; a fie 
for the phiraſe! 
Fal. Well, Sirs, I am chal out at heels. | 
Piſt. Why then let kibes enſue. 
Fal. There is no remedy : I muſt cony-catch, 
mult ſnift. 
Pi. Young ravens muſt have food. | 
Tul. Which of you know Ford of this Town? 
Piſt. I ken the wight, he is of ſubſtance good. 
Tal. My honeſt lads, I will tell you what I am about 
Prft. Two yards and more. + 
Ful. No quips now, Piſtol: indeed, I am in the 
waſte two yards about; but I am now about no waſte, 
 '] am about thrift: Briefly, I do mean to make love 
toe F6rd*s wife: I ſpy entertainment in her; ſhe diſ- 
' courſes, ſhe carves, ſhe gives the leer of invitation: ! 
can conſtrue the action of her familiar ſtile; and the 
hardeſt voice of her behaviour; to be engliſh'd right 
is, [ am Sir John Falſtaff's. 
Piſt. He hath ſtudy'd her well, and tranſlated her 
well; out of honeſty into Engliſh, 
Mu. The anchor 4 is s deep; will that humour paſs! 


5 . reſt.] jelatjon the: 1 has to . 
It was very judiciouſly ſuggeſted tion. Perhaps we may read 7 
to me by a young gentleman authour - 25 deep; or perhaps the 
who knows more of muſick than line is out of its place, and ſhould 
, that. our authour probably be inſerted lower after Faifaf 


wrote at a minim's reſt. has ſaid, 
7 The anchor is deep; auill that Sail like my pimact fo theſe gold 
bumaur paſi ] 1 tee not what en foores, 


Tal. 


+ . ap at oe. ed. aw ae. 
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Tal. Now, the report goes, ſhe has all the rule of 
her husband's purſe : ſhe hath a legion of angels. 
Piſt. As many devils entertain; and to her, boy, 
ſay I. EY : 15 | | 
"Ny The humour riſes; it is good; humour me 
the angels. „„ 1 8 * a 
Tal. IJ have writ me here a letter to her; and here 
another to Page's wife, who even now gave me good 
eyes too, examin'd my parts with moſt judicious ey- 
liads; ſemetimes, the beam of her view gilded my 
foot; ſometimes, my portly belly. BE, 

Piſt. Then did the ſun on dung-hill ſnine. 
 Nyn. I thank thee for that humour. 5 

Tal. O, ſhe did fo courſe o'er my exteriors with ſuch 
.a greedy intention, that the appetite of her eye did 
ſeem to ſcorch me up like a burning-glaſs. Here's 
another letter to her; ſhe bears the purſe too; ſhe * is 
a region in Guiana, all gold and bounty. I will be 
Cheater to them both, and they ſhall be Exchequers to 
me; they ſhall be my Eaſt and Meſt- Indies, and 1 
Will trade to them both. Go, bear thou this letter ta 


liche is a Region in Guiana, all 
Gold and Bounty.) If the Tra- 
dition be true (as I doubt not, 


but it is) of this Play being 


wrote at Queen Elixabeth's Com: 
mand; this Paſſage, perhaps, 
may furniſh a probable Conjec- 
ture that it could not appear till 
after the Vear 1598. The men- 
tion of Guiana, then ſo lately diſ- 
cover'd to the Engliſs, was a 


very happy Compliment to Sir 
V. Raleigh, who did not begin 


his Expedition for South America 
all 1595, and return'd from it 
in 596, with an advantageous 
Account of the 


Cniana. Such an Addreſs of the 
* OL. II. 


my houſe, nor uo Cheater. — 
which is meant E/cheatours, an 


great Wealth of 
people. 


Rh 


Poet was likely, 1 imagine, to 
have a proper Impreſſion on the 


People, when the Intelligence of 


ſuch a golden Country was freſh _ 
in their Minds, and gave them. 
Expectations of immenſe Gain: 
e THEOBALD- 
9 ] will be Cheater to them 
both, and they ſhall be Exchequers 
to me; —] The fame joke is in- 
tended here, as in the ſecond 
part of Herry the fourch, Act 2. 
Iwill bar ud honeft _ 
y 


officer in the exchequer, in no 
good repute with the common 
WARBURTONs 
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miſtreſs Page, and thou this to miltreſs Tord: we will 


thrive, lads, we will thrive. 


Pi/ Shall 1 Sir Pandarus of Troy become,” 
And by my ſide wear ſteel ? then, Lucifer, take all! 


Nym. 1 will run no baſe humour ; here, take the 
humour letter, I will keep the *haviour of reputation. 


Fal. Hold, Sirrah, bear you theſe letters tightly, 


Sail like my pinnace to theſe golden ſhores. 


Rogues, hence, avaunt! vaniſh like hail-ſtones, go; 
Trudge, plod away o'th' hoof ſeek ſhelter, pack! 
Falſtaſf will learn the humour of the age, 

| French thrift, you rogues; myſelf, and {kirted page. 


SCEN 


LEW? Falſtaff and Boy, 
F. VIII. 


Piſt. Let vultures gripe thy guts; for gourd, and 


Fullam holds : 


And high and low beguiles the rich mu poor. 
Teſter I'll have in pouch, when thou ſhalt lack, 


Baſe Phrygian Turk / 


Nym. J have operations in my head, which be hu- 


mours of revenge. 


Piſt. Wilt thou revenge? 
Nym. By welkin, and her ſtar, 


Pit. With wit, or ſteel ? 


Mn. With both the humours, I: 
— will diſcuſs the humour of this love to Ford. | 


7 Me gourd, and Ful- 
| 1 holds : 

Aud high and low beguiles the 
rich and poor.) Fullam is 
a cant term for falſe dice, high 
and low. Torriano, in his La- 
lian PMictionary, interprets Piſe 
by falk dice, high and low men, 
high Fullams, and low Fullams. 
Fohnſon, in his Every man out of 


his — quibbles upon this 


* 


cant term. Who, he ferwe ? He 
keeps high men and low men, he 


has a fair living at F allam. — © 


As for Gourd, or rather Gord, it 
was another inſtrument of gam- 


ing, as appears from Beaumont 


and Fletcher's & cornful Lady, — 
And thy dry bones can reach at no- 
thing noæv, but GORDS or nine- 
pins, | 

WARBURTON. 


Piſt. 


[To Robin, 


- Pi/t. And Ito Page ſhall eke unfold, 

How Falſtaf,, varlet vile 
His dove will prove, his gold will hold, 
And his ſoft couch defile. 15 

Ma. My humour ſhall not cool; I will incenſe 
Ford to deal with poiſon; I will poſſeſs him with yel- 
lowneſs; for the Revolt of Mien * is dangerous: that 
3s my true humour. | 


Pit. Thou art the Mars of male-contents : I ſecond 


thee; troop ds? W 
8 C E N E IX. 
Changes 10 Dr. Caius's Houſe, 
: Fatal Mrs. Ga Simple, and John Rugby. 5 
Vic. HAT, John Rugby! J pray thee, go to 


the caſement, and ſee if you can ſee my 
maſter, maſter Doctor Caius, coming; if he do, i'faith, 


and find any body in the houſe, here will be old abu- 


ing of God's patience, and the King's Engliſb. 
Rug. I'll go watch. . 
Dic. Go, and we'll have a poſſet for't ſoon at 


night, in faith, at the latter end * of a ſea- coal fire. 


(Exit Rugby.] An honeſt, willing, kind fellow, as 
crer ſervant ſhall come in houſe withal ; and, I War- 
rant you, no tell-tale, nor no breed- bate; his worſt 
fault is, that he is given to pray'r; he is ſomething 
peeviſh that way; but no- body but has his fault; but 
let that paſs. Peter Simple, you ſay your name is. 
Sim. Ay, for fault of a better. vs 

Nic. And maſter Slender's your maſter ? 

Sim. Ay, forſooth. | 


* — the Revolt of Mien] J ſerve, for of the preſent text I 
ſuppoſe we may read, the revo/t can find no meaning. „ 
men. Sir T. Hanmer reads, 3 at the latter end, &c.] 
!his revolt of mine. Either may That is, when my maſter is in bed. 
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Quic. Does he not ons a great round beard, like a 
glover's paring-knife ? | 
Sim. No, forſooth; he hath but a little wee-face, 
with a little yellow beard, * a Caim colour'd beard. 
Duic. A ſoftly-ſprighted man, is he not? . 

Sim. Ay, forſooth; but he is as tall a man of his 
hands, as any is between this and his head: he hath 
fought with a warrener. 

Ovic. How fay you? oh, I ſhould remember him ; 
does he ot hold up his head, as it were? and Rieu i 
his gate ? | 

Sim. Yes, indeed, does hes 

Qyic..Well, heav n ſend Anne Page no worſe for- 
tune! Tell lor parſon Evans, I'll do what I can 
1or your maſter : Anne i is a good girl, and I Wiſh— 


Tater. Rugby. 


Rug. Our, alas! here comes my maſter. 

Dui, We ſhall all be ſhent; run in here, good 
young man; go into this cloſet ; [ hu Simple in the 
claſet.] He will not ftay long. What, John Rugby. 
Joſin. / what, Fohn, I ſay; go, John, go enquire for 
my maſter; I doubt, he be not well, that he comes 
not home : and * devon, a-down-a, &c. LS ng. 


8 © . N E. * 
Enter Doctor Caius. 


| Gains. vat is you ſing? I do not like des toys, 
pray you, go and vetch me in my cloſet un boitier werd; 
a box, a green- a box; do intend vat] ſpeak? a greens 
box. 


+ — 4 cane-colour'd beard.] Cain 1 valle, in the Tape 
Thus the latter Editions. I have firies, and Pictures of old, were 
reſtord with the old Copies, * with ye/low Beards. 
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Duc. Ay, forſooth, I'll fetch it you. 


I am glad, he went not in himſelf; if he had found 
the young man, he would have been horn- mad. [4/:de. 
Caius. Fe, fe, fe, fe, ma: fot, il fait ford chaud; je 


wen vaie a la Cour 


la grandes F af ore. 
Duc. Is it this, Sir? 


Caius. Ouy, mettez le au mon pocket; Deptches, 


quickly; ver is dat knave Rugby? 

Dic. What, John Rugby ! Fobn - { 

Rug. Here, Mr: .- : 

Calus. You are John Rugby, and you are Fack F YR 
by; come, take-a your as and come after my hecl 
to the Court. 

Rug. Tis ready, Sir, here in the porch. 


Carus. By my trot, I tarry too long: od's me! Qu | 


ay / oublie? dere is ſome ſimples in my cloſet, dat L 
will not for the varld I ſhall leave behind, 


Luic. Ay-me, he'll find the young man there, and 


be mad, 


Caius, O Diable, Diable! vat is in my cloſet ? vil- | 


laine, Larron ! Rugby, my rapier. 
| [Pulls Simple out of the clejet. 

Quic. Good maſter be content. 

_ Caius, Wherefore ſhall I be content-a ? 

Luic. The young man is an honeſt man. 

Caius, What ſhall de honeſt man do in my cloſer ? 
dere is no honeſt man, dat ſhall come in my cloſer. 

9vic. I beſeech you, be not ſo flegmatick; hear the 
truth of it. He came of an r errand. to me from par- 
ion Hugh. | 

Caius, Vell. 

Sim. Ay, forſooth, to deſire her to — 

L21c. Peace, I pray you. 

_ Caius, Peace-a your a your tale, 

Sim. To deſire this honeſt gentlewoman, your maid, 
to {peak a good word to miſtreſs Anne Page for my 
maſter 1 in the way of marriage, 
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labs. This is all, indeed- la; bur Pl never put my 
finger in the fire, and need not. 
Caius. Sir Hugh ſend. a- you? Rugby, baillez me 
ſome paper; tarry you a little while. 
Qauic. I am glad he is ſo quiet; if he had hown tho- 
roughly moved, you ſhould have heard him ſo loud, 
and fo melancholy.— But notwithſtanding, man, I'II do 
for your maſter what good I can; and the very yea 
and the wo is, the French Doctor my maſter. (I may 
call him my maſter, look you, for I keep his houſe, 
and I waſh, wring, brew, bake, ſcour, dreſs meat 
and drink, make the beds, and do all myſelt.) 

Sm. Tis a great charge to come under one _ $ 
hand. | 

Quic. Are you a-vis'd o that ? vou ſhall find it a 
great charge; and to be up early and down late. —But 
notwith( ſtanding, to tell you in your ear, I would have 
no words of it, my maſter himſelf is in love with mi- 
ſtreſs Anne Page; but, notwithſtanding that, I know 
Anne's mind, that's neither here nor there. 
___ Cars. You jack'nape; give-a this letter to Sir Hugh; 
by gar, it is a ſhallenge: I will cut his throat in „ 
parke, and I will teach a ſcurvy jack-a-nape prieſt to 
meddle or make - you may be gone; it is not 
good you tarry here; by gar, I will cut all his two 
ſtones; ; by gar, he ſhall not have a ſtone to trow at 
his dog. | [Exit Simple. 

Orc. Alas, he ſpeaks but for his friend. c 
| Go . It is no matter'a ver dat: do you nat tell-a-me, 
dat I ſhall have Anne Page for myſelf ? by gar, I vill 
kill de jack prieſt ; and I have appointed mine hoſt of 
de Farterre to meaſure our weapon; by gar, I will my- 


ſelf have Anne Page. 


. ©nc. Sir, the maid loves you, and all ſhall be well: 
we moſt give folks leave to prate; what, the goujere 
: Caius, Rugby, come to the Court with me; 


by g gar, if | J have not Anne Page, 1 ma turn your 
4 head 


» 


\ . 
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head out of my door; follow my heels, Rugby. 
Ex. Caius and Rugby. 


Quic. You ſhall hive An fodls-head of your own. 
No, I know Anne's mind for that; never a Woman 


in Windſor knows more of Anne's mind than I do, nor 


can do more than I do with her, I thank heav'n. 
Fent. (within. ) Who's within there, hoa? 
Lic. Who's there, I trow, come near the houſe 


1 88 you 


SCPNE WM 
Enter Mr. Fenton. 


F-nt. How now, good woman, how doſt thou ? | 
Dic. The better, that 1 it pleaſes your good worſhip 


to alk. 


_ Fent. What news? how does pretty miſtreſs Anne? 

Lyic. In truth, Sir, and ſhe is pretty, and honeſt, 
and gentle; and one that is your friend, I can tell * 
that by the way, I praiſe heav'n for it. 

Fent. Shall I do any good, think'ſt thou? ſhall 1 


not loſe my ſuit? 
Quic. Troth, Sir, all is in his hands above; but 


. notwithſtanding, maſter Fenton, Pl be ſworn on a book, 


ſhe loves 7 na not your worſhip a Wart above 
your eye! 
\Fent. Yes, marry, have 12 and what of that? | 
Quic. Well, thereby hangs a tale; good faith, it is 
ſuch another Nan; but, I deteſt, an honeſt maid as ever 
broke bread;—we had an hour's talk of that wart. 


I ſhall never laugh but in that maid's company :—But, 


indeed, ſhe is given too much to allicholly and muſing ; 
but for you———Well———go to—-— 

Fent. Well, I ſhall ſee her to day; hold, there's 
mony for thee : let me have thy voice in my behalf; 
if thou ſeeſt her before me, commend me 

QNuic. Will I? ay, faith, that we will: and I will 
| H h 1 | tell 
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tell your worſhip more of the wart, the next ume We 


have confidence, and of other wooers. 
Fen. Well, farewel, Iam in great haſte now. ¶ Exit. 
Nic. Farewel to your worſhip. Truly, an honeſt 
gentleman, but Anne loves him not; I know Anne's 
mind as well as another Joer. Out upon't, what have 
1 forgot? 7 Exit. 


AC T II. 8 C E N E . 
Before Page s Houſe. 


Cater Mrs. Page, with a Lan 


Mrs. PAGE. 


HAT, have I ſcap'd Lovcdenal in the holy- 
day-time of my beauty, and am I now a ſub- 
ject for them? let me ſee : 


A me no reaſon, by T love you; for tho Ive we 


reaſon fer his precifian 5, he admits him not for his coun- 
 fellor;: pou ore not Joung, no more am I; go to then, 


—— tho" love uſ nix for. 
bs preciſian, he admits him not 
for his counſellor :J This is ob- 


- Jeure; but the meaning is, % 


love permit reaſon to tell what is 


fit to be done, he ſeldom follows its 


advice— By preciſian, is meant 
tion. Perhaps Falſtaſt ſaid,T hough 
love uſe reaſon as his phyſician, 
he admits him not for his counſel- 


ore who pretends to a more than 
ordinary degree of virtue and 
ſanctity. On which aecount they 
gave this name to the puritans 
of that time. So Oftorne, 


'Conform their mode, words and 


/ooks to theſe Pe ͤ·ͥ And 


Maine, in his City match, 
Ia commend 
A great PRECISIAN 10 her, for 
her woman. WARBURTON. 
Preciſian. Of this word 1 
do not ſee any meaning that is 
very appoſite to the preſent inten- 


lor. This will be lain ſenſe. 


Aſk not the reaſon of my love; 
the Buſineſs of Reaſon i is not to 
aſſiſt love but to cure It, 


there's — 


the 
the 


100 


ſtr 


the 


fall 
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there's ſympathy : you are merry, ſo am I; ha! 


that I love thee. I will not ſay, pity me, tis not a 
| foldier-like phraſe ; but I. ſay, love me: 
By me, thine own true Knight, 
By day or night, | | 
Or any kind of light, 
With all his might, 


For thee to fight. John Falſtaff. 


What a Herod of Fewry is this ? O wicked, wicked 
haviour hath this Flem/b drunkard pickt, i'th' devil's 
company: what ſhould I ſay to him? I was then 


of 


— 7 was then frugal of 
my mirth, &c.] By breaking 


this ſpeech into exclamations, 


the text may ſtand 3 but I 
once thought it muſt be read, If 
[ was not then frugal of my 
mirth, | | 

7 —— abill in the Parliament 
for the putting dowon of Men :—] 
What, Mrs. Page, put down the 
whole Species Unins ob noxam, 
for a ſingle Offender's Treſpaſs ? 
Don't be ſo unreaſonable in your 
Anger. But *tis a falſe Charge 
anſt You: I am perſuaded, a 
ort Monoſyllable is dropt out, 
which, once reſtor d, would qua- 
ty the Matter. We muſt ne- 


dewn of fat Men. 


And in the old Quarto's, Mrs. 
Page, ſo ſoon as ſhe has read the 
Letter, ſays, Well, 1 ſhall truft 
fat Men the worſe, while I live, 


for his ſake: And he is call'd, 


the fat Knight, the greaſy Knight, 


by the Women, throughout the 


Play. THEOBALD, 
l exhibit a Bill in Par- 


Mr. Theobald ſays, we muſt ne- 


ceflarily read, 1 
rr putting down of fat 
EE men: 


9 
54a 
then there's more ſympathy ; you love ſack, and ſo do I; 
would you deſire better ſympathy ? let it ſuffice thee, mi- 
ſtreſs Page, at the leaſt if the love of a ſoldier can ſuffice, 


world! one that is well nigh worn to pieces with age, 
to ſhow himſelf a young gallant! what unweigh'd be- 


name, out of my converſation, that he dares in this 
manner eſſay me? why, he hath not been thrice in my 


frugal of my mirth - heav'n forgive me - Why, III 
| exhibit ' a Bill in the Parliament for the putting down 


ceſſarily read. for the putting 
.—- Mrs. Ford 
ſays in the very. enſuing Scene, 
1 ſhall think the worſe of fat Men, 
as long as I have an Eye, &c. 


# 


liament for putting down of MEN :] 
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of men: how ſhall I be reveng'd on him? ſor re. 


veng'd I will be, as e as his guts are made of pud: 


dis 


5 C E N 


E 


Enter Mrs. Ford. 


Mrs. Ford. Mrs. Page, 
your houſe, 


truſt me, J was going to 


Mrs. Page. And truſt me, 11 coming to you; 


you look very ill. 


Mrs. Ford. Nay, TI ne'er believe Wat; I have to | 


ſhew to the contrary. 


Mrs. Page. *Faith, but you do, in my mind. 


Mrs. Ford. Well, I do 
men. But how 1s the matter 
mended ? or the thought made 
leſs ridiculous ? Shakeſpeare wrote, 
for the putting down of 
MUM, 2. e. the fattening liquor 
Jo called. 
Mild goofe chaſe : 
have cver my flomach, would TI 


had fore mum. This is truly 


humorous, and agrees with the 


character ſhe had juſt before given 
him of Flemiſb drunkard. But 
the greateſt confirmation of this 
conjecture is the alluſon the 
words, in queſtion, bear to a 
matter then publickly tranſacting. 
The Merry Wives of Windſor 
- appears to have been wrote 1n 
1601, or very ſhortly after. 
we are informed by Sir Simon 
D'Eæues Fearnal, that no home 
affair made more noiſe in and 
out of parliament at that time, 
than the ſuppreſſion and regula- 
tion of taverns, inns, ale-houſes, 
ſtrong liquors, and the drinkers 


So Fletcher in his 
What a cold J 


others of the ſame nature. 


And 


then; yet I ſay, I could 


of them. In the Parliament held 
1597, a- bill was brought into 
both houſes, For fifpreſſing bb. 
multitude of Maliſters, & c. An- 
other, To reſirain the exceſs 
making of Malt, and difcrder\ 
brewing of fireng Leer. Another, 
For regulation of Inns, 1 avert, 
&c. In the next Parliament, held 
1601, was a bill, For ite ſip- 
preſſing of the multitude of 2 
houſes and Tipling hcujes. 
other, Againſt exceſſive 8 con- 
mon drunkenneſs; and feveril 
Some 
of which, after much canvaſſing, 
were thrown out, and other 
paſſed into Acts. WAR BURT. 
I do not ſee that any altera- 
tion is neceſſary, if it were, ei- 
ther of the foregoing conjectures 
might ſerve the turn. But ſurely 
Mrs. Page may naturally enough, 
in the firſt beat of her anger, 


rail at the ſex for the fault of 


One. 


ſhew 
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ſhew you to the contrary : 0 ita age give me 
ſome counſel. | : 
Mrs. Page. What's the matter, woman? 
Mrs, Ford. O woman! if it were not for one trilling 
reſpect, I could come to ſuch honour. 


Mrs. Page. Hang the trifle, woman, take the ek 5 


nour; what is it? diſpenſe with trifles; what is it? 

Mrs. Tord. If 1 would but go to hell for an eternal 
moment, or ſo, I could be knighted. 

Mrs. Page. What ?—thou lieſt !—Sir tin Ford !— 
theſe Knights will hack, and ſo thou ihouldſt not alter 
the article of thy gentry *. 

Mrs. Ford. We burn daylight — here, ond Ha 
—perceive how I might be knighted —1 ſhall think 
the worſe of fat men, as long as I have an eye to make 
difference of men's liking; and yet he would not 


| ſwear; prais'd women's modeſty ; and give ſuch or- 
| derly and well-behaved reproof to all uncomelineſs, 
that I would have {worn his diſpoſition would have 


en, n Alice 
Ford! eV Knights vill Hack, 


and ſo thou fhouldſft not alter the 


| article of thy gentry.] The unin- 
| telligible nonſenſe of this {pecch 
| 18 hardly to be matched. The 


change of a ſingle letter has oc- 


caſioned it, which is thus eaſily | 
removed, 


Read and point, 
Theſe Knights vill Lack, and 
h thou ſhouldſt not alter the arti- 
cle of thy gentry. The other 
had faid, 7 could be knighted, 


meaning, I could have a Knight 


for my lover ; her companion 
took it in the other ſenſe, of 
conferring the title, and ſays, 
What, thou lieft ! Six Alice Ford ! 
——— theſe Knights will lack a 
tit, [i. e. riſk the puniſhment 
of degradation] rather than not 
nale a whore of thee, For we 
are to obſerve that and Ho 


FE foouldf not, is a mode of 
ſpeech, amongſt the writers of 
that time, equivalent to — ra- 
ther than thou ſhouldft not. 
W-AaRBURTON, 
Upon this paſſage the learned 
Editor has tried his ſtrength, in 
my opinion, with more ſpirit than 
ſucceſs. 
IL read thus — Theſe knights 
we'll hack, and ſo thou ſhouldeſt 


not alter the article of thy gentry. 
- The: puniſhment of a recreant 


or undeſerving knight, was to 
hack off his ſpurs : the meaning 
therefore is ; it is not worth the 
while of a gentlewoman to be 
made a Knight, for we'll de- 


grade all theſe Knights in a lit- 
tle time, by the uſual form of 


hacking off their ſpurs, and thou, 
if thou art knighted, Tait be 
hacked with the reſt. 

gone 
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gone to the truth of his words; but they do no more 
adhere, and keep place together, than the hundredth 
Pſalm to the tune of Green Sleeves, What tempeſt, 
I trow, threw this whale, with ſo many ton of oil in 
his belly, a' ſhore at Wind/or * how ſhall I be reveng'( 
on him? I think, the beſt way were to entertain him 
with hope, till the wicked fire of luſt have melted 
him in his own greaſe— Did you ever hear the like? 

Mrs. Page. Letter for letter, but that the name of 


Page and Ford differs. To thy great comfort in thi; 


myltery of ill opinions, here's the twin brother of thy 
letter; but let thine inherit firſt, for, I proteſt, mine 
never ſhall. I warrant he hath a thouſand of the 
letters, writ with blank-ſpace for different names; 
nay, more; and theſe are of the ſecond edition; he 
will print them out of doubt, for he cares not what 
he puts into the * preſs, when he would put us two. 
I had rather be a gianteſs, and lye under mount Pelton, 
Well, I will find you twenty laſcivious turtles, ere one 
chaſte man. 

Mrs. Tord. Why, this is the very ſame, the Ven 
| Hand, the very words; what doth he think of us! 

Mrs. Page. Nay, I know not; it makes me almoſt 
ready to wrangle with mine own honeſty. IL'II enter- 
tain myſelf like one that I am not acquainted withal; 
for, ſure, unleſs he knew ſome Stain in me, chat! 
know not myſelf, he would never have boarded me in 
this fury. 

Mrs. Ford. 1 call it you? II he fure 1 to 
keep him above deck. 

Mrs. Page. So will I; it he come under my hatch: 
es, Ill never to ſea again. Let's be reveng'd on him; 
let's appoint him a meeting, give him a ſhow of com- 
fort in his ſuit, and lead him on with a fine baited de- 
lay till he hath pawn'd his horſes to mine Hoſt of the 
_ Garter, 


* Prefs i is 5 ago, for a pref to print, and a pref to 
Mrs, 


fqueeze: 


Mrs. Ford. Nay, I will conſent to act any villainy 


0 againſt him, that may not ſully the charineſs of our 
U honeſty. Oh, that my huſband ſaw this letter! it would 
t, give him eternal food to his jealouſy. | 

n MM Mrs. Page. Why, look, where he comes, and my 
d good man too; he's as far from jealouſy, as I am from 
giving him cauſe; and that, I hope, is an unmeaſura- 


d ble diſtance. 

Mrs. Ford. You are the happier woman. 
Mrs. Page. Let's conſult together againſt this greaſy 

en Come hither. [They retire. 


ECT III. 


Enter Ford with Piſtol, Page with Nym, 


Hurd. Well, I hope, it be not ſo. 
Piſt. Hope is a * curtail- dog in ſome affairs. 
Sir John affects thy wife. 
Ford. Why, Sir, my wife is not young. 


poor. 

Both young and old, one with b Ford ; 
He loves thy e Ford, perpend. 
Ford. Love my wife? | 
_ Pi. With liver burning hot: prevent, or go chow, 
like Sir Acteon, he, with ny. at thy heels 
O, odious is the name. 

Fd What name, Sir? 

Pit. The horn, I ſay: farewel. 
Take heed, have open eye; for thieves do foot by 


man 
Take heed ere ſummer comes, or cuckoo-birds affright. 
8 Sir corporal Nm. —? Be- 


* — curtail-dog] That is, a cut his tail, or 1 him a cur- 
dog that miſſes his game, The tail. 
tail is counted neceſſary to the * Away, Sir corporal Nym. 
agility of a greyhound, and one Believe it, Page, he ſpeaks 
method of qualifying a dog ac- ſenſe.} Mm, I believe, is out 
0 ! to the foreſt laws, is ro of place, and we ſhould read thus: 


Away, : 


5 
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| Believe it, Page, he ſpeaks ſenſe. 
Ford. 1 will be patient; I will find out this. 


Nm. And this is true: I like not the humour of 


lying; he hath wrong'd me in ſome humours: | 
| ſhould have born the humour'd letter to her; but J 
have a ſword, and it ſhall bite upon my neceſſity — 
He loves your wife; there's the ſhort and the long.— 
My name is Corporal Nym; I ſpeak, and I avouch ; 

"tis true—my name is Mm, and Faſftaff loves your 


[Exit by ſtol. 


Wife. — Adieu; I love not the humour of bread and 


cheele : adieu, 


Page, The humour of it, quorh a'! here's a fellow, 


[Exit Nym. 


frights humour out of its wits. 
ford. I will ſeek out Falſtaff. 


rogue. 
Ifrd. If I do find it: 


Page. I neyer heard fuch a drawling, affecting 


well. 


| Page. I will not believe ſuch a * Cataian, tho” the 
prieſt o' th* town commended him for a true man. 
Tard. Twas a good . fellow — well. 


Array, Sir corporal. 
Nym. Believe it, Page, he 
ſpeaks ſenſe. 
bare a fexord, and it ſhall 
bite upon my necey/iiy. He [owes 
eur ewvife; &C.] This abſurd 
paſſage may be pointed into 
ſenſe. I have a ford, ond it 
fall bite 
Le loves your wife, &c. ] 
Having laid his jxword {ould bite, 
he. ſtops ſhort, as was fitting : 
For he meant that it ſhould 27te 
upon the high-way. And then 


turns to the ſubject of his confer- 


ence, and ſwears, by his neceſſity, 
that Falſiaſt loved his wife. 
WARBURTON. 


- do not ſee the difficulty of this 


paſſage: no phraſe 15 more com- 


upon my neceſſity, 


SCENE 


mon than— you may, upon a need, 
thus. Mm, to gain credit, ſays, 


that he is above the mean office 


of carrying love- letters; he has 


nobler means of living; be has 


a ford, and upon his neceſſity, 


that is, when his need drives hin 


to unlawful expedients, his {word 
ſhall bite. 

27 will not believe ſuch a 
Cataian.] Mr. Theobald has here 
a pleaſant note, as uſual. 7. his 
is a piece of ſatire that did not 
want its force at the time of this 
play's 5 s tho the hiſtory 


on which it is grounded i is become 


obſolete. And then tells a long 
ſtory of Martin Frobifher at- 
tempting the north-weſt paſſage, 


and "I home a black- ſtone, 
as 


| 3 


„ a a> , . wm 
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SCENE IV. 
"Mrs. Page . Mrs. Ford come forwards. 


Page. How now, Meg ? 

Mrs. Page. Whither go you, George hark You. 

Mrs. Tu How now, — Fran, why art thou i 

Tord. I * I am not melancholy. — Get 9 
you home, go. | 

Mrs. Ford. Faith, thou haſt ſome crotchets in thy 
head now —Will you go, miſtreſs Page? Þ 

Mrs. Page. Have with you.—You'll come to din- = 


* 


as he thought, full of gold-ore: : 


that it proved not fo, and that 


therefore Cataiaus and F "robifhers 
became by-words for vain boaſt- 
ers. The whole is an idle 


| dream. All the myſtery of the 


term Cataian, for a liar, is only 
this. 
Cataia or Cathay, by the firſt ad- 
venturers that travelled thither; 
ſuch as M. Paulo, and our Man- 
dwille, who told ſuch incredible 
- wonders of this new diſcovered 

empire, (in which they have not 
been outdone even by the Jeſuits 


| themſelves, who followed them) 
that a notorious liar was uſually 


| Called a Cataian. WarBURTON. 
Mr. Theobald and Dr. Warbur- 

ton have both told their ftories 
with confidence, I am afraid, 
very diſproportionate to any evi- 
dence that can be produced. 
That Cataian was a word of ha- 
tred or contempt is plain, but 
that it ſignified a boafter or a liar 
has not been . Sir Toby 


China was anciently called 


in 7 welfth-Night ſays of the La- 
dy Olivia to her maid thy La- 
dy's a Cataian ; but there is no 
reaſon to think he means to call 
her liar. Beſides, Page intends 
to give Ford a reaſon why Piſtol 
ſhould not be credited. He 
therefore does not fay, T avould 
not believe ſuch a liar : for that he 
isa liar is yet to be made proba- 
ble: but he ſays, J avould not 
believe ſuch a Cataian en any teſti- 
mony of his veracity. That is: 

This fellow kas fach an odd af- 
pearance ; is fo unlike a man ciwi- 
lized, and taught the duties of lifts 
that I caunot credit him. To be a 
foreigner was always in England, 

and I ſuppoſe every where elſe, 
a reaſon of diſlike. So Piſſol 
calls Slender in the firſt act, a 
mountain foreigner ; that is, a 
fellow uneducated and of groſs 
behaviour; and again in his an- 


ger calls NPs | e 


abight. 


ner, | 
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ner, George Look, who comes yonder : the ſhall be 


our. meſſenger to this F Knight. 
¶Aſide to Mrs. Ford, 


Enter Miftref Quickly. 


'Mrs. Ford, Truſt me, I thought on her, {he'll fit it. 
Mrs. Page. You are come to ſee my daughter Anne? 
Luick, Ay, forſooth; and, | pray, how does goat 
_ miſtreſs Annes? 


Mrs. Page. Go in ik us, ahd ſee; we "2 an - 


hour's talk with you. 
Ex. Mrs, Page, Mrs. Ford, and bes. Quickly, 


80 E N E N 


Page. How now, maſter Tord? 
Ford. You heard what this knave told me, did von 
not? 


Page. Ves; and you heard what the other told me? 


Jord. Do you think there is truth in them? 
Page. Hang em, flaves; I do not think, the 
Knight would offer it; but theſe, that accuſe him in 


his intent towards our wives, are a yoak of his dif- 


carded men; * very rogues, NOW they be out of ſer - 
vice. 
Lord. Were they his men? 

Page. Marry, were they. 

Ford.] like it never the better for rhat. Does he 
lye at the Garter? | - 
© Page. Ay, marry, does he. If he mould intend 
his voyage towards my wife, I would turn her looſe to 
him; and what he gets more of her than ſharp words, 
let it lye on my head. 

Tord. I do not miſdoubt my wife, but 1 would be 


Very 3 now they be out or vag, and, in its conſe- 
#f ſervice. } A rogue is a wanderer quential WS | a cheat. 


; loth 


Br 
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loth to turn them together; a man may be too confi- 
dent; I would have nothing ye on my head; I can- 
not be thus ſatisfy'd. 

Page. Look, where my ranting Hoſt of the Gar- 
ter comes; there is either liquor in his pate, or money 
in his purſe, when he looks ſo merrily. How now, 


mine Holt ? 2 
SEENE vi 
Enter Hoſt and Shallow. 


Haſt. How, now, bully Rock ? thou'rt a gentleman z 
cavalero-juſtice, I ſay. 

Shal. I follow, mine Hoſt, I follow. Good even, 
and twenty, good maſter Page. Maſter Page, wilt you 

o with us? we have ſport in hand. 

Hoſt. Tell him, cayalicro-juſtice ; tell him, bully 
„ 

Shal. Sir, there is a fray to be bender between Sir 
Hugh the Welſh prieſt, and Caius the French doctor. 

Tord. Good mine Hoſt o th* Garter, a word with 5 
you. 
Ht. What e tho; bully Reck ? 

[They go a little afi de. 

Shall. [To Page.] Will you 20 with us to behold it ? 
my merry Hoſt hath had the meaſuring of their Wea- 
pons, and, I think, he hath appointed them contrary 
places; ſow. believe me, I hear, the parſon is no Jelter. 
Hark, I will tell you what our ſport ſhall be. 

Heft. Haſt thou no ſuit «gt my Knight, my 
gueſt-cavalier ? 

Ford. None, I proteſt; but P11 give you a pottle 
of burnt ſack to give me recourſe to him, and tell 
bim, my name is Brook ; only for a Jeſt. | 

| Hoff; 


+ Jud tell him, my Name | is Quarto's; and thus moſt certain- 
Brook ;} Thus both the old ly the Poet wrote. We need no 
e J better 


+. BY 
þ 7 
F 
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Het. My hand, bully. Thou ſhalt have egreſs and 
regreſs; ſaid I well? and thy name ſhall be Bros, 1; 
is a merry Knight. * Will you go an-heirs ? 
Spal. Have with you, mine hoſt. 


Page. I have heard, the Frenchman hath good {kill 


in his rapier. 5 

Sbhal. Tut, Sir, I could have told you more. In 
theſe times you ſtand on diſtance, your paſſes, ſtocet- 
do's, and I know not what. ”Tis the heart, maſter Page; 
tis here, 'tis here. I have ſeen the time with my“ long 


{word, I would have made 


like rats. 


you four tall fellows (ki 


: #Hofe, Here, boys, here, here: ſhall we wag ? 
Page, Have with you; I had rather hear then 


ſcold than fight. 


Ford. Tho? Page be a 


better Evidence, than the Pun 


that Fa/iaff anon makes on the 
Name, when Brook ſends him 
ſome burnt Sack. | 12 5 
Such Brooks are awelcome to me, 
that overfioaw with ſuch Liquor. 
The Players, in their Editions, 
altered the Name to Broom. 
I uEOBAIL D. 
£0 AN HEIRS ?] 


5 Will you 


This nonſenſe 1s ſpoken to Shal- 


lov. We ſhould read, 
Mill you go on, Hers? 

i. e. Will you go on, Maſter. 
Heris, 
maſter. 
' ®* ly long fauord.] Not long 
before the introduction of ra- 
piers, the ſwords in aſe were 


of an enormous length, and 


ſometimes raiſed with both hands. 
Shalhav, with an old man's va- 
nity, cenſures the innovation by 


which lighter weapons were in- 
troduced, tells what he could once 


ſtood tightly to the opinion af 


an old Scotch word for 
WARBURTON. - 


| [Evxeunt Hoſt, Shallow and Page. 
ſecure fool ?, and ſtand 6 


firm) 


Mk. - 2 1 


have done with his Ing form, 
and ridicules the terms and rules 
of the rapier. 

7 And ſtand fo firmly on bi 
Wife's Frailty.] No ſurely; Pax 


her Honeſty, and would not er- 
tertain a Thought of her being 
Frail. I have therefore ventu- 
red to ſubſtitute a Word cone: 
ſpondent to the Senſe requir'd; 
and one, which our Poet fre- 
quently uſes, to ſignify corjuga 
faith. — TeopaALD. 
fand fo firmly on his wifts 
frailty.] Thus all the copies, 
But Mr. Theobald has no con} 
tion how any man could ſtan 
firmly on his wife's frailty. And 
why? Becauſe he had 20 con: 
tion how he could ſtand upon 1, 
without knowing what it Was. 
But if I tell a ſtranger, that the 


bridge he is about to croſs is ror 
5 tell, 
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firmly on his wite's fealty, yet I cannot put off my opi- 
nion ſo cafily.. She was in his company at Page's 
houſe ; and what they made there, I know not. Well, 
I will look further into't; and J have a diſguiſe to 
| ſound Falſtaff : if I find her honeſt, I loſe not my la- 
bour ; if ſhe be otherwiſe, 'tis labour well beſtow'd. 
{Ext 


nr ll 
Changes to the Garter-Inn. 
Enter Falſtaff and Piſtol. 


Fal Win end thee a penn, .- 
Piſt. Why then the world's mine oyſter, 
which I with ſword will open. — ] will retort the ſum 
in Equipage *. | 1 5 
Tal. Not a penny. I have been content, Sir, you 
ſhould lay my countenance -to pawn; I have grated 
upon my good friends for three reprieves for you, and 
your couch-tellow, Nym; or elſe you had look'd 
through the grate, like a geminy of baboons. I am 
damn'd in hell for ſwearing to gentlemen, my friends, 
you were good ſoldiers, and tall fellows. And when 
Mrs. Bridget loſt the handle of her fan, I took't upon 
mine honour, thou hadlt it not. To on, 
Piſt. Didſt thou not ſhare ? hadſt thou not fifteen 
pencc?? 7 : 


ten, and he believes it not, but rater of a fecure fool, given to 
will go on, may I not ſay, when him, ſhews. So that the common 
I ſee him upon it, that he ſtands - reading has an elegance that 
firmly on a rotten plank ? Yet would be loſt in the alteration. 
ce he has changed frailiy for fealty, WaRBURTON. 
1h and the Oxford Editor has fol- s I awill retort the ſum in equi- 
lowed him. But they took the page.] This is added from the 
the phraſe, to fland firmly on, to ſig- old Quarto of 1619, and means, 
rot- nify to if upon, whereas it fig- I will pay you again in ſtolen 
10 mites to 2% upon, which the cha- goods. Wak BURTON. 


5 ti 23 | Tal. 
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Fal. Reaſon, you rogue, reaſon : think'ſt thou, T1! 
endanger my ſoul gratis? At a word, hang no more 
about me, I am no gibbet for you. GO. -A ſhort knife 
and a throng - to your manor of Pickt-hatch.—Go.— 
You'll not bear a letter for me, you rogue you ſtand 
upon your honour! Why, thou unconfinable baſenek; 


it is as much as I can do to keep the term of my ho- 


nour preciſe. I, I, I myſelf ſometimes, leaving the 
fear of heaven on the left hand, and hiding mine ho- 
nour in my neceſſity, am fain to ſhuffle, to hedge and 
to lurch; and yet you rogue will enſconce your rags, 
your cat-a-mountain looks, your * red lettice phraſes, 
and your * bold-beating oaths, under the ſhelter of your 
- honour! You will not do it, you! 

Piſt. do relent: what wouldſt thou more of man! 


nter Robin. 


Rob. Sir, h here's a woman would ſpeak with you. 
Fal. Let her approach. 


SCENE VIII. 
Enter Mrs, Quickly. 


Lic. Give your worſhip good-morrow. 

Tal. Good morrow, good wife. 

nc, Not ſo, and't pleaſe your worſhip. | 

Fal. Good maid, then. 

Quic. I'll be ſworn, as * mother was, the firſt hour 
1 was born. 


92 Hort knife and a throng, ] We 4 read "RY ARING 
So Lear. When Cutpurſes come not oaths, 1, e. out- facing. 


to throngs, WARBURTON. . WarBURTON: 
1A noced place for thieves and A beating oath 1s, I think, 
pickpockets. TuEORAL D. right; ſo we now fay, in low 


Ned lettice phraſes.] Your ale- language, a thewacking or 2282 


dont converſation. ing — 
3 your bold BEATING oaths ;] 


Tal. 
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Tal. J do believe the ſwearer ; what with me? 
Luic. Shall I vouchſafe your worſhip a word or 

wo? 

Tal. Two thouſand, fair woman, and PII vouch- 
ſafe thee the hearing. 

Quic. There is one miſtreſs F 2 Sir—1 pray, come 
alittle nearer this ways I myſelf dwell with Mr. eee | 
Caius. | 

Tal. Well, on: miſtreſs Ford, you ſay 

Sic. Your worſhip ſays very true: I pray Your 
worſhip, come a little nearer this ways. | 

Tul. I warrant thee, nobody hears—mine own peo- 
ple, mine own people. 5 

Luc. Are they ſo? heav'n bleſs them, and make 
them his ſervants ! 

Fal. Well : miſtreſs Ford, 3 of her? 

Quic. Why, Sir, ſhe's a good creature. Lord, 
lord, your worſhip's a Wanton : well, heav'n forgive 
you, and all of us, I pray 

Fal. Miſtreſs Ford, come, miſtreſs Ford.. 
Quic. Marry, this is the ſhort and the long of it; 

you have brought her into ſuch a canaries ?, as *tis won- 
derful. The beſt courtier of them all, when rhe court 
lay at Wind/or, could never have brought her to ſuch 
a canary, Yet there has been knights, and lords, and 
gentlemen, with their coaches; I warrant you, coach 
after coach, letter after letter, gift after gift, ſmelling 
ſo ſweetly; all muſk; and fo rufling, I warrant you, 
in ſilk and gold, and in ſuch alligant terms, and in 
ſuch wine and ſugar of rhe belt, and the faireſt, that 
would have won any woman's heart : and, I warrant 
you, they could never get an eye-wink of her.—l had 
myſelf twenty angels given me this morning; but I 
defy all angels in any ſuch ſort as they ſay, but in the 


4 Canary ] This is the name in low language for any hurry or 
of a briſk light dance, and 1s perturbation, 
e F enough uſed 


Wo, | way 
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way of honeſty.—And I warrant you, they could never 
get her ſo much as ſip on a cup with the proudeſt of 

them all. And yet there has been earls, nay, which is 
more, penſioners; but, I warrant Jou all is one with 


"her. 


Fal. But what ſays ſhe to me? be . my good 
She Mercury. 

Quic. Marry, ſhe hath We your iter, for the 
which ſhe thanks you a thouſand times; and ſhe gives 
you to notity, that her huſband will be abſence from 

his houſe between ten and eleven. 
Tal. Ten and eleven. | 

Qic. Ay, forſooth; and then you may come and 
ſee tl the picture, the ſays, that you wot of —maſter Ford, 
her huſband, will be from home. Alas! the ſweet 
woman leads an ill life with him, he's a very jealouſy 
man; ſhe leads a very frampold lite with him, good 
heart. 

Fal. Ten and eleven: woman, o me to her, 
I will not fail her. | 

Luc. Why, you ſay well. But I have another mel- 
ſenger to your worſhip ; miſtreſs Page has her hearty 
| commendations to you too; and let me tell you in your 
ear, ſhe's as fartuous a civil modeſt wife, and one ( 
tell you) that will not miſs you morning nor evening 
prayer, as any is in Windſor, whoc'er be the other; 
and ſhe bad me tell your worſhip, that her huſband is 
ſeldom from home, bur, ſhe hopes, there will come a 
time. I never knew a woman fo doat upon a man; 
ſurely, I think you have charms, la; yes, in truth. 

Fal. Not I, I aſſure thee; ſetting the attraction of 
my 2 parts aſide, I have no other charms. 

Luic. Bleſſing on your heart for't ! 

Fal. But 1 pray thee, tell me this; has [ord”s wite, 


5 Frampold. This word I Williams, where a frampul man 
have never ſeen elſewhere except ſignifies a peeviſh troubleſome. 
in N. Hacket's life of Archbiſhop fellow. 


and 
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and Page's wife, 3 each other how they love 
0 

me! 

. That were a jeſt, indeed; they have not 4 

little grace, I hope; that were a trick, indeed ! but 

miſtreſs Page would deſire you to ſend her your little. 


Page, of all loves: her huſband has a marvellous in- 
tection to the little page; and, truly, maſter Page is 


an honeſt man, Never a wife in Windſor leads a better 
life, than ſhe does ; do what ſhe will, ſay what ſhe 
will, take all, pay "all, go to bed when ſhe lift, riſe 
when ſhe liſt, all is as the will ; and truly ſhe deferves 
it; for if there be a kind woman in Windſor, truly, 
ſhe is one. You mult fend her your page; no re- 
medy. : | h 

Tal. Why, I a 

Quic. Nay, but do fo then; and look you, he may 
come and go between you both, and in any caſe have 
2 nay-word, that you may know one another's mind: 
and the boy never need to underſtand any thing ; for 
'tis not good, that children ſhould know any wicked- 
neſs: old folks, you know, have diſcretion, as they 
fay, and know the world. 

Lal. Fare thee well; commend me to them boch : 
there's my purſe, I am yet thy debtor—Boy, go along 
with this woman.—This news diſtra&ts me! 


[Exeunt Quickly and Robin. 
Clap 


Zip 5 This pink is one 1. ce carriers: 


5 In former editions, = This PINK ig one of Cupid's 
This PUNK is one of Cupid's carriers, _ 
curriers, and then the ſenſe is proper, and 


Clap on more ſails; purſue; the metaphor, which 1s all the 
up with your fights, way taken from the marine, en- 
Give fire; ſhe is my prize.) tire. A Pink is a veſſel of the 


This punk it one of Cupid's car- ſmall craft, employed as a car- 


Vier 4, 18 plauſible reading, yet rier (and ſo called) for mer- 
abſurd on examination. For are Chants. Fletcher uſes the word, 
not all punks Cupid's carriers? in his Tamer Tamed. . 
Shakeſpeare certainly wrote, "EIS This 


Sr 
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Clap on more fails ; purſue ; up with your fi ghts; 
Giyc fire; the i is wy Prize, on ocean whelm 3 all! 
[Exit Piſtol, 

Fal. Say'ſt thou ſo, old 

make more of thy old body, than I have done — will 

they yet look after thee ? Wilt thou, after the expence 


of ſo much mony, be now a gainer? Good body, I 
thank thee; let them ſay, *tis gol e; ſo it be 


ack? go thy ways — I'll 


fairly done, no matter. 


SCENE Ix. 
Enter Bardolph. > 
Bard. Sir John, there's one maſter Brooz below would 
fain ſpeak with you, and be acquainted with you; and 
hath ſent your worſhip a morning s draught of ſack. 
Fal. Brook, is his name? 


Bard. Ay, Sir. 


Fal. Call him in; [Exit Bardelph ] ſuch Brooks are 


welcome to me, that o'erflow with ſuch liquor. Ah! 
ah ! erer Tord and miſtreſs Page, have I encom- 


Paſs'd you? go to, via! 


This pix k, this painted Joſs 


this cockle boat, 
To hang her fights cut, and de- 
Jp me, Friends ! | 
A -awell- known man of war— 
As to the word fights, both in 
the text and in the quotation, it 
was then, and, for aught I know, 


may be now, a common fſea- 


term. Sir Richard Hawkins in 
his voyages, p. 66. ſays, - 
Hor once wwe cleared her deck, and 
had abe been able to have ſpared 
bud a dozen men, doubtleſs ave had 
done avith her what abe would; 
for ſhe had no cloſe F1GHTs, 7. e. 
1: I underſtand it right, 2 ſmall 
arms. So that by fights is meant 
any manner cf detence, either 
{mall arms or cannon. 80 Dry 
aun, in his tragedy of Abe cyna, 


| affords. | 


Us wwith your FIGHTS, 
And your nettings prepare, &c. 


But, not conſidering this, I led 


the Oxford Editor into a filly con- 
jecture, which he has done me 
the honour of putting into i 


text, which 1s indeed a proper 


place for it. | 
Up with YOND? FRIGAT. 
WakBURTON. 
The quotation from Dryden 


might at leaſt have raiſed a ſuſ -. 


picion that fights were neigher 
ſmall arms, nor cannon. Fights 
and nettings are properly joined. 
Fights, I find, are cloaths hung 


round the ſhip to conceal the 
men from the enemy, and ca- 


fights are bulkheads, or any other 
ſhelter that the fabrick of a ſhip 


Res 


l 


bo — — 


© a 


— 


2 — pg 


Re-enter Bardolph, with Ford Ae 


Tord. Bleſs you, Sir. 
Fal. And you, Sir; would you ſpeak with me? 


Tord. I make bold to preſs with ſo little preparation. 


upon you. 
Tal. You're welcome what! 8 your will? give us 


leave, drawer- [Exit Bardolph. 


Ford. Sir, I am a gentleman that have ſpent much; 
my name is roo. 


Fal. Good maſter Brook, I deſire more acquaintance 


| of you. | 


Ford. Good Sir John, I fue for yours; not to * charge 


| you, for I mult let you underſtand, I think myſelf in 


better plight for a lender than you are, the which hath 
ſomething embolden'd me to this unſeaſon'd intru- 
hon; for they fay, if mony go before, all ways do lye 


open. 
Tal. Mony! is a good ſoldier; Sir, and will on. 
Ford. Troth, and I have a bag of mony, here, 
troubles me ; if you will help me to bear it, Sir John, 
take all, or half, for eaſing me of the carriage. 
Fal. Sir, I know not how I may deſerve to be your 
| porter. 


Ford. 1 will tell you, Sir, if you will giye me the 


| hearing. 
Fal. Speak, good maſter Brook, 1 hall be glad to be 


your ſervant. 


Ford. Sir, I hear, you are a bei (1 will be brief 


with you); and you have been a man long known to 
me, tho' I had never ſo good means, as defire, to 


make myſelf acquainted with you: I ſhall diſcover a 


thing to you, wherein I muſt very much Jay open 
mine own imperfections; but good Sir Fohr, as you 
have one eye upon my follies, as you hear them un- 


folded, turn another into the regiſter of your own, 


— ct to 1 ven, ] That ting you to expence, or being 
ts, not. with a purpoſe of Put-  burthenſome. | 


„ c a. 


r 
8 


that. 
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— 
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that I may paſs with a reproof the caſier; ith you 


- yourſelf know, how eaſy it is to be ſuch an offender, 
Fal. Very well : Sir, proceed. 


Ford. There is a gentlewoman in this town, her 


huſband's name is Ford. 

Fal. Well, Sir. 

Ford. IJ have long lov'd hoes and, I =” WR to you, 
beſtow'd much on her; follows her with a doatin 
obſervance; engrols'd opportunities to meet her; fee'd 
every {light occaſion, that could but niggardly give me 
ſight of her; not only bought many preſents to givc 
her, but have given largely to many, to know what 
ihe would have given: briefly, I have purſued her, as 
love hath purſu'd me, which hath been on the wing 


of all occaſions. But whatſoever I have merited, ei- 


ther in my mind, or in my means; meed, I am ſure, 
F have received none; unleſs experience be a jewel; 
That I have purchas'd at an infinite rate, and That 
hath taught me to ſay this; 


« Love like a ſhadow flies, when fubſtance 2 Pur. 


faes ; . 


og * Purſuing T, hat that flies, and flying what pur ſues, 


Fal. Have _ receiv'd no promiſe of ſatisfaction 


at her hands ? 
Ford. Never. 
Fal. Have you 8 her to ſack; a purpoſe? 
Ford. Never. 
Tal. Of what quality was your love then? 
Ford. Like a fair houſe built upon another man's 


ground; ſo that I have loſt my edifice, by miſtal ing 


the place where I have erected it. 
Tal. To what purpoſe have you unfolded this to 
me? 


Ford. When I have told you that, I have told you 


all- Some fay, that tho' ſhe appear honeſt to me, yet 
in other places ſhe enlargerh her mirth ſo far, that there 


is ſhrewd conſtruction made of her. Now, Sir F0-", 


here is the heart of wy PUDONG: You are a gentleman 


of 


| as, YR 


as ood... oe 
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of excellent breeding, admirable diſcourſe, of great 
admittance, authentick in your place and perſon, ge- 
nerally allow'd for your many war-like, court-like, 
and learned preparations, 
Fal. O Sir! | 
Ford. Believe it, 2 you know it : . is mony, 
| ſpend it, ſpend it; ſpend more, ſpend all I have, only 
give me fo much of your time in exchange of it, as to 
Jay an amiable ſiege to the honeſty of this Ford's wife; 
uſe your art of wooing, win her to conſent to you; if 
any man may, you may as ſoon as any. | 
Fal. Would it apply well to the vehemence of your 
affection, that I ſhould win what you would enjoy? 
methinks, you preſcribe to yourſelf very propolis 
_ roully, 
Ford. O, underſtand my drift; ſhe dwells ſo ſe- 
curely on the excellency of her honour, that the folly 
of my ſoul dares not preſent itſelf ; ſhe is too bright to 
be look'd againſt. Now, could I come to her with 
any detection in my hand, my deſires had inſtance and 
argument to commend themſelves; [ could drive her 
then from the ward of her purity, her reputation, her 
marriage-vow, and a thouſand other her defences, 
which now are too ſtrongly embattelꝰd 2 me. 
What ſay you to't, Sir 7% n? 8 
Fal. Maſter Brook, Iwill firſt make bold with your 
mony ; next, give me your hand; and laſt, as I am 
a gentleman, you ſhall, if you will, enjoy Ford's wife. 
Ford. O good Sir! | be 
Fal. Maſter Brot, I ſay you ſhall. 
Ford. Want no mony, Sir John, you ſhall want 
none. 
Fal. Want no miſtreſs Ford, maſter Brook, you 
ſhall want none. I ſhall be with her, I may tell you, 
by her own appointment. Even as you came in to 
me, her aſſiſtant, or go-between, parted from me; I 


7 Inflance and argument.] Inſtance is example. 


he | lay, | 
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fay, I ſhall be with her between ten and eleven; ſor 
at that time the jealous raſcally knave, her huſband. 
will be forth. Come you to me at night, you ſhall 
know how I fpeed. 


Tord. am bleſt in n your acquaintance. Do you know 


Ford, Sir? 
AT Hani im, poor cuckoldly knave, I know how 


yet J wrong him, to call him poor; they ſay, the 


jealods wittolly knave hath maſſes of mony, for the 
which his wife ſeems to be well-favour' d. I will uſe 


her as the key of the cuckoldly -rogue's coffer; and 


there's my harveſt-home. 
Ford. 1 would you knew Ford, Sir, hit you might 
avoid him, if you faw him. 


Fal. Hang him, mechanical ſalt· butter rogue: 1 


will ſtare him out of his wits; I will awe him with 


my cudgel ; it ſhall hang like a meteor o'er the Cuc- 
kold's horns. Maſter Brech, thou jhaltl know, I will 


predominate over the peafant ; and thou ſhalt lye with 


his wife, Come to me ſoon at night. Ford's a knave, 
and I will aggravate his ſtile: thou, maſter Bro, 
| ſhalt know him for knave and cuckold. — Come to me 
foon at night. | ro kEri. 


SCENE. 


Ford. What a damn'd Epicurean raſcal is this! my | 


heart is ready to crack with impatience. Who fays, 
_ rhis is improvident jealouſy? my wife hath ſent to him, 
the hour is fixt, the match is made; wonld any man 
have thought this? ſee the hell of having a falſe wo- 


man: my bed ſhall be abus'd, my coffers ranſack'd, 


mv reputation gnawn at; and I ſhall not only receive 
this villainous wrong, bur ſtand under the adoption of 
abominable terms, and by him that does me the wrong. 
Terms, names; amaimon ſounds well; Lucifer, well; 


 Barbojon, well; yet they are devils additions, the | 


Names 
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names of fiends: but cuckold, wittol, cuckold! the 


devil himſelf hath not ſuch a name. Page is an aſs, 
a ſecure aſs, he will truſt his wife; he will not be jeal- 


ous : I will rather truſt a Fleming with my butter, par- 


fon Hugh the Welchman with my cheeſe, an Iriſoman 


with my Aguavite bottle, or a thief to walk my amb- 


ling gelding, than my wife with herſelf: then ſhe plors, 
then ſhe ruminates, then ſhe deviſes: and what they 
think in their hearts they may effect, they will break 
their hearts but they will effect. Heav'n be prais'd 
for my jealouſy! —* Eleven o'clock the hour —I will 
prevent this, detect my wife, be reveng'd on Falſtaff, 
and laugh at Page. I will about it - better three hours 


too ſoon, than a minute too late. Fie, fie, fie ; cuc- 


| kold, cuckold, cuckold. | - [ Exit. 


5CENE Xl. 


Changes to Wind Park. 
„ Enter Caius and Rugby. 
N TACK Rugby? 

Rug. Sir. 
Caidt. vat is de clock, Jact 5 


Rug. *Tis paſt the hour, Sir, that Sir Hugh pro- | 


mis'd to meet. 


Caius, By gar, he has ſave his ſoul, dat he is no 


come; he has pray his Bible well, dat he is no come: 
by gar, Jack Rugoy, he is dead 3 if he be 


Come. 


Rug. He is wiſe, Sir: he knew, your worſhip would 


kill him, if he came. 


Caius. By gar, de e is not t ſo dead as me vill 


* Eleven lack. Ford hould and his impatient achte was 
rather have ſaid ten o clock: the not Mts to ae beyond the 


| ume was between ten and eleven; time. 


1 | | make 
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make him. Take your rapier, Jack; 1 vill tell you 
how I vill kill him. | 

Rug. Alas, Sir, 1 cannot fence. 

Caius, Villan-a, take your rapier. 

Rug. Forbear; here's company. 


Enter Hoſt, Shallow, Slender and . | 


2 *Bleſs thee, bully Doctor. 

Shal. Save you, Mr. Doctor Caius. 
Page. Now, good Mr. Doctor. 
Slen. Give you good-morrow, Sir. 

Caius. Vat be all you, one, two, tree, four, come 
for ? 

Hat. To ſee thee ſig ht, to ſee thee foin, to 1 
thee traverſe, to ſee thee here, to ſee thee there, to ſee 
thee paſs thy punto, thy ſtock, thy reverſe, thy dil- 
tance, thy montant. Is he dead, my Ethiopian? Is 
he dead, my Franciſco? ha, bully 3 what ſays my 
Aſculapius * my Galen? my heart of elder ?. ha? is 
he dead, bully-ſtale? is he dead? | 

Caius. By gar, he is de coward Fack Prieſt of de 
vorld; he is not ſhow his face. 

22 Thou art a ' Caftaltan-king- U rinal : Her 
of Greece, my boy. 

Caius, I pray you bear witneſs, that me have ſtay 
ſix or ſeven, two, tree hours for him, and he is no 
come. 
SHal. He is whe iter man, Mr. Doctor; his is 2 
curer of ſouls, and you a curer of bodies : if you 
ſhould fight, you go againſt the hair of your profeſ- 
ſions : Is it not true, maſter Page? 

Page. Maſter Shallow, you have yourſelf beena great 
fighter, tho' now a man of peace. 

Shall. Body-kins, Mr. Page, tho' I now be old, and 
of peace, if I ſee a ſword out, my finger itches to 


Dir 7. Hanmer reads Cardalian, + as uſed corruptedly for Cæur de 


lion. 
make 


"bY winnfok' ww 
make one; tho' we are juſtices, and doQors, and 
church- men, Mr. Page, we have ſome falt of our youth 


in us; we are the fons of women, Mr. Page. 
Page. *Tis true, Mr. Shallow. 
Shal. It will be found ſo, Mr. Page. Mr. Doctor 


Caius, J am come to fetch you home. I am ſworn of 


the peace; you have ſhew'd yourſelf a wiſe phyſician, 


and Sir Hugh hath ſhown himſelf a wiſe and patient 
church-man. You muſt go with me, Mr. Doctor. 
Hoſt. Pardon, gueſt⸗ Juze wor Monſieur 
mock-water ?, „„ . 
Cains. Mock-vater? vat is dat? 
Haft. Mock-water, in our Eugliſb. tongue, is 1 
bully. 


Caius. By gar. then 1 have mock-vater as 
de Engliſhman, 8 Jack: -dog-prieſt; by gar, me 
vill cur his ears. | 


Hoſt, He will clapper-claw thee tightly, bully, 

Caius, Clapper-de-claw*. vat is dat? 

. Hojt. Thar is, he will make thee amends. 

Caitts. By gar, me do look, he ſhall PPE 
me; for by gar, me vill have it. 

. And I will provoke him to't, or let him wag 

Caius. Me tank you for dat. | 

Hoſt. And moreover bully. —But firſt, Mr. Gueſt, 


and Mr. Page, and eek Cavaliero e go you 
through the town to F voginore. 


2 Sir Hugh is there, is he? | 
Hojt. He is there; ſee what Humour he is in; and 


I vill bring the Doctor about the Fields: will i It do 


wells? 
Sbhal. We will do it. 


All. Adieu, good Mr. Doctor. 
8 Page, Shallow and Slender. 


A The hoſt means, I believe, to practical 3 in wat time; 


reflect on the inſpection of urine, yet 1 do not well {ee the meaning : 


which made a conſiderable pot of of mock-water, 
| Caius, 


. — . 
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Caius. By gar, me vill kill de prieſt ; for he ſpeak 


for a jack-an-ape to Anne Page. Z 
Het. Let him die; but, firſt, ſheath thy impa- 


tience; throw cold water on thy choler; go about the 


fields with me through Fregmore; I will bring thee 
where miſtreſs Anne Page is, at a farm-houſe a feaſt- 
ing; and thou ſhalt woo her, Cry aim; faid [ 
well? 1 | "EB 


love you; and I ſhall procure 'a you de good gueſt; 


In old editions, lenge. Thus Beaumont and 


Caius. By gar, me tank you vor dat : by | gar, 1 


I will bring thee where Anne 
Page is, at a farm-houſe a feaft- 


ng; and thou ſhalt woo her, 


CRY'D GAME ;j faid I cue?! 
Mr. Theobald alters this nonſenſe 
to try'd game; that is, to non- 
ſenſe of a worſe complexion. 
Shakeſpeare wrote and pointed 


thus, CRY AIM, ſaid I well? 


i. e. conſent to it, approve of 
n. Have not I made a good pro- 


poſal? for # cry aim ſignifies to 


conſent to, or approve of any 
thing. So again in this play, p. 
503. Aud to theſe violent pro- 
ceedings all my neighbours /hall 
CRY AIM, 7. e. approve them. 


And again in King John, Act 


2. Scene 2. 


It ill becomes this preſence to 


CRY AIM 

To theſe ill-tun:d repetitions. 
f. e. to approve of, or encourage 
them. The phraſe was taken, 
originally, from archery. When 
any one had challenged another 
to ſhoot at the butts (the perpe- 


_ - tual diverſion, as well as exer- 


ciſe, of that time) the ſtanders- 
dy uſed to ſay one to the other, 


Cy aim, i. e. accept the chal- 


Fletcher, in the Fair maid of th: 
inn, Act 5. make the Duke lay, 
— , I cry Alu 
To this unheard of inſolence — 


i. e. encourage it, and agree to 


the requeſt of the duel, which 


one of his ſubjects had inſolently 
demanded againſt the other.— 


But here it is remarkable, that 


the ſenſeleſs editors not knowing 
what to make of the phrate 
Cy aim, read it thus, 

— muſt 1 cry A1-M8: 


As if it was a note of interjec- 
tion. So again Maſinger in his 
Guardian, 4 


T avill xx Alu, and in an- 
other room. 


Determine of my vergeance— 


And again, in his Renegads, 
— to play the Pandor 
To the FViceroy's looſe embraces, 
. and CRY AIM, © 


While he by force or flattery — 


But the Oxford Editor transforms | 
it to Coco ti Game; and his 
improvements of Shakeſpeare's 


language abound with theſe mo- 

dern elegancies of ſpeech, ſuch 

as Mynheers, Bull baitings, &c. 
WäaR BURTON. 


de 
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de Earl, de Knight, de Lords, de Gentlemen, my 
N; | | 
Hoſt. For the which I will be thy adverſary toward 
Anne Page : ſaid I well? 
Caius. By gar, 'tis good; vell faid. 
Hoſt. Let us wag then. 
Caius. Come at my heels, Jack Rugby. [Exeunt. 


JJC 
F rogmore near W indfor. 
Enter Evans and Simple. . 


EV ANS. 


of Phyfick ? | 
Simp. Marry, Sir, the Pitty-wary, the Park-ward, 


| every way, old Mindſor way, and every way but the 


| town way. 
Eva. I moſt fehemently defire yqu, you will alſo 


look that way. 
imp. I will, Sir. 


Eva, *Pleſs my ſoul, how full of cholars 1 am, and 


| trempling of mind! I ſhall be glad, if he have de- 
ceiv'd me; how melanchollies I am! I will knog his 


urinals about his knave's coſtard, when I have good 


portant for the orke : Pleſs my ſoul | 

Singe, being We 
B „ Halle rivers, to whoſe Falls 

Melodious birds ſing madrigalls ; 


Vo I. II. K k There 


Pray you now, good maſter Slender*s e 


and friend Simple by your name, which way have 
you look'd for maſter Caius, that calls himſelf Doctor 
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| There will we make our peds of roſes ; 
And a thouſand vagrant poſies * 
By ſhallow — Mercy on me! I have a great diſpo- 
ſitions to cry. Melodious birds ſing madrigalls —- 
When as I ſat in Pabilon;-— and a thouſand vagrant 
Pofies. — By ſhallow, 8c. . 
Simp. Yonder he is coming, this way, Sir Hugh. 
E xa. He's welcome. By fhallow rivers, to v0 
Oy 2 I 
Heav'n proſper the right! what weapons is he? 


Simp. 


3 By | 22 rivers, &c.] poem, and the anſwer to it, 
This is part of a beautiful little the reader will not be diſpleaſed 
poem of the author's, which to find here. 


The Paſſionate Shepherd to his Love. 
Come live with me, and be my Love, 
And we will all the Pleaſure prove, 

That Hills and Vallies, Dale and Field, 
And all the craggy Mountains yield, 
There will we fit upon the Rocks, | 
And ſee the Shepherds feed their Flocks, 
By ſhallow Rivers, by whoſe Falls | 
| Melodious Birds ſing Madrigals: 
There will I make thee Beds of Roſes, 
And then a thouſand fragrant Poſies ; 
A Cap of Flowers, and a Eirtle 
Imbroider'd all with leaves of Myrtle; 
A Gown made of the fineſt Wool, 
Which from our pretty Lambs we pull; 
Fair lined Slippers for the Colos. 
With Buckles of the pureſt Gold ; 
A Belt of Straw, and Ivie Buds, 
With Coral Claſps, and Amber Studs. 
And if theſe Pleaſures may thee move, 
Come live with me, and be my Love, 
Thy filver Diſhes for thy Meat, 
As precious as the Gods do eat, 
Shall on an ivory Table be 
Prepar'd each Day for thee and me. 
The Shepherds Swains ſhall dance and ſing, 
For thy Delight each May Morning. 
If theſe Delights thy Mind may move, 
Ihen live with me, and be my Love. 


The 
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Simp. No weapons, Sir; there comes my maſter 
Mr. Shallow, and another gentleman from Frogmore, 
oyer the ſtile, this way. 8 
E xa. Pray you, give me my gown, or elſe keep it 
in 101 , 3. 
wor SCENE: | 
Enter Page, Shallow and Slender. 


Shal. How now, maſter Parſon? good morrow, 
good Sir Hugh. Keep a gameſter from the dice, and 
2 good ſtudent from his book, and it is wonderful. 
The Nymph's Reply to the Shepherd. 
If all the World and Love were young, 
And Truth in every Shepherd's Tongue ; 
Theſe pretty Pleaſures might me move, 
To live with thee, and be thy Love. 
But Time drives Flocks from Field to Fold, 
When Rivers rage, and Rocks grow cold ; 
And Philomel becometh dumb, 
And all complain of Cares to come: 
The Flowers do fade, and wanton Fields 
To wayward Winter reckoning yields. 
A honey Tongue, a Heart of Gall, 
Is Fancy's Spring, but Sorrow's Fall. 
Thy Gowns, thy Shoes, thy Bed of Roſes, 
Thy Cap, thy Kirtle, and thy Poſies: 
Soon break, ſoon wither, ſoon forgotten, 
In Folly ripe, in Reaſon rotten. | 
Thy Belt of Straw and Ivy-Buds, 8 * 
Thy Coral Claſps, and Amber Studs, | 
All theſe in me no means can move, 
To come to thee, and be thy Love. 
What ſhould we talk of Dainties then, 
Of better Meat than's fit for Men ? 
Theſe are but vain : that's only good 
Which God hath bleſt, and ſent for Food. 
But could Youth laſt, and Love till breed, 
Hze Joys no date, and Age no need; 
Then theſe Delights my Mind might move, 
| To live with thee, and be thy Love. ns 
Theſe two Poems, which Dr. other to Raleigh. Theſe Poems 
Warburton gives to Shakeſpeare, are read in different Copies wih 
are, by writers nearer that time, great Variations, | 
diſpoſed of, one to Marlow, the 5 
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Slen. Ah, ſweet Anne Page? 


Page. Save you, good Sir Hugh. 
Eva. *Pleſs 1 20 from his 1 all of you, 


Shal. What? the ſword and the word? do you ſtu- 


dy them both, Mr. Parſon ? 
Page. And youthful ſtill, in your doubler and hoſe, 


this raw-rheumartick day? 

Eva. There is reaſons and cauſes for it. 
Page. We are come to you, to do a x good oflice, Mr, 
Parſon. 


Fea. Ferry v. ell: what is ir? 
Page, Yonder is a moſt reverend gentleman, who 


bcelike, having receiv'd wrong by ſome perſon, is at 
| moſt odds with his own gravity and Fase that ev er 


you ſa w. 
Shal. I have liv'd faurſcore: years, and upward; I 


never heard a man of his place, gravity and learning, 
ſo wide of his own reſpect. | 


Eva. What is he? 
Page. I think you know him; Mr. Doctor Caius, 


the renowned Trench phyſician. 
Eva. Got's will, and his paſſion of my heart! I 


had as lief you ſhould tell me of a meſs of porridge. 


Page. Why ? 
Eva. He has no more knowledge in ber and 


Galen; and he is a knave beſides; a cowardly knave as 
you would deſire to be acquainted withal, 2 
Page. I warrant you, he's the man ſhould fight with | 


him. 
Slen. O, freer Anne Page 


Enter Hoſt, Caius, and Ru gby. 


Shal. It appears ſo, by his weapons. —Keep them a- 


ſunder here comes Doctor Caius. 


Lage, Nay, good Mr. * keep in 2 weapon. 
Sal. 
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bal. So do you, good Mr. Doctor. By 
Hoſt. Diſarm them, and let them queſtion; let them 
Jaw their limbs whole, and hack our Engliſh. 

Caius. I pray you, let-a me ſpeak a word with your 
ear : wherefore vil you not meet-a me ? 

Eva. Pray you, uſe your patience. In good time. 
Caius. By gar, you are de coward, de Fack dog, 
John ape. 7 

Eva. Pray you, let us not be laughing-ſtocks to 
other mens humours. I deſire you in friendſhip, and 
will one way or other make you amends; I will knog 
your urinal about your knave's cogs- comb, for miſling | 
your meetings and appointments. 

Caius, Diable] Fack Rugby, mine Hof? de Farterre, 
have I not ſtay for him, to ki | him? have I not, at de 
place I did appoint? 
 Fva. As I am a chriſtian's ſoul, now look you, this 

is the place appointed; P'll be judgment by mine Hoſt 
of the Garter. 

Hoſt. Peace, I ſay, Gallia and Gaul, French and 
We1ch, ſoul-curer and body-curer. - | 


_ Caius. Ay, dat is very good, excellent. © | 
Hoſt. Peace, I ſay; hear mine Hoſt of the Ganter 


Am! politick? am ſubtle ? am I a Mac hiavel? ſhall 
I loſe my Doctor: no; he gives me the potions and 
the motions. Shall I loſe my Parſon ? my Prieſt? my 
Sir Hugh? no, he gives me the proverbs and the no 
verbs. — Give me thy hand, terreſtial; ſo. — Give me 
thy hand, celeſtial; ſo. Boys of art, 1 have deceiv'd | 
you both: I have directed you to wrong places: your 
hearts are mighty, your ſkins are whole, and let 
burn'd ſack be the iſſue. Come, lay their ſwords 

to pawn. Follow me, lad of Peace, Follow; follow, 
follow. 

Shal. Truſt me, a mad Hoſt.— Follow, gentlemen, 
follow. 


Slen. O, FLY Anne Page! 
[Exeunt Shal. Slen. Page and Hol. 


SSI Cain, 
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Caius. Ha! do I perceive dat? have you make a 
de-ſot of us, ha, ha? 

Eva. This is well, he has made us his 1 | 
Nog. I deſire you, that we may be friends; and let 
us knog our prains together to be revenge on this 
ſame * ſcald ſcurvy cogging companion, the Hoſt of 
the Garter. + 

Caius. By gar, with all my- heart; he promiſc to 
bring me where is Anne Page; by gar, he deceive me 
too. = 
Boa: Well, [ will ſmite his noddles. —Pray you fol- 


low. | | [Exeunt, 
8 C E N E IV. 
The Street, in Windſor. 
Enter Miſtreſs Page, and Robin. 


Mrs. Page. AY, keep your way, little gallant; 
you were wont to be a follower, but 
now you are a leader. Whether had you rather lead 
mine eyes, or eye your maſter's heels? 
Rob. I had rather, forſooth, go before you like a 
man, than follow him like a dwarf. 


Mrs. Page. O, you are a farcering boy ; now, 1 
| ſee, you'll be a Courtier. 


Enter Ford. 


Ford. Well met, miſtreſs Page ; whither go you? i 
4 dir Page. Truly, Sir, to ſee your wife; is ſhe at 
home: 


Ford. Ay; and as idle as ſhe may ang rogerher, 


3 Scall ſeurwey.] Scall was Scrigener, _ 
an old word of monk, as Scas Under thy longe lockes- mayef 


Was afterwards. | thou haue the Scalle. 
Chaucer 1mprecates on his 


for 
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for want of company; I think, if your huſbands 


were dead, you two would marry. 
Mrs. Page. Be ſure of that, two other beben 
Ford. Where had you this pretty weather- cock? 


Mrs. Page. I cannot tell what the dickens his name 


is my huſband had him of: what do you call your 
Knight's name, firrah ? : | 

Rob. Sir John Falſtaff. 

Ford. Sir John Falſtaff ? 


Mrs. Page. He, he; I can never hit on's name; 


there is ſuch a league between my good man and *. — 


Is your wife at home, indeed? 
Ford, Indeed, ſhe is. 
Mrs. Page. By your leave, Sir. — 1 am nel ill 


ſee her. 1 ¶Exeunt Mrs. Page and Robin. | 


S G E N E e 


Ford. Has page any brains? hath he any eyes! e hath 
he any thinking ? ſure, they ſleep; he hath no uſe of 
them. Why, this boy will carry a letter twenty mile, 
as eaſy as a cannon will ſhoot point blank twelve-ſcore. 
He pieces out his wife's inclination; he gives her folly 


motion and, advantage; and now ſhe's going to my 


wife, and Falſtaff” s boy with her. A man may hear 
this ſhower ſing in the- Ur - and Falſtaff *s s boy with 
her !—good plots they are laid, and our revolted 
wives. ſhare damnation together. Well, I will take 
him, then torture my wife; pluck the borrow'd veil 
of modeſty from the fo ſceming miſtreſs Page, divulge 
Page | himſelf: for a ſecure and wilful Aeon, and to 
theſe violent proceedings all my neighbours ſhall cry 
aim. The clock gives me my cue, and my affurance 
bids me ſearch; there I ſhall, find Fa/Zaff I ſhall be 
rather praiſed- for this, than mocked; for it is as po- 
ſitive as the earth is firmp chat Falſtaff is there: I 


- 
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8 C E. N E VI. 
To him, Enter Page, Shallow, Slender, Holt Evans 
and Caius. 


| Shall. 8 Sc. Well met, Mr. Ford, 
Ford. Truſt me, a good knot: I have good cheer 
at home, and, I pray you, all go with me. 

Shal. I muſt excuſe myſelf, Mr. Ford. 

Slen. And ſo muft I, Sir; we have appointed to 
dine with Mrs. Arne, and 1 would not break with her 
for more deer than I'll ſpeak of. 


Shal. * We have linker about a match Verneen c 


Anne Page and my couſin Slender, and this day we 


ſhall have our anſwer. 


Sen. J hope, I have your good will, father Par ge. 


Page. You have, Mr. Slender; I ſtand Wholly for i 
you; but my wife, maſter Dottor, is for you al- 


together. 


Caius. Ay, by gar, and de ale is love-a-me; my 


nurſh-a-2yz:ckly tell me ſo muſh. 


Hoſt. What ſay you to young Mr. Fenton? lis ca- 


pers, he dances, he has eyes of youth, he writes verſes, 


he ſpeaks holy-day * * ſmells April and May; he 
will carry” t, he will carry't; t; 


will carry't. 


'tis in his buttons; he 


Page. Not by my conſent, promiſe you. The Gen- 


tleman is of no having *, he kept company with the 


4: FR linger d— They 


have not lingered very long. The 


match was propoſed by Sir H þ 
but the day before. 2 * 

5 —— be avrites werſes, he 

— holy-day, ] z. e. in a high- 

own, fuſtian ſtile. It was called 

a holy-day flile, from the old cu- 


ſtom of acting their Farces of 


the ne and moralities, which 


were turgid and bombaſt, on 


* Hang 80 in Much ads about 
nothing, 
ſtival terms. 
Merchant of Venice, thou 

Jpend't ſuch high. day wit in praif- 


ng. him. WARBURTON. 
of no Having, | Haw- 


ing is the ſame as fate or Jar 


wild 


une. 


T cannot woo in fe- 
And again in the 


EL I CL Ti ĩ de EE OO. 
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| wild Prince and Poins. He is of too high a region, 

he knows too much. No, he ſhall not knit a knot in 
his fortunes with the finger of my ſubſtance. If he 
take her, let him take her ſimply ; the wealth I have 
| waits on my conſent, and my conſent goes not that 
| Ard, I beſeech you, heartily, ſome of you go home 
| with me to dinner; beſides your cheer, you ſhall have 
| ſport; I will ſhew you a monſter. Mr. Doctor, you 
mall go; ſo ſhall you, Mr. Page; and you, Sir . 
| Shal, Well, fare you well, we ſhall have the freer 
| wooing at Mr. Page's. b „„ 
Caius, Go home, John Rugby, I come anon. 
Hoſt. Farewel, my hearts; I will to my honeſt 
Knight Falſtaſt, and drink Canary with him. „ 

Ford. {Afide.] 1 think, I ſhall drink in Pipe-wine 

firſt with him: Fl make him dance. Will you go, 
gentles? : — 

All. Have with you, to ſee this monſter. ' | Exenunt. 
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8 CE N E VII. 


Changes to Ford's Houſe. 
| Enter Mrs. Ford, Mrs. Page, and Servants with 4 
be Haftet. 1 


HAT, John! what, Robert“ 
1 Mrs. Page. Quickly, quickly: is 
che buck · baſket =——— dy 

| Mrs. Ford. I warrant.— What, Robin, 1 ſay. 
Mrs. Page. Come, come, come. | 

Mrs. Ford, Here, ſet it down. | 
: wn Page. Give your men the charge, we muſt be 
rief, Bo ea 5 
Mrs. Ford. Marry, as I told you before, John and 
Robert, be ready here hard by in the brew-houſe, and 
when I ſuddenly call on you, come forth, and without 

4 i f 8 „ any 


1 « 


| Mrs. Ford. V 


” 
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any pauſe or ſtaggering take this baſket on your ſhou!- 
ders; that done, trudge with it in all haſte, and carry 
it among the whitſters in Dalchet- Mead. and there 
empty it in the muddy ditch cloſe by the Thames ſide. 
Mrs. Page. You will do it? | 
Mrs. Ford. I ha' told them over and over ; they 


lack no direction. 
call'd. 


Be gone, and come when you are 


[ Exeunt Servant, 


Mrs. mee Here comes little Robin. 


Enter Robin. 
Mrs. Ford How now, my Ey as-muſket wha news 


with you ? 


Rob. My maſter Sir John is come in at your back 
door, miſtreſs Ford, and regueſts your company. 
Mrs. Pa * Lou little Jack-a-lent, have nn been 


true tO Us! 
Rob. Ay, vll be ſworn : 


| your being here, and hath threaten'd to put me into 
| everlaſting liberty, if I tell you of it; 


he'll turn me away. 


my maſter knows not of 


for he ſwears 


Mrs. Page. Thou'rt a good boy ; this ſecrecy of 
thine ſhall be a tailor to thee, and ſhall make thee ! 


new doublet and hoſe. 


Pl go hide me. 


Mrs. Ford. Do fo; go tell thy maſter, I am alone; 


miſtreſs Page, remember you your cue. 


[Exit Robin. 


Mrs. Page. 5 Warrant thee; if I do not act it, his 


me. 


7 How now, my Eyas-muſket,] 


Eyas is a young unfledg'd hawk. 
1 ſuppoſe from the Italian NI, 
which originally fignified any 
young bird taken from the neſt 
uafledg'd, afterwards, a young 
hawk. The French, from hence, 
took their iais, and uſed it in 
both thoſe ſignifications; to which 


they added a third, metaphori- 


cally a filly fellow ; un gargon fort 


% 


A1 Mrs. Page. 


mais, un nas. Muſtet 91 
fies a „ hawk, or tie 
ſmalleſt ſpecies of hawks. This 
too is from the Italian Mu/chetts, 
a ſmall hawk, as appears from 
the original fignification of the 
word, n.mely, a troubleſome fiing: 
ing fly. So that the humour of 
calling the little page an Ea: 


th is very intelligible. 


WARBURTON. 


Mrs. 


G WINDSOM -- go7 

- Mrs. Ford. Go to then; we'll uſe this unwholſome 
humidity, this groſs watry pumpion -we ll teach 
him to know turtles from jays. | 


SCENE VIII. 
; Enter Falſtaff : 


Fal. Have I caught thee, my heav'nly jewel? why, 


now let me die! for I have liv'd long enough: this is 
the period of my ambition: O this bleſſed hour! 
Mrs. Ford. O ſweet Sir John! 


Fal. Miſtreſs Ford, I cannot cog; I cannot prate, 
| miſtreſs Ford. Now ſhall I tin in my wiſh; I would, 
thy husband were dead; I'll ſpeak it before the belt 


lord, I would make thee my lady. 


Mrs. Ford. I your lady, Sir John? alas 1 ſhould be 


a pitiful lady. 
Fal. Let the Court of France ſhew me ſuch another; 


| Iſee how thine eye would emulate the diamond: thou 
haſt the right arched bent of the brow, that becomes 


the ſhip tire, the 4 tire- valiant * , Or any Venetian attire. 
| Mrs. 


3 m— that becomes the - fſoip- her trim: "_ all her pennants 
tire, the tire-valLlaNT, or any out, and flags and ſlreamers fly- 


Venetian attire.) The old Quar- ing. Thus Mios, in Samſan 


to reads, Tire- wellet, and the old Aoniſbes paints Delila. 


Folio reads, Or any tire of Ve- But who is this, what thing of 


netian admittance. So that the fea or land ? 

true reading of the whole is this, Female of ſex it ſcems, | 
That becomes the ſhip tire, the tire- That fo bedeckt, ornate and gay, 
VALIANT, or any "tire of Ve- Comes this way failing | 

netian admittance. "The ſpeaker Like a ftately jrip 

tells his miſtreſs, ſhe had a face / Tarſus, bound for th' Is 
that would become all the head- Of Javan or Gadier, A 
dreſſes in faſhion. The Hip- tire With all her bravery on, 2 
was an open head -dreſs, with a taclle trim, | PE 
kind of ſcarf depending from Sails fld, aud fireamers Wat 


behind. Its name of hip tire ing, 
was, I preſume, from its giving Courred ty all the awvinds th "at. 
the wearer ſome reſemblance of Fol tae Fs: | 


a pip (as Shakeſpeare ſays) in all This 


n 
1 
1 


1 


& hn E apr = 
N ” F A - 1 - * I PE 88 n pts TI EF 
4 A a P cd s . e rr r wir Io Hauer I 12 LOEWS: YIELD HE... 
L * own 1. 4 ve — — pn THE ,.t Gn . . * wa. -—< — vgs r — 
” ies 4 — bo Se — > - oy « - a * — — mg — phe TIE 8 SEE = * —— . — RAA n * = o al ry 2 —_ 2 « CE 2 r 1 . 2 
— — Ie aa LOS —— — r N — . 22 "7 OE Ee N r * T . ; : & 5 OS £ 5 L IEEE F 
mp 2 — 4 4 n > N £ * 4 7 3 * " IX, = a7" * 1 Y * — D 1 — rr dy * * 5 
l 5 MF ng 7 1 * = Yep, act 5 9 n SAY 2 Rn f 2 r 23 1 3 — 3 1 a * — * e = 2 EW 
— „ at + e e er ee een U ER r ——Bͤ = Mue — r n 9 8: « 2 r i „ 
1 ere F * b * we o GODS 56> — enen 1 2 1 3 yo — x 3 bas : I — N 8 : r or DriID ns EEr: <TAne* — : Se... 
= Mop rn ts mom Andres fg ve 19: b s ws A "I 1 * „ ES n — , l — y ; mu ro : : e ? WAL EE 2 MLA Of; 23 5 CITE; r 
Py and ore Se = a Fe 8 w - 2 N LO arts as OE omg ns” * g W's * ;) _—_— * ox; N 2 2 « 5 e * — 2 4 4 
ESR aa: mi. — PE OY OT = R_ 5 nn 1 £ — 


45 
_ — — 


Jon THE MERRY WINES . 

Mrs. Ford. A plain kerchief, Sir Fohn ; my brow 
become nothing elſe, nor that well neither. 

Fal. Thou art a tyrant to fay fo; thou would'ſt 
make an abſolute Courtier ; and the firm fixture of thy 
foot would give an excellent motion to thy gate, in à 

ſemi-circled farthingale. I fee what thou wert; if for- 


thou canſt not hide it. 


Mrs. Ford. Believe me, there's no ſuch thing in me. 
Tal. What made me love thee? let that perſuade 
thee, there's ſomething extraordinary in thee. Come, 
L cannot cog, and ſay, thou art this and that, like 2. 
many of thoſe liſping haw-thorn buds, that come like 
women in men's apparel, and ſmell like Buc#/ers-Buy 


This was an image familiar with 
the poets of that time. Thus 
Beaumont and Fletcher, in their 
play of it without money, — 


She fpreads ſattens as the King's 


Heise do canvas every here, ſhe 


may ſpace her miſen; &c. This 


wall direct us to reform tHe fol- 
Towing word of tire valiant, 
which I ſuſpe& to be corrupt, 
caliant being a very incongru- 
ous epithet for a woman's head- 
dreſs. I ſup poſe Shake/ſprare wrote 
tire-vailant. As the ſbip-tire was 
an cen head dreſs, fo the 7:re- 
dailant was a cloſe one; in which 
the head and breaſt were covered 


as with a var. And theſe were, 


in fact, the two different head- 
dreſſes then in faſhion, as we may 
ſee by the pictures of that time. 


One of which was ſo open, that 


the whole neck, breaſts and 
ſhoulders, were open'd to view : 
the other, ſo ſecurely incloſed in 
kerchiefs, Sc. that nothing could 


be ſeen above the eyes or below | 


the chin, | 
Oer am Venetian attire. ] 
This is a wrong reading, as ap- 


tune thy foe were not, nature is thy friend: come, 


pears from the impropnety of 

the word attire here uſed for a 
woman's head dreſs : whereas it 
ſignifies the dreſs of any pat, 
We ſhould read therefore, Or an 
tire of Venetian admittance. For 
the word attire, reduced by the 
Aphæreſis, to *tire, takes a new 
ſignification, and means only the 


head-dreſs. Hence Trre- aromar, 


for a dreſſer of the head. As to 

the meaning of the latter part of 10 
the ſentence, this may be ſeen by 
a paraphraſe of the whole ſpeech. 

Your face is ſo good, lays yo 


the ſpeaker, that it would be- 85 
come any head dreſs worn 4 | 


court, either the open or the 
cloſe, or indeed any rich and fa- 


ſhionable one worth adorning ho! 
with Venetian point, or a im, of. 
ewill admit to be adorned. [Of TIL 
Venetian admittance.] The 7 1 


ſhionable lace, at that time, V3 


Venetian point. WARBURTON: you 
This note is plauſible, except WF © f 

in the explanation of Yenetia | 
admittance; but 1 am afraid this Wi \ 


whole ſyſtem of dreſs is unſup- 
ported by evidence. 0 
15 ] 


8 


l 
| 
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in ſimpling time; I cannot: but 1 love rhee, none but 
"thee; and thou deſervelt it. : 


Mrs. Ford. Do not betray me, Sir; 1 fear, you love 


miſtreſs Page. 
Tal. Thou mig beſt as well fay, I love to walk by 


the Counter-gate, hich | is as hateful to me as the reck 


of a lime-kiln, 


Mrs. Ford. Well, hear n knows how I love Tolls 


and you ſhall one day find it. 
Tal. Keep in that mind; Pll deſerve it. 
Mrs. Ford, Nay, I muſt tell you, 1o you do ; or 


elſe I could not be in that mind. 
Rob, [woithin,] Miſtreſs Ford, miſtreſs Ford, here's 


miſtreſs Page at the door, ſweating, and blowing, and 


looking wildly, and would needs ſpeak with you pre- 


ſently. 
Fal. She ſhall not "Mp me; I will dae me be- 


hind the arras. 


Mrs. Ford. Pray woo 40 ſo; ſhe's a very tattling 


woman. [Falſtaff hides e 7 


SCENE NX. 
Enter mſtrefs Page. 


| What s the matter? how now? 


Mrs. Page. O miſtreſs Ford. what have you e 
you're ſham'd, ** are overthrown, you are undone for 
ever. 

Mrs. Ford. What s the matter, good miſtreſs Page : 2 

Mrs. Page. O well- a- day, miſtreſs Ford, having an 
honeſt man to your huſband, to give him ſuch cauſe 


| of ſuſpicion ! 


Mrs. Ford. What cauſe of fafpictonid f 
Mrs. Page. What cauſe of ſuſpicion ?—our- upon 


| you !—how am I miſtook in you? 


Mrs. Ford. Why, alas! what's the matter? 


Mrs. Page. Your anch coming hither, woman, 
with 


FEY X44 | 
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with all the officers in Wind/or, to ſearch for a gentle. 


man, that, he ſays, is here now in the houſe, by Your 
conſent, to take an ill ady antage of his abſence. You 


Are undone. 


Mrs. Ford. Speak louder—Aſide.] "Tis not ſo, I 


hls 


fach a man here; but ris moſt certain, your huſbang'; 
coming with half Windſor at his heels, to fearch for 
ſuch a one. I come before to tell you: if you kngy 
yourfelf clear, why, I am glad of it; but if you have 
a friend here, convey, convey him out. Be not amaz'd, 
call all your Senſes to you, defend your reputation, or 

bid farewel to your good lite for ever. 
Mrs. Ford. What ſhall I do? there is a gentleman, 


my dear friend; and I fear not mine own ſhame, fo 


much as his peril. I had rather than a thouſand pound, 


he were out of the houſe. 
Mrs. Page. For ſhame, never ſtand you had rather, 
and you had rather; your huſband's here at hand; be. 
think you of ſome conveyance, in the houſe you can- 
not hide him. Oh, how have you deceiv'd me? look, 
here is a baſket, if he be of any reaſonable ſtature, he 
may creep in here, and throw foul linen upon him, as 
if it were going to bucking : or it is Whiting time, 
fend him by your two men to Datchet-mead. 

Mrs. Ford. He” s too big to ga in there: what ſhall 
Ido? | | | 


3 Falſtaff. 


Fal. Let me ſee't, let me ſee't, O let me e II 


in, I'Il in. Follow your friend's counſel. — I iin. 
Mrs. Page. What! Sir Join Falſtaff ? are theſe your 
letters, Knight? 

Fal. I love thee—Help me away; let me erecp in 
here; I'll never — 


I goes into the Nan Por cover him with foul Vi 
rs 


Mrs. Page. Pray hear? n it be not fo, that you hare 


* 
a * 
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Mrs. Page. Help to cover your maſter, boy; —call 


your men, miſtreſs Ford. Vou diſſembling Knight! 


Mrs. Ford. What, John, Robert, Joh, go take up 


theſe clothes here, quickly. Where's the cowl-ſtaff ? 
Look, how you drumble: carry them to the landreſs 
in Datchet-mead ; (ey, come. 


SCENE X. 


Ka Ford, Page, Caius, and Evans. 


Ford. Pray you, come near; if I ſuſpect without 


cauſe, why then make ſport at me, then let me be your 


Jeſt, I deſerve it. Hownow ? whither bear you this ? 

Serv. To the landreſs, forſooth. 

Mrs. Ford. Why, what have you to do whither 18 
bear it? Vou were beſt meddle with buck-waſhing. 

Ford. Buck ? I would, I could, waſh myſelf of the 
| buck. Buck, buck, buck ? ay, buck : I warrant you, 
buck, and of the ſeaſon too, it ſhall appear. [Exeunt 
Servant with the baſket. ] Gentlemen, I have dream'd 
to-night, Il tell you my dream. Here, here, here be 
my keys; aſcend my chambers, ſearch, ſeck, find out, 
Pl warrant, we'll unkennel the fox. Let me ſtop this 
way firſt, So, now uncape ?. 


Page. Good maſter Ford, be contented; you wrong | 


yourſelf too much. 

Ford. True, maſter Page. Up. gentlemen, you 
ſhall ſee ſport anon; follow me, gentlemen. 

Eva, This is ferry fantaſtical humours and jealou- 
ſies. 

Caius. By gar, *tis no the faſhion of France it is 
not Jean in France. — | 


— So now uncape.] So the much as to ſay, take out the foul 


Folic of 1623 reads, and rightly, lianen under which the adulterer 
It is a term in Fox hunting, lies hid. The Oxford Editor 
which ſignifies to dig out the Fox reads uncouple, out of pure love 
when earth'd. And here is as to an emendation.  WarBuRT, 
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Page, Nay, follow him, e ſee the iſſue of 
his ſearch. | * Exeunt. 
8 EN E Xl. 


Manent Miſtreſs Page and Miſtreſs Ford. 
Mrs. Page. Is there not a double excellency in this? 


Mrs. Ford. I know not which pleaſes me better, that 
my huſband is deceiv'd, or Sir Feb. 


Mrs. Page. What a taking was he in, when your BW 


huſband aiked who was in the baſket! 


Mrs. Ford. I am half afraid he will have ed ot -- 


waſhing ; ſo throwing him into the water will do him 
a benefit. 

Mrs. Page. Hang him, diſhoneſt raſcal; I would, 
all of the Git ſtrain were in the ſame diſtreſs. 
Mrs. Ford. I think, my hufband hath ſome ſpecial 
ſuſpicion of Fallaff ; being here. I never ſaw himto 
groſs in his jealouſy till now. 

Mrs, Page. I will lay a plot to try that, * we wil 


yet have more tricks with Ha//?af ; his diſſolute diſcaſ [1 


will ſcarce obey this medicine. 
Mrs. Ford. Shall we ſend that foolifh carrion, mil- 


treſs Ruickly, to him, and excuſe his throwing i into the 


water, and give him another hope, to Na him to 
another puniſhment ? 


Mrs. Page. We'll do it; let him be ſent for to · mor · 


row by eight o'clock, to have amends. 


Ne. enter Ford, Page, and the reſt at à diſtance. 


Ford. I cannot find him; may be, the Rave brag'd 
of that he could not compaſs. 5 
Mrs. Page. Heard you that? 


Mrs. Ford. I, I; peace: Lou uſe me Well ma- 


ſter Ford, do you! ? 
Ford. Ay, ay, I do ſo. 


Mrs, 
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Mrs. Ford. Heay' n am you better than your 
thoughts! | 

Ford. Amen. | 

Mrs. Page. You do yourſelf mghty wrong, Mr. 
Ford. 

Ford. Ay, ay; I muſt deri . | 

Eva. If there be any 8 in the houſe, and in the 
chambers, and in the coffers, and in the prefles, heay' n 

forgive my ſins at the day of judgment! 

Caius. By gar, nor I too; there is no bodies. 

Page. Fie, fie, Mr. Ford, are you not aſham'd ? 
what ſpirit, what devil, ſuggeſts this imagination ? 1 
would not ha' your diſtemper in this kind, for the 
wealth of Windſor Caſtle. 

Ford. Tis my fault, Mr. Page: 1 ſuffer for it, 

Eva, You ſuffer for a pad conſcience ; your wife is 
as honeſt a o'mans, as I will deſires among five thous 
| fand, and five hundred too. 
| Caius. By gar, I ſee, tis an honeſt woman. 

Ford. Well—l promis'd you a dinner—Come, come, 
walk in the park. I pray you, pardon me; I will 
hereafter make known to you, why I have done this. 
Come, wife; come, miſtreſs Page; I pray you pardon 
me; pray hear tily, pardon me. 
| Page. Let's go in, gentlemen ; but truſt me, we'll 
| mock him. I do invite you to-morrow morning to 

my houſe to breakfaſt z after, we'll a birding 12 : 
1 have a fine hawk for the buſh. Shall it be ſo? | 

Ford. Any thing. 

Eva. If there 1 is one, I ſhall make two in the com- 
pany. 

Co If there be « one or two, I ſhall make-a dc 
tur 
Eva. In your teeth—for ſhame. 5 

Ford. Pray you go, Mr. Page. 

Eva. I pray you now, remembrance to-morrow on 
the louſy knave, mine Hoſt. 

Caius. Dat is good, by gar, with all my . | 

Vor. II. WW Eva. 
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Eva. A louſy knave, to have his gibes, and his 
mockeries. | LExeunt. 


8 CE N E XII 
Changes to Page's Houſe. 


Enter Fenton and Miſtreſs Anne Page. 
Fent. SEE, I cannot get thy father's love; 


Therefore no more turn me to him, ſweet Nan, 


Anne. Alas! how then ? 
Fent. Why, thou muſt be thyſelf. 


He doth object, I am too great of birth; 


And that my ſtate being gall'd with my expence, 
I ſeek to heal it only by his wealth. | 
Beſides theſe, other bars he lays before me, 

My riots paſt, my wild ſocieties 

And tells me, *tis a thing impoſſible 

I ſhould love thee, but as a property. 


Anne. May be, he tells you true. 
f 


Fent. No, heav'n ſo ſpeed me in my time to come. - 


Albeit, I will confeſs, thy * father's wealth 
Was the firſt motive that I woo'd thee Anne 
Yet wooing thee, I found thee of more value 
Than ſtamps in gold, or ſums in ſealing bags; 
And 'tis the very riches of thyſelf 

That now I aim at. 

Anne. Gentle Mr. Fenton, 

Yet ſeek my father's love: ſtill ſeek it, Sir; : 


If opportunity and humbleſt ſuit * 
Can- 
f — father's — Some, dred pounds were ſuch a temp- 
lebe may be given to thoſe who tation to courtſhip, as made all 
ſhall endeavour to calculate the other motives ſuſpected. Cir: 
encreaſe of Enyliþ wealth, by greve makes twelve thouſand 
obſerving, that Latymer in the pounds more than a counterbal- 
time of Edward VI. mentions it lance to the affectation of Belinda. 
as a proof of his father's pro- No poet would now fly his ti 
ſperity, That though but a yeoman, vourite character at les than ft 
he gave his daughters five pounds thouſand. 
each for her portion. At the lat- * F opportunity and aun 
ter end of Elizabeth, ſeven hun- A Dr. 7, Oy n 
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Cannot attain it, why then hark you hither. 
| [Fenton and Miſtreſs Anne go apart. 


8 CE N E A. 
Enter Shallow, Slender, and Miſtreſs Quickly. 


Shal. Break their talk, miſtreſs Qichly; my kinſ- 


man fhall ſpeak for himſelf. 

Slen. Til make a ſhaft or a bolt on't: *4*slid, *tis 
but Venturing. 

Shal. Be not aiſmay'd. 

Sen. No, ſhe ſhall not diſmay me : 1 care nor for 
"ny but that I am affeard. 


. Qyic. Hark ye, Mr. Slender would ſpeak a word 


with you. 
Anne. I come to him. — This is my father's choice. 
O, what a world of vile ill favour'd faults 


{ Look handſome in three hundred pounds a year ! 
2yic. And how does good maſter Fenton? Po you, 


a word with you. 

Shal. She's coming ; to her, coz. O boy, thou 
hadſt a father! 
| Slen. I had a father, Mrs. Anne; my uncle can tell 
you good jeſts of him.—Pray you, uncle, tell Mrs. 
Anne the jeſt, how my father ſtole two eee out of a 
pen, good uncle. 

Shal. Miſtreſs Anne, my cond loves you. 
Sen. Ay, that I do, as well as I love any woman in 
E Glouceſterſhire. 8 

Shal. He will maintain you like a gentlewoman. 

Slen. Ay, that I will, come cut and long-tall, under 
the degree of a Squire. 


Shal. He will make e you a hundred : and Oy pounds 


jointur E. 


that our Author With more Pro- * the frequent Opportunities you 
priety wrote : * find of ſolliciting my Father, 


IF Importunity and humbleſt Suit, © and your Obſequiouſneſs 10 


] have not veptur d to diſturb the * him, cannot get him over to 
Text, becauſe it may mean, If * your Party, Sc.“ THEOBALD. 


2 Anne. 
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Anne. Good maſter Shallow, let him woo for himſelf 
Shal. Marry, I thank you for it; I thank you for 


that. Good comfort; ſhe calls you, coz. Tt leave you. 


Anne. Now, maſter Slender. 

Slen. Now, good miſtreſs Anne. 

Anne. What is your will? 

Slen. My Will: ? od's heart-lings, that's a pretty jeſt, 
indeed; I ne'er made my Will yet, I thank heav'n; [ 
am not ſuch a ſickly creature, I give heav'n praiſe. 
Anne. 1 mean, Mr. Slender, what would you with me? 
Sen. Truly, for my own part, I would little or no- 

thing with you; your father and my uncle have made 
motions ; if it be my luck, ſo; if not, happy man be 
his dole! they can tell how things go, better than] 
can; you may alk your father; here he comes. 


SCENE XK 
Enter Page, and Miſtreſs Page. 


Page. Now, maſter Slender : love him, daughter 
Anne. 
Why how now? what does maſter Fenton here! 
Yau wrong me, Sir, thus {till to haunt my houſe: 
I told you, Sir, my daughter is diſpos'd of. 
Fent. Nay, maſter Page, be not impatient. 
Mrs. Page. Good Maſter Fenton, come not to mj 
child. 
Page. She is no match for you. 
Fent. Sir, will you hear me? 
Page. No, good maſter Fenton. 
Come, maſter Shallow; come, ſon Slender, in. 
Knowing my mind, you wrong me, maſter Fenton. 


CExeunt Page, Shallow, and Slender 


Vic. Speak to miſtreſs Page. 
Fent. Good miſtreſs Page, for that 1 love your 
daughter : 
In ſuch a righteous faſhion as do, 
_ Perforce, againſt all checks, rebukes and manners, 
I muſt advance the colours of my * > p 
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And not retire. . Let me have your good will. 
Anne. Good mother, do not marry me to yon fool. 
Mrs. Page. I mean it not, I ſeek you a better huſ- 

band. | 
Cuic. That's my maſter, maſter Doctor. 

Anne. Alas, I had rather be ſet quick i i'th earth, 

And bowl'd to death with turnips *. 

Mrs. Page. Come, trouble not yourſelf, ; good n ma- 
ſter Fenton, 

I will not be your friend nor r enemy: 

My daughter will I queſtion how ſhe loves you, 

And as I find her, ſo am I affected. 

Till then, farewel, Sir—ſhe muſt needs go in, 

Her Father will be angry. ¶ Exe. Mrs. Page and Anne. 
Fent. Farewel, gentle miſtreſs; farewel, Nan. 
Lyic. This is my doing now. Nay, ſaid I, will 

you caſt away your child on a fool, and a * phyſician? 

look on maſter Fenton—This is my doing. 
Fent. I thank thee; and I pray thee, once to-night 
| Give my ſweet Nan this ring. Therc' s for thy pains, 
Exit. 
Quic. Now heav'n ſend thee good fortune ! 15 kind 
heart he hath, a woman would run through fire and 
water for ſuch a kind heart. But yet, I would my 
maſter had miſtreſs Anne, or I would Mr. Slender had 
her; or, in ſooth, I would Mr. Fenton had her. I will 
do what I can for them all three, for ſo I have pro- 
mis'd ; and PII be as good as my word, but ſpeciouſly 
for Mr. Fenton, Well, I muſt of another errand to 

Sir John Fatal from my two miſtreſſes; what a beaſt 

am I to flack it ? (Exit. 


$17 


* Non Alas, I had rather be 

fet quick ?th earth, 

And bowPd to death ww tur- 
nis] Can we think the 
ſpeaker would thus ridicule her 
own imprecation? We may be 
ſure ou l line ſhould be given 


„ 


te to 3 . Drickly, who 


would mock the young woman's 
averſion for her maſter the Doc- 
tor. WaRBURTON. 


* fool and a phyſician ?] 
I ſhould read foo/ or a phy/ician, 
; WO Slender and Caius. 
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SCENE XV. 
Changes to the Garter-Inn. 
Enter Falſtaff and Bardolph. 


Fal. ARD OLH, I ſay. 
Bard. Here, Sir. | 
Fal. Go fetch me a quart of ſack, put a roaſt i in't. 
Ex. Bard.] Have I liv'd to be carry'd } in a baſket, like 
a barrow of butchers” offal, and to be thrown into the 
Thames ? well, if I be hed ſuch another trick, Tl! 
have my brains ta'en out and butter'd, and give them 
to a dog for a new year's gift. The rogues ſlighted 
me into the river with as little remorſe as they would 
have drown'd a bitch's blind puppies, fifteen i'th' lit- 
ter; and you may know, by my ſize, that I have a 
kind of alacrity in finking : if the bottom were as 
deep as hell, I ſhould down. I had been drown'd, 
but that the ſhore was ſhelvy and ſhallow; a death that 
I abhor; for the water ſwells a man: and what a thing 
| ſhould I have been, when I had been ſwell'd ? I ſhould 
have been a mountain of mummy. 


. Bardolph. 1 5 


Neu is the | Sack brewd? _ | 
Bard. Here's Mrs. Quickly, Sir, to foeak with you. 
Fal. Come, let me pour in ſome ſack to the Thames 


In former copies, Stallion loſes much of the Va 

— as they would have drown'd lue it might otherwiſe have ; but 
4 blind Bitch's puppies, ] I have are puppies ever drown'd the 
ventur'd to tranſpoſe the Adjec- ſooner, for coming from a blind 
tive here, againſt the Authority Bitch? The Author certainly 
of the printed Copies, I know, wrote, as they would have drow'd 
in horſes, a Colt from a blind a Bitch's blind puppies, THñEOb. 


water; 
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water; for my belly's as cold as if I had fwallow'd 
ſnow-balls, for pills to cool the reins. Call her in. 

Bard. Come in, woman, . 


SCENE XVI 
Enter Mrs. Quickly. 


Quic. By your leave—T cry you mercy. Give your 
worſhip good morrow. 
Tal. Take away theſe challices go brew me a poule 
of ſack finely. | 
Bard. With eggs, Sir? 

Fal. Simple of itſelf; PIl no pullet-ſperm in my 
brewage —How now? _ : 
vic. Marry, Sir, I come to your worſhip Ss 
miſtr els Pore ( 

Fal. Miſtreſs Ford? | have had Ford enough; I 
was thrown into the Ford; I have my belly full of | 

Ford. 
Quic. Alas the day! good hears, that was not her 
fault: ſhe does ſo take on LINE her men; they miſtook 
their erection. 

Fal. So did I mine, to build on a fooliſh. woman © 
promiſe. 

Luic. Well, ſhe laments, Sir, for it, ag] it would. 
yern your heart to ſee it. Her huſband goes this morn- 
ing a birding; ſhe deſires you once more to come to 
her between eight and nine. I muſt carry her word 
quickly; ſhe'll make you amends, I warrant you. 
Tal. Well, I will viſit her; tell her ſo, and bid her 
think, what a man is: let Ber conſider his frailty, and 
then judge of my merit. 

Quic. I will tell her. | 

Fal. Do ſo. Between nine and ten, ay thou ? 

©mc. Eight and nine, Sir. 
Tal. Well, be gone; I will not ibs her. ED 
3 Vic. Peace be with you, Sir. 5 
| ET4 © l. 


% THE MERRY WIVES 
Fal. I marvel, I hear not of maſter Broo#; he ſent 


me word to ſtay within: I like his mony well. Oh, 
here he comes. | | 


8 0 E N E XVI. 
er Ford. 


Ford. Bleſs you, Sir. | 
Fal. Now, maſter Brook, you come to know what 


| hath paſs'd between me and Ford's wife. 
Ford. That, indeed, Sir Fobn, is my buſineſs. 


Fal. Maſter Brook, I will not lie to you; I was at 


her houſe the hour ſhe - own me. 
Ford. And you ſped, Sir? | 
Fal. Very ill-favour'dly, maſter Breok. 


Ford. How, Sir, did ſhe change her determination : ] 


Fal. No, maſter Broo# ; but the peaking cornuto 
her huſband, maſter Brook, dwelling in a continual la- 
rum of jealouſy, comes me in the inſtant of our en- 
counter; aſter we had embrac'd, kiſs'd, proteſted, 


and as it were, ſpoke the prologue of our comedy; 


and at his heels a rabble of his campanions, thither 


provok'd and inſtigated by his diſtemper, and, for- 


ſooth, to ſearch his houſe for his wife's love. 
Ford. What, while you was there: Sx 
Fal. While I was there. 


comes in one miſtreſs Page, gives intelligence of Ford's 
approach, and by her invention, and Ford's wife's di- 
ſtraction, they convey'd me into a buck-baſker. 

Ford. A buck- baſket? 


Fal. Yea, a buck-baſket : - ramm'd me in with foul 


ſnirts and ſmocks, ſocks, foul ſtockings, and greaſy - 


papkins: ä that, maſter Brook, there WAS the. rankeſt 
12 s | | | com- 


Fer d. And did he ſearch for you, and could not find 5 


in” N You ſhall "mY As good luck would have it, 
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compound of villainqus ſmell, that ever oftended no- 


{tril. 
Ford. And how long lay you there? 


Fal. Nay, you ſhall hear, maſter Brook, what 1 have 


ſuffer'd to bring this woman to evil for your good. 


Being thus cramm'd in the baſket, a couple of Ford's 


knaves, his hinds, were call'd forth by their miſtreſs, 


to carry me in the name of foul cloaths to Datchet- 
lane ; they took me on their ſhoulders, met the jealous 
kevin their maſter in the door, who aſk'd them once 


or twice what they had in their baſket; I quak'd for 


fear, leſt the lunatick knave would have ſearch'd it ; 
but fate, ardaining he ſhould be a cuckold,” held his 


hand. Well, on went he for a ſearch, and away went 
| for foul cloaths; but mark the ſequel, maſter Brook ; 


I ſuffer'd the pangs of three egregious deaths: firſt, 
| an intolerable fright, to be detected by a jealous rotten 


bell weather; next to be compaſs'd like a good bilbo *, 
| in the circumference of a peck, hilt to point, heel to 


| head; and then to be ſtopt in, like a ſtrong diſtilla- 


tion, with ſtinking cloaths that fretted in their own 


{ greaſe : think of that, a man of my * kidney; think 
of that, that am as ſubject to heat as butter; a man 
of continual diſſolution and thaw; it was a miracle to 
ſcape ſuffocation. And in the height of this bath, 
when I was more than half ſtew'd in greaſe, like a 


Dutch diſh, to be thrown into the Thames, and cool'd 


glowing hot, in that furge, like a horſe-ſhoe ; think 
| of that; hiſſing hot; think of that, maſter Brook. 

| Ford, In good ſadneſs, Sir, I am ſorry that for my 
| fake you have ſuffer d all this. My ſuit is then de- 
ſperate ; you'll undertake her no more? 

| - Fed. Maſter Brook, I will be thrown into Etna, as 
| have been into Thames, ere I will leave her thus. Her 
husband is this morning gone a birding; I have re- 


A bilbo is a Spaniſh blade, phraſe now ſignifies 4ind or gua- 


of which the excellence is flexi- Iities, but Falllaff means a man 
penal and elaſticity, whoſe 4zdnies are as Fat as mine. 
* kidney ;] Kidney in this 
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ceiv'd from her another embaſiy of meeting; 'twixt 
eight and nine is the hour, maſter Brook. 
Ford. Tis paſt eight already, Sir. 
Fal. Is it? I will then addreſs me to my appoint- 
ment. Come to me at your convenient leifure, and 
you ſhall know how I ſpced; and the concluſion ſhall 
be crown'd with your enjoying her; adieu, you ſhall 
have her, maſter Brook ; maſter Brook, you hall cuck- 
old Ford. it. 
Fjord. Hum! ha! is this a vifon? 18 this a dream? 
do I ſleep? maſter Ford, awake; awake, maſter Jord; 
there's a hole made in your | beſt coat, maſter Ford; | 
this 'tis to be married; this 'tis to have linen and 
buck-baſkets !--Well, I will proclaim myſelf what I am; 
I wilt now take the leacher; he is at my houſe; he 
cannot ſcape me; *tis impoſſible, he ſhould; he can- 
not creep into a half-penny purſe, nor into a pepper- 
box; bur, leſt the devil that guides him ſhould aid 
him, I will ſearch impoſſible places. Tho? what I an 
I cannot avoid, yet to be what I would not, fthall not 
make me tame: if I have horns to make one mad, 
let the proverb go with me, Pl] be horn-mad. [ Eait. 


There is no image which his plays for the ſtage rather than 
our author appears fo fond of as the preſs, he perhaps reviewed 

that of a cuckold's horns. Scarce- them ſeldom, and did not ob- 

ly a light character is introduced ſerve this repetition, or finding 

that does not endeavour to pro- the jeſt, however frequent, {ill 

duce merriment by ſome alluſion ſucceſsful, did not think correc- 
to horned huſbands. As he wrote tion neceſſary. 
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ACTIV. SCENE I 
Page's Houſe. 


Enter Mrs. Page, Mrs. Quickly, and William. 


Mrs. PA G . 


TS he at Mr. Fird's already, think'ſt thou? 

Quic. Sure, he is by this, or will be preſently ; 
but truly he is very courageous mad, about his throw- 
ing into the water. Mrs. Ford deſires you to come ſud- 
denly. 
| Mrs Page. PII be with Kei by 5 by; PI but bring 
my young man here to ſchool, Look, where his ma- 
iter comes; *tis a ng das I ſee. 


Enter ta 


How: now, Sir Hugh, no ſchool to- ay? | — 
| Eva. No; maſter Slender is let the boys leave to 
lay. | 
18 8 vic. Bleſſing on his heart! 

Mrs. Page. Sir Hugh, my husband ſays, my 1 
. nothing in the world at his book; I pray you, 
aſk, him ſome queſtions i in his Accidence. | 

Eva. Com hither, William hold up your head, — 
come. 

Mrs, Page. Come on, Sirrah, hold up your head.— 
Anſwer your maſter, be not afraid. 


Evd. William, how many numbers is in nouns : 255 
Will. Two. 


6 This is a very trifling ſcene, to the pre; but Shakeſpeare 
of no uſe to the plot, and I belt knew what would 7 
ſhould think of no one + 

| Sie : 
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Luc. Truly, I thought there had been one number 
more, becauſe they ſay, od's nouns, 
Eva. Peace your tatlings. What 1s Fair, William? 
Will. Pulc her. | 
Quic. Poulcats? there are fairer things than poul- 
cats, ſure, 
Eva. You are a very ſimplicity *oman; I a you, 
peace What is Lapis, William? 
Will. A ſtone. 
Eva. And what is a ſtone, William: 
Will. A pebble. | | 
Eva. No, it is my” * I pray you, remember 1 in 
Four prain. 
Will. Lapis. 5 
Eva. That is a good William: what i is he, William, 
that does lend articles? 
Will. Articles are borrow'd of the pronoun, and be 
thus declin'd, fangulariter, nominati vo, hic, hæc, Hoc. 
Eva. Nomi nativo, hig, hag, hog ; pray you, mark: 
geniti vo, 228 well, what is your accuſative caſe * 
Will. Accuſative, hinc. 
Eva. I pray you, have your remembrance, child; 
accuſative, hung, hang, Hog. 
Quic. Hang hog, is Latin for bacon, I warrant you. ” 
Esa. Leave your prabbles, 'oman, What is the 
focative caſe, William © | 5 
Will. O, vocati vo, O. 
Eva. Remember, William, focatroe is caret. 
Quic. And that's a good root. 
Eva. Oman, forbear. 
Mrs. Page. Peace. . 
Eva. What is your genitive caſe lural milla? 
Mill. Genive caſe 6 + 7 
*. Fva. Ay. 
Will. Genitive, horum, harum, boris 
Nuic. Vengeance of Giney's caſe; fie on her ! ne- 
ver name her, child, if ſhe be a whore. ; 
Exa. For thame, * oman. 


Dn, 
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Quic. You do ill to teach the child ſuch words: he 


teaches him to hick and to hack, which they'll do faſt 
enough of themſelves ; 3 and to call horum; fie upon 


you! 


Eva. Oman, art thou lunacies ? haſt thou no un- 


derſtanding for thy caſes, and the numbers of the gen- 


ders? thou art as fooliſh. chriſtian CAEAFUrES, as [ would | 


defire. 
Mrs. Page. Pr ythee, hold thy peace. 


Eva. Shew me now, Milli am, ſome declenſions of 


your pronouns. 
Mill. Forſooth, I have forgot. | 
Eva. It is, li, ce, cod; if you forget your ties 
your t,, and your code, you muſt be Preeehes'; go 
your ways and play, go. 


Mrs. Page. He is a better ſcholar, than 1 chought 


he was. 

Eva. He is a good ſprag memory. Farewel, Mrs. 
Page, 

Mrs. Page. Adieu, good Sir Hugh. Get you home, 
boy. Comes we ſtay too long. | Exeunt. 


SCE N E II. 
Changes to Ford's Houſe 
Enter Falſtaff aud Mrs. nh 


Fal. MI de Ford, your ſorrow hath eaten up my 


ſufferance. I ſee, you are obſequigus i In 
your love, and I profeſs requital to a hair's breadth; 


not only, miſtreſs Ford, in the ſimple office of love, 


but in all the accouſtrement, complement, and ce- 


remony of it. But are you ſure of your huſband 
now? . 


Mrs. Ford. He's bog ſweet Sir John. 


hoa! 


Mrs. Page. C within, ) What hoa, gollp Ford] what 


Mrs, b 
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Mrs. Tord. ep into che chamber, Sir Fobn, | 
| ext Falllafl 


Enter Mee. Page 


Mrs. Page. How now, ſweet heart, who” s at home 
beſides yourſelf ? 

Mrs. Ford. Why, none but mine own people. 

Mrs. Page. Indeed? | 

Mrs. Ford. No, certainly — Speak louder. [ Afde. 

Mrs. Page. Truly, J am ſo glad Fu have no body 
HBeie. 

Mrs. Ford. Why? 

Mrs. Page. Why, woman, your huſband is in his 
old lunes again; he fo takes on“ yonder with my huſ- 
band, {0 rails againſt all married mankind, ſo curſes 
all Eve's daughters, of what complexion ſoever, and 
fo buffets himſelf on the forehead, crying, peer-out +, 
peer-out ! that any madneſs I ever yet beheld ſeen! 
but tameneſs, civility, and patience, to this diſtemper 
he is in now. Iam glad, the fat knight is not here. 

Mrs. Ford. Why, does he talk of him ? | 

Irs. Page. Of none but him; and ſwears, he was 

carry'd out, the laſt time he ſcarch'd for him, in a 
baſker ; proteſts to my huſband, he is now here; and 
hath drawn him and the reſt of their company from 
their ſport, to make another experiment of his ſuſpi- 
cion ; but I am glad the knight is not here ; now he 
ſhall ſee his own foolery. 

Mrs. Ferd. How near is he, mite Page: © 

Mrs. Page. Hard by, at ſtreet's end, he will be here 
anon. | 

Mrs. Ferd. Jam undone, the knight is here. 

Mrs. Page. Why, then thou art utterly ſham'd, and 
he's but a dead man. What a woman are you ?—Away 
with him, away with him; better ſhame than murther. 


* To take on, which is now paſſion. 
uſed” for to grieve, ſeems to be + Peer-out, ] That is, appear 
uſed by our author for e rage. horns. Shatteſprare is at his ol 
Perbaps it was e to any lanes. M | 
| 18. 
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Mrs. Ford. Which way ſhould he go? lb ſhould 
1 beſtow him? ſhall I put him into the baſket again? 


N E III. 
Enter Falſtaff. 


Tal. Na Pll come no more i'th? baſket : may! not 


go out, ere he come? 
Mrs. Page. Alas! alas! three of maſter Ford?s bro- 


chers watch the door with piſtols; that none ſhould iſ- 


ſue out, otherwiſe you might flip away ere he Came. 
—But what make you here? 

Fal. What thall I do? I'll creep up into the chim- 
na 


Mrs. Ford. There they always uſe to diſcharge cheir 


birding- pieces; creep into the kill-hole. 
Fal. Where is it? 
Mrs. Ford. He will ſeek there, on my word. Nei- 


ther preſs, coffer, cheſt, trunk, well, vault, but he 


| hath an abſtract for the remembrance of ſuch places, 
and goes to them by his note; there is no hiding you 
in the houſe, 

Fal. Fl go out then. 

Mrs. Ford. If you go out in your own ſemblance, 
you die, Sir Fohn, unleſs you 80 ont diſguis'd. How 
might we diſguiſe him? 
Mrs. „Hage. Alas-the-day, I know not. There is no 
woman's gown big enough for him; otherwiſe, he 


might put on a hat, a muffler, and a kerchief, and ſo 


eſcapg 
Fal. Good heart, Berit fomerhing; any extremity, 
rather than miſchief, 


Mrs. Ford. My maid's aunt the fat woman of Brain- 


ford, has a gown above. 


Mrs. Page. On my word, it will AO him; ſhe's 


as big as he is, and there's her thrum hat, and her 
mulller too. Kun up, Sir 8 | h 
Mrs. 
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Mrs. Ford. Go, go, ſweet Sir John; miſtreſs Page 
and I will look ſome linen for your head. N 
Mrs. Page. _ quick, we'll come dreſs you 

\ ſtraight ; put on the gown the while. [Exit Falſtaff, 
Mrxs. Ford. I would, my huſband would meet him in 
this ſhape; he cannot abide the old woman of Brain- 

Pord; he ſwears, ſhe's a witch, forbade her my houſe, 
and hath threatned to beat her. 

Mrs. Page. Heav'n guide him to thy huſpand's cud- 
gel, and the devil guide his cudgel afterwards: 

Mrs: Ford. Brit is my huſband coming? 

Mrs. Page. Ay, in good ſadneſs, is he; and talks 
ok the baſket too, however he hath had intelligence 
Mrs. Ford. We'll try that; for III appoint my men 
to carry the baſket again, to meet him at the door with 


i, as they did laſt time. 


Mrs. Page. Nay, but he'll be here buy ; lers 
go dreſs him like the witch of Brainford. 
Mrs. bord. I'll firſt direct my men, what they {liall 
do with the baſket. Go Up, I'll bring linen for him 
ſtraight. | 
Mrs. Page. Hang him, diſhoneſt varlet, we cannot 
miſuſe him enough. _ 
We'll leave a proof, by that which we will do, 
Wives may be merry, and yet honeſt too. 
We do not act, that often jeſt and laugh: 


Tiis old but true, Still ſioine eat all the draugh.. 


Mrs. Ford. Go, Sirs, take the baſket again on your 
ſhoulders; your maſter is hard at door; if he bid you 


ſet it down, obey him : quickly, diſpatch. _ 
| (Exeunt Mrs. Page and Mrs. Ford. 


r Servants with the bat. 


1 rv Come, come, ks up. | 
2 Serv. Pray heav'n, it be not full of the "IAN 
again. 

1 Serv. I hope not. I had as lief bear ſo much lead. 
SCENE. 
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JFF h 
Euter Ford, Shallow, Page, Caius and Evans. 


Ford. Ay, but if it prove true, maſter Page, have 
you any way then to unfool me again? Set down the 
baſket, villain; — ſomebody call my wife——youth— 
In a baſket! oh, you panderly raſcals! there's a knot, 
a gang, a pack, a conſpiracy, againſt me: now ſhall 
the devil be ſham'd. What! wife, I ſay; come, 
come forth, behold what honeſt cloaths you ſend forth 
to bleaching. F 

Page. Why, this paſſes, maſter Ford you are 
not to go looſe any longer, you mult be pinnion'd. 

Eva. Why, this is lunaticks; this is mad as a mad 
don. 5 | f 


Enter Mrs. Ford. 


_  Shal. Indeed, maſter Ford, this is not well, indeed. 
Ford. So ſay I too, Sir. Come hither, miſtreſs | 
Ford; —miſtreſs Ford, the honeſt woman, the modeſt © - 

wife, the virtuous creature, that hath the jealous fool 

to her husband! ſuſpe&t without cauſe, miſtreſs, 

do I: i „ | 855 
Mrs. ford. Heav'n be my witneſs, you do, if you 
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Z piped me in any diſhoneſty. 
Ford. Well ſaid, brazen face; hold it out. Come 
forth, Sirrah. [Pulls the cloaths out of the baſhet. 
Page. This paſſes „ 
Mrs. Ford. Are you not aſham'd ? let the cloaths 
alone. EEE - , 
Ford. ſhall find you anon. | | 
Eva. Tis unreaſonable; will you take up your wife's 
cloaths ? come away. 1 jf 
Ford. Empty the baſket, I ſay. 
Mrs. Ford, Why, man, why 


8 You Mun * Ferd. 
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Ford. Maſter Page, as I am a man, there was one 


convey'd out of my houſe yeſterday in this baſket; 
why may not he be there again? in my houſe I am ſure 


he is; my intelligence is true, my jealouſy is reaſon- 
able; pluck me out all the linen. 


Mrs. Ford. If you find a man there, he ſhall die a 


flea's death. 
Page. Here $ NO man. 


Shal. By my fidelity, this is not well, maſter Ford; 


this wrongs you 7. 

Eva. Maſter Ford, you mult pray, and not follow 
the imaginations of your own heart; this is Jealouſies, 
Ford. Well, he's not herel ſeek for. 

Page. No, nor no where elſe but in your brain. 


Ford. Help to ſearch my houſe this one time; if I 


| find not what I ſeek, ſhew no colour for my extremity; 
let me for ever be your table-ſport; let them fay of 


me, As jealous as Ford, that ſearch'd a hollow 3 . 


for his wife's leman. Satisfy me once more, once more 
ſearch with me. 


Mrs. Tord. What hoa, i Pa come you, | 


and the old woman down; my husband will come in- 
to the chamber. 
Tord. Old woman; what old woman's r ? 


Mrs. Ford. Why, it is my maid's aunt of Brain. 


ford. 


Ford. A witch, a quean, an old cozening quean; 


have I not forbid her my houſe? ſhe comes of errands, 
does ſhe ? we are ſimple men, we do not know what's 


brought to paſs under the profeſſion of fortune: telling. 


She works by charms, by ſpells, by th' figure; and 
ſuch dawbry as this is beyond our element; We know 


7 This worongs you.] This is ill treated by. her rugged ſiſter | 


below your character, unworthy * ü 
of your underſtanding, injurious You wrong me much, indeed 
to your honour. So in the Tam- Jo wg yourſelf. 
ing of the Shrew, Bianca being 


nothing 


1 Ks. ah 
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nothing. Come down, you witeh; you hag you, 
come down, I ſay. | OED 


Mrs. Ford. Nay, good ſweet husband; good gen- 


tlemen, let him not ſtrike the old woman. 
SCENE V. 


Enter Falſtaff in woman's cloaths, and Mrs. Page. 
Mrs. Page. Come, mother Prat, come, give me 
your hand. | 


Ford. V1 Prat her. Out of my door, you witch 4 
[Beats him.] you hag, you baggage, you poulcat, 


you runnion! * out, out, out. I'll conjure you, III 
fortune-tell you. . » [Exit Fal. 


Mrs. Page. Are you not aſham'd ? I think, you 


| have kill'd the poor woman. | 


Mrs. Ford. Nay, he will do it.—'Tis a goodly cre- 


dit-for you. 
Ford. Hang her, witch. 


Eva. By yea and no, I think, the *oman is a with 
indeed: I like not when a *oman has a great peard; 1 


{py a great peard under her muffler ?. | 
Ford. Will you follow, gentlemen? I beſeech you, 


| follow; ſee bur the iſſue of my jealouſy; if I cry out 


thus upon no trail *, never truſt me when I open again- 
Page. Let's obey his humour a little further: come, 
gentlemen. x Exeunt. 


3 Runnion, applied to a wo- ing been ſo deceived before, and 


man, means, as far as can be knowing that he had been de- 


traced, much the ſame with call ceived, would ſuffer him to e- 
and /cab ſpoken of a man. ſcape in fo ſlight a diſguiſe, 

* 9 I a great peard untler her * Cry out upon no trail.) The 
muſfier.) As the ſecond ſtrata- expreſſion is taken from the hun- 
gem, by which Fa/faff eſcapes, ters. Trail is the ſcent left by 
is much the groſſer of the two, the paſſage of the game. To 
I wiſh it had been practiſed firſt. cry out, is to open or bark, | 
It is very unlikely that Ford hav- TT a 
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Mrs. Page. Truſt me, he beat him moſt pitifully. 


Mrs. Ford. Nay, by th' maſs, that he did not; he 


beat him muſt unpitifully, methought. 
Mrs. Page. PI! have the cudget hallow'd and hung 
_ ofer the altar; it hath done meritorious ſervice. 

Mrs. Ford. What think you ? may we, with the 
warrant of woman-hood, and the witneſs of a good 
_ conſcience, purſue him with any further revenge? 

Mrs. Page. The ſpirit of wantonneſs is, ſure, ſcar'd 
out of him; if the devil have him not in Tee-ſimple, 
with fine and recovery, he will never, I think, in the 
way of waſte, attempt us again. | 

Mrs. Ford. Shall we tell our husbands how we hare 
ſerved him? 
__ Mrs. Page. Yea, by all means; if it be but to 

_ ſcrape the figures out of your husband's brain. lt 

they can find in their hearts the poor unvirtuous fat 
knight ſhall be any further afflicted, we two will {till 
be the miniſters. 

Mrs. Ford. I'll warrant, they'll have him publicly 
ſham'd ; and, methinks, there would be no period 10 
the jeſt, ſhould he not be publickly aſham'd, 

rr Page. Come to the forge with it, then ſhape 

: I would not have things cool. [ Exeunt, 


EET NE vl. 


Changes to the Garter Inn. 


Enter Hoſt and Bardolph, 


Bard. CIR, the 8 deſires to Wee "aA of - 
5 your horſes ; the Duke himſelf will be to- 
morrow at court, and they are going to meet him. 
Hlaſt. What Duke ſhould that be, comes ſo ſecretly * 

T hear not of him in the court: let me ſpeak with. 


Bard. 


the gentlemen ; they pens Engl 22 


or WINDSOR, "ny 
| Bard, Sir, I'Il call them to you. | 


Hoſt. They ſhall have my horſes, but rl make them 


pay, I'll ſawce them. They have had my houſe a 
week at command; I have turn'd away my other 
guelts *; they mult « come off; Pll ſawce them, come. 

- 12 Exeunt. 


er vl. 
Chan ges to Ford's Houſe. 
Enter Pace Ford, Mrs. Page, Mrs. Ford, and Evans. 


Eva. 3 IS one. of the beſt diſcretions of oman, 


as ever I did look upon. 


Page. And did he ſend you both theſe letters at an 


inſtant? 
Mrs. Page. Within a quarter of an hour. 
Ford. Pardon me, wife. Henceforth do what thou 
Wik; 
I rather will ſuſpect the ſun with cold, 
Than thee with wantonneſs; thy honour ſtands, 
In him that was of late an hererick, 
As firm as faith. | 
Page. Tis well, tis well; no more. 
Be not as extream in abe as in offence, 
But let our plot go forward; let our wives 
Yet once again, to make us public ſport, 
Appoint a meeting with this old fat fellow, 
Where we may take him, and diſgrace him for it. 


on They u. come off;] This with ſpirit and l In 
never can be our Poct's or his this place it ſeems to mean what 
Hoſt's meaning. To come off be- is in our time expreſſed by 75 
ing in other terms 20 go ſcot free. come down, to pay liberally and 
We muſt read, courrT of, i. e. readily. Theſe accidental and 
clear their reckoning. colloquial ſenſes are the diſgrace 
WarBurTON, of language, and the plague of 

To come off, ſignifies in our au- commentators, 
thour, ſometimes ta be uttered 


May '$- Ford. 
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Ford. There is no better way than that they pole of. 

Page. How? to ſend him word they'll meet him in 
the park at midnight? fie, fie, he'll never come. 
Eva. You ſay, he hath been thrown into the river; 
and has been grievouſly peaten, as an old oman; me- 
thinks, there ſhould be terrors in him, that he ſhould 
not come ; methinks, his fleſh i is puniſh'd, he hall haye 


no deſires. 
Page. So think I too. 
Mrs. Ford. Deviſe but how you'll uſe him, when 
it he comes; | 

And let us two deviſe to bring bla thither. 

Mrs. Page. There is an old tale goes, that Herne 

| the hunter, 
Sometime a keeper here in Windſor foreſt, 
Doth all the winter-time at ſtill of midnight 
Walk round about an oak, with ragged horns; 
And there he blaſts the tree, and takes the cattle 7; 

And makes milch-kine yield blood, and ſhakes a chain | 
In a moſt hideous and dreadful manner. 
You've heard of ſuch a ſpirit; and well you know, 
The ſuperſtitious idle-headed EIA 

| Receiv'd, and did deliver to our age, 
This tale of Herne the hunter for a truth. 
Page. Why, yet there want not many, that do fear 
In deep of n to walk By this Herne's oak; 
But what of this? 


Mrs. ford. Marry, this 1s our device 5 | 
That 


4 And takes the cattle.] To That Falſtaff at that Oak at Pal 
rale, in Shakeſpeare, ſignifies to meet with us, 
ſeize or ſtrike with a diſeaſe, to Page. Well; let it not be 


dlaſt. 80 in Hamlet, doubted, but he'll come- | 
No planet takes. Aud in this Shape when you 

So in Lear, have brought him thither, | 

Strike ber young limbs, Thus this Paſſage has been tranſ- 


7+ taking ai! *, avith lameneſc. mitted down to us, from the 
Me. Ford. Marry, this is Time of the firſt Edition by the 


our Devi: re, 5 Players: But What was this 
| | | Shape, 


DF WINDSOR | 3 
That Falſtaſf at that oak ſhall meet with us. . 
We'll ſend him word to meet us in the field, 


Diſguis'd like Herne, with huge horns on his head. 


Page. Well, let it not be doubted, but he']l come. 


And in this ſhape when you have brought him thither, 
What ſhall be done with him? what is your plot? 


Mrs. Page. That likewiſe we have thought upon, 


and thus: 


Nan Page (my daughter), and my little fon, 
And three or four more of rheir growth, we'll dreſs 
Like urchins, ouphes, and fairies, green and white, 
With rounds of waxen tapers on their heads, 


And rattles in their hands; upon a ſudden, 


As Falſtaff, ſhe, and I, are newly met, 
Let them from forth a ſaw-pit ruſh at once 


With ſome diffuſed ſong: 


upon their ſight, 


We two, in great amazedneſs, will fly ; 


5 Then let them all encircle him about, 


5 And fairy- like to pinch the unclean knight; 


And aſk him, why, that hour of fairy Revel, 


In their ſo ſacred paths he dares to tread 


In ſhape prophane? = 


— 


Mrs. Ford. And 'till he tell the truth, 
Let the ſuppoſed fairies pinch him round, 


And burn him with their tapers. 


Mrs. Page. Elie truth being known, 
We'll all preſent ourſelves; diſ-horn the ſpirit, 


Shape, in which Falfaff was 


to be appointed to meet ? For 
the women have not ſaid one 
word to aſcertain it. This makes 
it more than ſuſpicious, the De- 


fect in this Point mult be owing 


to ſome wiſe Retrenchment. The 
two intermediate Lines, which I 


have reſtored from the old Quar- 


to, are abſolutely neceſſary, and 
clear up the matter. THEO RBAL SD. 


5 With Janne diffuſed forg :} A . 
Ms And 


diffuſed fong ſignifies a ſong that 
ſtrikes out into wild ſentiments 
beyond the bounds of nature, 
ſuch as thoſe whoſe ſubjeC is fai- 
ry-land.. WakBURTON. 


And fairy like To pinch the 


unclean Knight ;] The Gram- 

mar requires us to read, 
And fairy like Too, pinch the 
"> Wav Anion Os; 
 VWarxpuRTOQ. 
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And mock him home to Windſor. 

Ford. The children muſt 
Be practis d well to this, or they'll ne'er do't. 

Eva. I will teach the children their behaviours; and 
I will be like a jack: an. apes alſo to burn the knight 
with my taper. 

Ford. This will be excellent. Pl go buy them yi- 
zards. 

Mrs. Page. My Nan ſhall be the Queen of all the 

fairies; finely attired in a robe of white. 

| Page. Thar ſilk will I go buy. And in that time” 


Shall Mr. Sender ſteal my Nan away, [Aude 
And marry her at Eaton. ———_ ſend to Falltof 
ſtraight, 


Ford. Nay, Tl to him again in the name of Bret ; 
he'll tell me all his purpoſe. Sure, he'll come. 
Mrs. Page. Fear not you that; go get us properties 
and tricking for our fairies. 
Eva. Let us about it, it is admirable pleaſures, and 
ferry honeſt knaverics. - ¶ Ex. Page, Ford and Evans 
Mrs. Page. Go, Mrs. ford, 
Send Luickly to Sir John to know his mind. 
[Exit Mrs. Ford. 
I'Il to the doctor; he hath my good will, 
And none but he, to marry with Nan Page. 
That Slender, tho' well landed, is anſideot; 
And he my huſband beſt of all affeds: 
The doctor is well mony'd, and his friends 
Potent at court; he, none but he, ſhall have her; 
Tho' TY thouſand Werthier came to crave her. 
| Exit. 
"oF That. fa 11 vill 7 g² by, and dently relating to the time of the 
n that time —— Mr. 7 hes- maſk with which Falſiaf was to 
bald referring that time to the be entertained, and which makes 
time of buying the ſilk, alters the whole ſubject of this dialogue. 


it to ire. But there is no need Therefore the common reading is 
cot any change: That time evi- right. WarBuRTON. 


SCENE 


OF WINDSOR. 
„„ 
- C hanges to the Garter-Ian, 


Euter Hoſt and simple. 


H ſt. HAT would'ſt hs he. boor ! ? = 4 7 
4 thick-ſkin? Tpeak, breathe, diſcuſs; 
brief, ſhort, quick, ſnap. 

Simp. Marry, Sir, I come to ſpeak with Sir John 

Falkaf, from Mr. Slender. 
Hab. There's his chamber, his houſe, his caſtle; 
his ſtanding-bed and truckle-bed *; tis painted about 
with the ſtory of the Prodigal, freſh and new; go, 
knock and call; hell ſpeak like an anthropophaginian 
unto thee : knock, I fay. 

Simp. There's an old woman, a far woman gone up 
into his chamber; Pll be ſo bold as ſtay, Sir, till ſhe 
come down : I come to ſpeak with her, indeed. 
Heat. Ha! a fat woman? the Knight may be robb'd; 

I'll call. Bully-Knight! Bully-Sir John, / ſpeak from 
thy lungs military: art thou there? it is thine Hoſt, 

thine E an, om . 


Falſtaff above. 


Fa E now, mine Hoſt ? . 
Haſt. Here's a ? Bohemian-Tartar tarries the coming 


8 Standing-bed and truckle bed. ] - While his Joung maſter Jieth oer 


| The uſual furniture of chambers his head. 


in that time, was a ſtanding-bed, _9 Beohemian-Tartar. ] The 

under which was a trochle, truc- French call a Bohemian what we 
dle or running bed, In the ſtand- call a Gyp/ey ; but I believe the 
ing-hed lay the maiter, and in Hoſt means nothing more than, 
the truckle-bed the ſeryant. So by a wild appellation, to inſinu- 
in Hall's account of a ſervile tu- ate that Simple makes a ſtrange 


tor: 5 3 
K. birth i * the wuckle-bed, 


down 
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down of thy fat woman: let her deſcend, bully, let 
her deſcend; my chambers | are honourable. Fie, 


Privacy : ? fie} 


Enter Falſtaff. 


Ful. There was, mine Hoſt, an old fat woman even 
now with me, but ſhe's gone. | 

Simp. Pray you, Sir, was't not the wiſe woman of 
Brainford? _ | 
| Fal. Ay, marry was it, muſſel⸗ Helle . what would 

you with her? | 

Srmp. My maſter, Sir, my maſter 8 ſent to 
her, ſeeing her go thro' the ſtreet, to know, Sir, 
whether one Nym, Sir, that begun him of a chain, 
had the chain, or no. 

Fal. 1 ſpake with the old woman 50 it. 

Simp. And what ſays ſhe, I pray, Sir? 5 

Tal. Marry, ſhe ſays, that the very ſame man, that 
beguil'd maſter Slender of his chain, cozen'd him ot 

_ 

Simp. ad I could have ſpoken with the wo⸗ 
man herſelf; I had other things to have ſpoken with 
her too, fr om him. | | 

Tal. What are they? let us Know. 

H. Ay, come; quick. 

Simp. I may not conceal them, Sit. 

Tal. Conceal them, or thou dy'ſt. . | 

Simp. Why, Sir, they were nothin but 3 miſ- 
treſs Anne Page; to know, if it were my maſter” $ ber 
tune to have her or no. | 

Fal. Tis, *tis his * 

Simp. What, Sir? | | 
Fal. To have her, or no: go; ſay, the woman told 

me ſo. 

Simp. May 1 be ſo bold to ſay ſo, Sir? 
Tal. Ay, Sir; like who more bold. 


all. Fell.] He n poor Simple muſſel del, becauſe he 
Sins, 


Lands with boy mouth open. 


= f 


E wa 
Sin. Thank your worſhip: I ſhall make my maſter 
glad with theſe tidingss. [Exit Simple. 

_ Hoft. Thou art clarkly; thou art elarkly, Sir John: 
was there a wiſe woman with thee? 

Fal. Ay, that there was, mine Hoſt; one, that 
hath taught me more wit than ever J learned before in 
. my life; and I paid nothing for it neither, but was 


| Paid for my learning. 
SCENE MM: 
Enter Bardolph. 


Bard. Out, alas, Sir, cozenage! meer cozenage! 

Hoſt. Where be my horſes, ſpeak well of them, 
varletto. %%»; V „ 

Bard. Run away with the cozeners; for ſo ſoon as 
I] came beyond Eaton, they threw me off from behind 
one of them in a ſlough of mire, and ſet ſpurs, and 
away, like three German devils, three Doctor Fau- 
us © | 5 + 
| Hoſt. They are gone but to meet the Duke, villain; 
do not ſay, they are fled ; Germans are honeſt men. 


| Enter Evans, 


Eva, Where is mine Hoſt ? 

Hoſt. What is the matter, Sir? „„ 

Eva. Have a care of your entertainments; there is 
a friend o mine come to town, tells me, there is three 
cozen- jermans that has cozen'd all the Hoſts of Read. 
ing, of Maiden head, of Colebrook, of horſes and mo- 
ny. I tell you for good will, look you; you are wiſe, 
and full of gibes and vlouting- ſtocks, and *tis not con- 
venient you ſhould be cozen'd; fare you well. [ Exit. 


Enter Caius. 


Cains, Ver? 13 mine Hoſt de Farterre ? 


n * 
Kt Won 
* 9 


* 
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Hoſt. Here, maſter Doctor, in ren and doubt- : 
ful dilemma. | 

Caius. I cannot tell vat is dat; oth it is belege 
dat you make a grand preparation for a Duke de 


z 0 by my trot, der is no Duke, dat the 31 . 


, to come. I tell "ou for 8 will; adieu. 
Exit. 
Ht. Hue and cry, villain, gol aſſiſt me, Knight, 
I am undone; fly, run, hue and cry! Villain, I am 
undone! Exil. 
Fal. I would, all the world might be cozen'd, for 
I have been cozened and beaten too. If it ſhould 
come to the ear of the Court, how I have been tranſ- 
formed, and how my transformation hath been waſh'd 
and cudgel'd, they would melt me out of my fat, 
drop by drop, and liquor fiſhermen's boats with 
me. I warrant, they would whip me with their fine 
wits, till I were as creſt-fall'n as a dry'd pear. I ne- 
ver profper'd ſince I forſwore myſelf at Primero 
Well, if my wind were but long enough to ſay my 
prayers, I would repent. 


8 0 E N E. X. 
Enter M; 2 W 


Now, whence come you? 1 . 
Auic. From the two parties, forſooth. 
Tal. The devil take one party, and his dam the 

other, and ſo they ſhall be both beſtow'd. I have ſuf- 

fer'd more for their ſakes, more than the villainous in- 
conffancy of man's diſpoſition is able to bear. 

2zic. And have not they ſuffer d? yes, I warrant, | 
ſpeciouſly one of them; miſtreſs Ford, good heart, is 
beaten black and blue, that you « cannot ſee a white ipot 
about her, | 

* Primero.] A game at cards. 
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Fal. What tell'ſt thou me ef black and blue? I was 
beaten myſelf into all the colours of the rainbow; and 
I was like to be apprehended for the witch of Brains 
ford; but that my admirable dexterity of wit, coun- 
rerfeiting the * action of an old woman, deliver'd 5 
the knave conſtable had ſet me i'th' ſtocks, i i thꝰ com 
mon ſtocks, for a witch. _ 
Quic. Sir, let me ſpeak with you in your nber 
you {hall hear how things go, and, I warrant, to your 
content. Here is a letter will ſay ſomewhat. Good 
hearts, what ado. is here to bring you together? ſure, 
one of you does not ſerve heav'n well, that you are 
ſo croſs'd. | 

Tal. Come up into my chamber. { Exeunt, 


8 15 E N E XI. 
Enter "SDL. and Hoſt. 


Ht. Maſter Fenton, talk not to me; my mind * 


heavy, 
1 will give over all. 


Fent. Vet hear me walk] aſſiſt me in my papa 
And, as J am a gentleman, PI give thee | 
A hundred pounds in gold more than your loſs. 


Action of an old Woman.] 
What! was it any Dexterity of 


Wit in Sir-7obz Fal/taf, to coun- 


terfeit the Action of an cd Wo- 
man, in order to eſcape being 
apprehended for a Witch ? Sure- 
ly, one would imagine, This 


was the readieſt Means to bring 


him into ſuch a Scrape: for none 


but Ol Women have ever been 


ſuſpected of being Witches. The 
Text muſt certainly be reſtor'd, 
a wood Woman, a crazy, fran- 
tick Woman; one too wild, and 
lilly, and unmeanivg, to have 


$: 


either the Malice or miſchiev- 
ous Subtlety of a Witch in her. 

| 'THEOBALD. 

This emendation is received 


by Sir Thomas Hanmer, but re- 


jected by Dr. Warburton. To 
me it appears reaſonable enough. 
+ The great fault of this play 
is the frequency of expre 15 
ſo fane, that no nec 0 
altos erving character en jd 
them. There are laws of high- 


er authority than thoſe of eriti- 
ciſm. 


= 


ap 
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Hoſt. I will hear you, maſter Fenton ; ; and [ will, at 
| the leaſt, keep your counſel. 

Fen. From time to time I have acquainted you 
With the dear love I bear to fair Anne Page ; 
Who, mutually, hath anſwer'd my affection 
G far forth as herſelf might be her chuſer) 

Er'n to my wiſh. I have a letter from her 

Of ſuch contents, as you will wonder at; 

The mirth whereof's fo larded with my matter, 
That neither ſingly can be manifeſted, _ 

Without the ſhew of both. Fat Sir John Talſtalf 
Hath a great Scene; the image of the jeſt 

SHeroing a. letter. 

PI how you here at large. Hark, good mine Holſt; 
To night ar Herne's Oak, juſt *rwixt twelve and one, 

- Muſt my ſweet Nan preſent the Fairy Queen; 5 
The purpoſe why, is here; in which diſguiſe, 

While other jeſts are ſomething rank on foot, 

Her father hath commanded her to flip 

Away with Slender, and with him at Eaton n 

Immediately to marry; ſhe hath conſented Nom, 
__— 

Her mother, ever ſtrong againſt that match, 

And firm for Doctor Caius, hath appointed 

That he ſhall likewiſe ſhuſſſe her away, 

While other ſports are taſking of their minds; 

And at the Deanry, where a prieſt attends, 


Straight marry her; To this her mother's. Plot 


She, ſeemingly obedient, likewiſe hath : 
Made promiſe to the Doctor. Now, thus it reſts; 
Her father means ſhe ſhall be all in white, 

And in that dreſs when S/ender ſecs his time 

To take her by the hand, and bid her go, 


She ſhall go with has Her moths intended, 


The better to devote her to the Doctor, | 
(For they mult all be maſk'd and vizarded) 
That, quaint in green, ſhe ſhall be looſe 78, 


With 1 e Haring bout her head; TY , 
; | N 
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And when the doctor ſpies his vantage ripe, 
To pinch her by the hand, and on that token, 
The maid hath given conſent to go with him. 

_ Heſtt, Which means ſhe to deceive: ? father or mo- 

ther! 

Fient. Both, my good Hoſt, to go 4 with ne 
And here it reſts, that you'll On. Vicar 
To ſtay for me at church, *twixt twelve and one, 
And in the lawful name of marrying, 

To give our hearts united ceremony, 

Hoſt. Well, huſband your device; I'll to the Vicar, 
13 you the maid, you ſhall not lack a prieſt. 
FTent. So ſhall I evermore be bound to thee; 
Beſides, Ill make a n recampence. [Exeunt. 


8 C B N XII 
| Re-enter Falſtaff and Miſtreſs Quickly. 


Fal. Pr rhe, no more pratling. Go. Il hold. 
This is the third time; I hope, good luck lyes in odd 
numbers. Away, go; they ſay, there is divinity in 
odd numbers, either in nativity, chance, or death. — 
Away. 
Quic. TN provide you a chain, and I'll do what 1 
can to get you a pair of horns. [Exit Mrs. Quickly. 
Fal. Away, I 75 ; time wears: hold up FORE head 
and mince. 


„ 
How now, maſter Brook ? maſter Brook, the matter 


will be known to-night, or never. Be you in the 
Park about midnight, at Herne's Oak, and you ſhall 


ſiee wonders. 


Ford. Went you not to her yeſterday, Sir, as you = 
told me you had appointed? f 


Fal. 
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Tul. I went to her, maſter Brook, as you ſee, like * 
poor old man; but I came from her, maſter root, 
like a poor old woman. That ſame knave, Ford her 
huſband, hath the fineſt mad devil of —_— in him, 


maſter Brook, that ever govern'd frenzy. I will tell 
you ; he beat me grievonſly, in the ſhape of a wo- 
man; for in the ſhape of a man, maſter Brook, I fear 
not Goliah with a weaver's beam; becauſe 1 know al- 
fo, life is a ſhuttle; I am in haſte; go along with me; 
Fit tell you all, maſter Brook. Since I pluckt geeſe, 
play'd truant, and whipt top, I knew not what *rwas 
to be beaten, *till lately. Follow me, III tell you | 
ſtrange things of this knave Ford, on whom to night 

I will be reveng'd, and I will deliver his wife into your 
hand — Follow; as things i in hand, maſter Brook. 
follow. _ 5 n. 


AC T v. SCENE I. 
Windlor Park. 


Enter Fase Shallow, ind Slender. 
PaGE. * 


\OME, come; we'll couch 7th? caſtle-ditch, ll 
we ſee the light of our fairies. Remember, * 

Slender, my daughter. 
| Slen. Ay, forſooth, I have ſpoke with "PR 104 we 
have a nay- word how to know one another. I come 
to her in white, and cry, mum ; ſhe cries, budget, and 
by that we know one another. | 

Shal. That's good too; but what needs either your 
mum, or her budget? the white will decipher her well | 
a & hath ſtruck ten 0 clock. 


Page. 


* 


come it well; heav'n proſper our ſport! No man means 
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Page. The night is dark, light and ſpirits will be- 


evil but the devil *, 5 and we ſhall know him 0 his horns, 


i 


Let's away; follow me. | . [Exeunt. 
g&Er NE WH 
Enter Miſtreſs Page, Miſtreſs Ford and Caius. 


Mrs. Page. Mr. Doctor, my daughter is in green; 
when you ſee your time, take her by the hand, away 


with her to the Deanery, and diſpatch it quickly; 
go before into the Park; we two muſt go together. 


Caius. I know vat I have to do ; adieu. [ Exit. 
Mrs. Page. Fare you well, Sir. My huſband will 
not rejoice ſo much at the abuſe of Falſtaſ, as he will 
chafe at the Doctor's marrying my daughter; but 'tis 


no matter; better, a little chiding, than a great deal 


of heart-break. 

Mrs. Ford. Where is Nan now, and her troop of 
fairies, and the Welch devil Evans * ? 

Mrs. Page. They are all couch'd in a pit hard by 
Herne's Oak, with obſcur'd lights; which, at the very 
inſtant of Faltaff*s and our meeting, they . at 
once diſplay to the night. 

Mrs. Ford. That cannot chuſe but amaze him. 

Mrs. Page. If he be not amaz'd, he will be mock'd; 
if he be amaz'd, he will every way be mock'd. 

Mrs. Ford. We'll betray him finely. 


5 No MAN means evil but the, Herne, and he was no „ alba, 


devil.] This is a double blunder ; Where was the Attention, or Sa- 


Ard the Welch Dewil Herne: 
But Falſiaſ was to repreſent 


tor ſome, of whom this was gacity, of our Editors, not to 


ſpoke, were women, We ſhould obſerve that Mrs. Ford is inquir- | 


tead then, 20 ONE means. ing for Evans by the Name of 


| Waxzukrox. the Welch Devil? Dr. Thirlby 
The former impreflion : } likewiſe diſcover'd the Blunder 
ol this Paſſage, TREOBAL p. 


vor 1 os 
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Mrs. Page. Againſt ſuch lewdſters, and their lechery, 


Thoſe, that betray them, do no treachery, 
Mrs. Ford. The hour draws on; to the Oak, to 


the Oak. | | 


Enter Evans and Fairies. 


Eva. Trib, trib, fairies; come, and remember 


your parts; be pold, I pray you; follow me into the 
pit; and when I give the watch-'ords, do as I pid you; 
come, come; trib, trib. [Exeunt, 
SCENE M. 
Enter Falſtaſf, with a Buck's head on. | 
Fal. The Windſor bell hath ſtruck twelve, the mi 


: nute draws on; now, the hot-blooded Gods aſſiſt me 


Remember, Fove,- thou waſt a bull for thy Europa; 
love ſet on thy horns. Oh powerful love! that, in 
ſome reſpects, makes a beaſt a man; in ſome other, 
a man a beaſt: You were alſo, Fupiter, a ſwan, for 
the Love of Leda: Oh, omnipotent love! how near 
the God drew io the complexion of a gooſe ? A fault 
done firſt in the form of a beaſt O Jove, a 
beaſtly fault in the ſemblance of a fow! : — think 


ogn't, Jove, a foul fault. When Gods have hot backs, 


what ſhall poor men do? for me, I am here a Windſor 
ſtag, and the fatteſt, I think, 7th? foreſt. Send me 
a cool rut- time, Jouve, or who can blame me to pils 
my tallow ? who comes here? my Doe? N 


Enter Miftreſs Ford and Mzi:/treſs Page. 


Mrs. Ford, Sir John ? art thou there, my deer? m) 
male- deer? 5 
Fal. My doe with the black ſcut? let the {ky rain 


potatoes; let it thunder to the tune of Green. Seen 
5 | - al 


[ Exeunt, - 


le 
V6 
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hail kiſſing-comfits, and ſnow eringoes ; let there come 
a tempeſt of provocation, I will ſhelter me here. 

Mrs. Ford. Miſtreſs Page is come with me, ſweet 
hearr. 8 ; 


[ will keep my ſides to myſelf, my ſhoulders for the 

fellow of this walk *, and my horns I bequeath your 

huſbands. Am I a woodman, ha? Speak I like Herne 

the hunter? why, now is Cupid a child of conſcience, 

he makes reſtitution. As I am a true ſpirit, welcome! 
- I Noiſe ⁊uithin. 

Mrs. Page. Alas! what noiſe? TR” 

Mrs. Ford. Heav'n forgive our fins! 

Tal. What ſhould this be? 

Mrs. Ford. \ 

Mrs. Page. 1 | 

| | [The women run out. 


Fal. I think the devil will not have me damn'd, 


leſt the oil that is in me ſhould ſer hell on fire; he ne- 
ver would elle croſs me thus, 


SCENE I. 


| Enter Sir Hugh like a. Satyr ; Quickly, and' others, 
dreſt like Fairies, with Tapers, | 


Quic. Fairies, black, gray, green, and white, 
You moon-ſhine revellers, and ſhades of night, 
You Ouphen heirs of fixed deſtiny ?, | 
Alttend your office, and your quality, 
| Crier hobgoblin, make the fairy o-yes. 


| 7 Divide me like a brib'd- his ſhoulders for him, I do not 
Buck, ] Thus all the old Copies, underſtand. | 

miſtakingly : It muſt be bribe- 9 You ORPHAN-heirs of fixed 
buck; i. e. a Buck ſent for a deftiny.] But why Orphan-heirs ? 


Bribe. Tuzogarb. Deſtiny, whom they ſucceeded, 


s Felhay of this walk,] Who was yet in being. Doubtleſs the 
the /z/low is, or why he keeps Poet wrote, | : : 
OG == Nn 2 or 


1 


Tal. Divide me like a bride-buck, each a haunch; 


A 


Eva. 
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Eva. Elves, liſt your names; ſilence, you airy toys 
Cricket, to Windſor chimneys ſhalt thou leap: 
Where fires thou find*it unrak'd, and hearths unſwept, 
There pinch the maids as blue as bilbery. 


Our radiant 


ueen hates ſluts and ſluttery. 


Fal. They're fairies; he, that ſpeaks to chem, {hall 


die. 


Pill wink and couch; no man their works muſt eye. 


Eva. Where's Pede 2 


a maid, 


Hes down upon his face, 


go you, and where you find 


That, ere ſhe ſleep, hath thrice her Prayers ſaid, 
Rein up the organs of her fantaſy * ; 


Sleep ſhe as ſound as careleſs infancy; 


Lou OUPHEN heirs of fixed def 


tiny. 
1. e. 2 Elves, who miniſter, 
and ſucceed in ſome of the works 
of deſtiny. They are called, in 
this Play, both before and Aller 


wards, Ouphes; here Oupben - 


en being the plural termination 
of Saxon nouns, For the word 


is from the Saæon, Alpenne, la- 
Or it may be 
underſtood to be an adjective, as 


miæ, dæmones. 


Wooden, Twoollen, golden, = 
WARBURTON. 
* RAISE ap the organs of her 
Fantaſie ;] The ſenſe of this 
ſpeech is — that ſhe, who had 
performed her religious duties, 


thould be ſecure againſt the illu- 


ſion of fancy; and have her 
ſleep, like that of infancy, un- 


diſturbed by diſordered dreams. 


This was then the popular opi- 
nion, that evil ſpirits had a 
power over the fancy; and, by 


that means, could inſpire wick- | 


ed dreams into thoſe who, on 
their going to ſleep, had not re- 


protection of heaven. 


But 


— 


commended themſelves to the 
S0 Shake 
ſpeare makes one, on his lying 
down, fay, = 
From fairies, and the tempters if 
the night, 
Protect us, heawv'n ! 
As this is the ſenſe, let us ſee 
how the common reading exprel- 
ſes it; 
Raiſe up the organs of her far 
taſie, 
i. e. inflame her imagination with 
ſenſual ideas; which is juſt the 
contrary to what the Poet would 
have the ſpeaker ſay. We can- 
not therefore but conclude he 
wrote, 
REIN 2p the organs of he fan 
tafie, 
i. e. curb them, that ſhe be no 
more diſturbed by irregular ima 
ginations, than children in their 
—_ For, he adds immediate 
Ys 
Sleep ſhe as _ as cards of in- 


 Jangy 
80 i in the : Tango, 5 
Give 
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But thoſe, that ſleep, and think not on their ſins, 5 
Pinch them, arms, legs, backs, ſhoulders, ſides and 


ſhins. 8 
Quic. About, about; 


Search Windſor caſtle, elves, within and out. 
Strew good luck, ouphes, on every ſacred room, 
That it may ſtand 'till the perpetual Doom, 


Worthy 


In ſtate as wholſom, as in {tare tis fit *; 
the owner, as the owner its. 


The ſeveral chairs of Order look your ſcour, 


With juice of balm and ev'ry precious flow'r : 


Each fair Inſtalment Coat and ſev'ral Creſt, 


With loyal blazon evermore be bleſt! 


And nightly-meadow-tfairies, look, you ſing, 
Like to the Garter-compaſs, in a ring: | 
Th' expreſſure that it bears, green let it Be 


Giwe not dalliance too much the 


REIN, 


And in Meaſure for Meaſure, 


1 give my ſenſual race the 
REIN. 

To give the rein, being juſt the 

contrary to rein up. The ſame 


thought he has _ in Mack- 
beth, 


— Merciful, powers ! 
Reftrain i in me the curſed thoughts 
that nature 
Gives bay to in repoſe. 
| WARBURTON. 
In flate as wholſome.] The 


| Oxford Editor, not knowing the 


meaning of wvho/ſome, has alter d 
It to, 
Jn fite as wwholſom, 


and ſo has made the wiſh a moſt 


abſurd one. For the ſite or ſi- 


taation muſt needs be what it is, 


More fertile-freſh than all the field to ſee; 
And, Hon) Soit Sui Mal y Penſe write, | 
In emrold-iſs, flow rs e blue and white * . 


Like 


till the general Jefiraftion; But 


. wholſom here ſignifies integer. 


He wiſhes the cattle may ftand 
in its preſent ſtate of perfection, 


which the following words are 


ly ſhew, 


= as in flate "tis fit. 
| WARBURTON, 
T Worthy the oxoner, AND the 


babner it.] And cannot be the 
true reading. 


The context will 
not allow it; and his court to 
Queen eden directs us to 


another, 


— As the owner it. 


for, ſure, he had more addreſs 
than to content himſelf with wiſh- 
ing a thing t0 be, which his com- 
plaiſance muſt ſuppoſe actually 


cbt, namely, the worth of the 
owner. WARBURTON. 


+ In emrold- hi, flow rs PUR- 
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Buckled below fair Knight-hood's —_ knee; 5 


Like ſaphire, pearl, and rich embroidery, 


Fairies uſe flow'rs for their charactery “. 
Away, diſperſe ; but, 'till *tis one o'clock, 
Our dance of cuſtom round about the Oak 
Of Herne, the hunter, let us not forget. 
Eva. Pray you, lock hand in hand, yourſelves in 


order ſet; 


And twenty glow-worms ſhall our lanthorns be, 
To guide our meaſure round about the tree. 
But ſtay, I ſmell a man of middle earth 5, 

Fal. Heav'nsdefend me from thatWelch fairy,leſ he 
transform me to a piece of cheeſe ! 

Eva. Vild worm, thou waſt o er. look de ev'n in ak 


birth, 


PLE, blue and . 


Like ſaphire, pearl, AND rich 


embroidery, | Theſe lines 
are moſt miſerably corrupted. 
In the words, —F/cavers purple, 
blue and white, — the purple is 
left uncompared. To remedy 
this, the Editors, who ſeem to 
have been ſenſible of the imper- 
fection of the compariſon, read, 
AND rich embroidery ; : that is, 
caccording to them, as the blue 
and white flowers are compared 
to ſaphire and pearl, the purple 
is compared to rich embroidery. 
Thus inftead of mending one 


falſe ſtep they have made two, 


by bringing /aphire, pear! and 
rich embroidery under one predi - 
cament. The lines were wrote 
thus by the Poet, 
In emrold-tuffs, flew'r rs PUR- 
FLED, blue and white, 


Like ſaphire, pearl, ix rich en- 


broidery, 
7. e. let there be blue and white 
ach rs worked on the green- 


word, ike ſaphire and pearl. 12 
4 


x have ſhewn above. 


rich embroidery. To purfie is to 
over-lay with tinſel, gold thread, 
&c. ſo our anceſtors called a cer- 
tain lace of this kind of work a 
purfling-lace; Tis from the 
French, pourfiler. So Spencer, 
he was yclad 
All in a filken Camus, lilly-au bite, 
PURFLED zbon, with many a 
folded plight. 
The change of and into in, in 
the ſecond verſe, is neceſſary. 
For flow'rs worked, or purfed 
in the graſs, were not like fa- 
phire and pearl ſimply, but fa- 
phire and pearl in embroidery. 
How the corrupt reading and 
was introduced into the text, we 
WaRBURT. 
5 charactery. For the 

matter with which they make 
nm. 

— of middle earth.) Spi- 
rits are ſuppoſed to inhabit the 
ethereal regions, and fairies to 
dwell under ground, men there- 
fore are in a middle ſtation. 


QAuic. 
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NQuic. With trial fire touch me his finger-end; 
If he be chaſte, the flame will back deſcend, 


And turn him to no pain; 


but if he ſtart, 


It is the fleſh of a corrupted heart. 


Eva. A trial, come. 


[They burn him with their tapers, and pinch him. 
Caine will this wood take fire? 


Fal. Oh, oh, oh! 


Duc. Corrupt, corrupt, and tainted in deſire; - 
About him, fairies, ſing a ſcornful rhime: 

And, as you trip, {till pinch him to your time. 
Eva. It is right, indeed; 2 is full of ee 


and iniquity. 


'The 


SONG, 


Tie on finful 3 


Tie on luſt 


and luxury: 


Luft is but a bloodiſh fire v, 
Kindled with unchaſte deſire, 
Ted in heart, whoſe flames aſpire, 
As thoughts do blow them, higher and bigher. 
Pinch him fairies, mutually ; 
Pinch him for his villainy : 
Pinch him, and burn him, and turn him about, 
Till candles, and ſtar-light, and moon-ſhine be out. 


During this Song, they pinch him. 


Dodtor Caius 


comes one way, and ſteals away a boy in green; Slen- 
der another way, and he takes away a boy in white; 


5 65 Eva. It is le indeed, 4—] 
This ſhort Speech, which, is very 
much in Character for Sir Hugh, 
J have inſerted from the old 
Quarto's, 

7 Luft is but a bloody fire,] So 
the old copies. 1 once thought 

it ſhould be read, 


Nn4 


Luft i is but a 4 fire, | 
but Sir T. Hanmer reads with leſs 
violence, | 

Luft is but 'th' blood a fire. 

5 Daring this Song,] This Di- 
rection I thought proper to inſert 
from the old ow 0's. 

 THEOBALD, 


and 
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and Fenton comes, and ſteals way Mrs. Ann Page. 


A noiſe of hunting is made within, All the Fairies 
run away. Falſtaff pulls of his Buck's head, and 


7 . 
3 


| Enter Page, Ford, Sc. They lay hold on him. 
Page. Nay, do not fy ; [ think, we've watcht you 


now; 
Will none but Herne the hunter ſerve your turn? 

Mrs. Page. I pray you, come; hold up the jeſt no 

igher. 

Now, had Sir John, how like you Windſor wives: 5 
See you theſe, huſbands ? do not theſe fair Voaks 
Become the Foreſt better than the Town ? 

Ford. Now, Sir, who's a cuckold now? maſter 
Brook, Falſtaff *s a knave, a cuckoldly knave, here are 
his horns, maſter Brook; and, mafter Brook, he hath 
enjoy'd nothing of Ford's but his buck-baſker, his 
cudgel, and twenty pounds of mony, which muſt be 
paid to maſter Brook; his horſes. are arreſted for it, 


maſter Brook. 


Mrs. Ford. Sir John, we have had ill rh we could 


never meet. 


I will never take you for my love again, 


but I will always count you my deer. 
Fal. I do begin to * that Jam made an aſs. 


Ste you theſe lu band 2 Do 


not theſe fair Oaks 
Become the Foreft better than the 
Tewnf] What Oaks, in 
the Name of Nonienſe, do our 


ſagacious Editors make Mrs. Page 


talk of? The Oaks in the Par“? 


But there was no Intention of 


tranſplanting them into the Tow. 
Talis inſcitiæ me quidem pu- 
dect, pigetque. The firſt Folio reads, 
-C the Poet nn, 2 oaks and 


Mrs. Page's Meaning is this. She 
ſpeaks it to her own, and Mrs. 
Ford's Huſband, and aſks them, 
if they ſee the Horns in Falflaff”s 
Hand ; and then, alluding to 
them as the Types of Cuckoiaon, 
puts the Queſtion, whether thoſc 
Tals are not more proper in the 
Forefts than in the Town, 1. e. 


than in their Families, as a Re- 


TREOBALD. 


Ford. 


proach to them. 
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Ford. Ay, and an ox too: both the proofs are ex- 
tant. 

Fal. And theſe are not fairies ? I was three or four 
times in the thought, they were not fairies; and yet 
the guiltineſs of my mind, the ſudden ſurprize of my 

powers, drove the groſsneſs of the foppery into a re- 
ceiv'd belief, in deſpight of the teeth of all rhime and 
reaſon, that they were fairies. See now, how wit may 
be made a jack. a- lent, when tis upon ill py | 
ment! = 

Eva. Sir John Falſtaff, ſerve Got, and leave your 1 
deſires, and fairies will not pinſe you. | 

Ford. Well ſaid, fairy Hugh. | | 

Eva, And leave you your jealouſies too, I pray you. 

Ford. J will never miſtruſt my wife again, till thou 
art able to woo her in good Engliſh, 

Fal. Have I laid my brain in the ſun and dry'd it, 
that it wants matter to prevent ſo groſs o'er-reaching as 

this? am I ridden with a Welch goat too? ſhall IJ have 

a coxcomb of frize? *tis time, I were choak'd with 4 
piece of toaſted cheeſe. 


Eva. Seeſe is not good to give putter; your pelly i is 
all putter. 
Fal. Seeſe and Potter ? have L liv'd to ſtand in the 
taunt of one, that makes fritters of Engliſb? this is 
enough to be the decay of Juſt and ag-walking, 
through the Realm. - 
Mrs. Page. Why, Sir John, do you think, though 
we would have thruſt virtue out of our hearts by the 
head and ſhoulders, and have given ourſelves without 
ſcruple to hell, that ever the devil could have made 
you our delight? 


Ford. What, a hodge-pudding : 2:4 bag of flax $ 
my Page. A puft man? 


| 3 Old, cold, wither'd, and of intolerable en- 


trale 
Ford. And one that is as ſlanderous as Satan? 
Page. And as poor as Job © 5 
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_ - Ford. And as wicked as his wife? 

Eva. And given to fornications, and to taverns, and 
facks, and wines, and metheglins, and to drinkings, and 
ſwearings, and ſtarings, pribbles and prabbles ? 

Fal. Well, I am your theme; you have the ſtart 
of me; Iam dejected; T am not able to anſwer the 
Welch flannel; ignorance itſelf 1 is a Pane o'er me; 
uſe me as you will. 
| Ford. Marry, Sir, we'll bring you to Windſor to one 

Mr. Brook, that you have cozen'd of mony, to whom 
you ſhould have been a pander: over and above that 


you have ſuffer'd, I think, to repay that mony will be 


a biting affliction. 


Ms. Ford. Nay, huſband, let That go to make 


amends : 


Forgive that Sum, and ſo we'll all be Friends. 
Ford. Well, here's my hand; all's forgiven at laſt. 
Page. Yet be cheerful, Knight; thou ſhalt eat a 

| poſler to night at my houſe, where I will deſire thee 


to laugh at my wife, that now laughs at thee. 


Tell 


her, Mr. Slender hath marry'd her daughter. 
Mrs. Page. Doctors doubt that; if Anne Page be my 


8 daughter, ſhe is, by this, Doctor Caius wite. 


2 — ignorance itſelf is a plum- 
nut oer me;| Though this 
de perhaps not intelligible, yet it 
is an odd way of confeſſing his 
dejection. I ſhould wiſh to read, 

— ignorance itſelf has a Pl ume 
o nie. 
That i is, I am fo depreſſed that 
+ tonorance itſelf plucks me, and 
decks itſelf with the ſpoils of 
my weakneſs. 

2 Mrs, Ford. Nay, Huſband, ] 
This and the following little 
Speech I have inſerted from the 
old Quarto s. The Retrench- 


Aide. 


ment, 1 preſume, was by the 
Players. Sir John Falſtaff is 
ſufficiently puniſh'd, in being 
diſappointed and expoſed. The 
Expectation of his being proſe- 
cuted for the twenty Pounds, 


gives the Concluſion too tragical 


a Turn. Beſides, it is poetical 
Juſtice that Ford ſhould ſuſtain 
this Loſs, as a Fine for his un- 
reaſonable Jealouſy. TRHEOBAL D. 
. 3 The two plots are excel- 
lently connected, and the tranſ- 
ition very artfully made in this 
ſpeech. 
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SL CENKE 
Enter Slender. 


Slen. What hoe! hoe! father Page. . 

Page. Son, how now ? how now, ſon, have you 
diſpatch'd? 
| len Diſpatch'd: 7 PI make the beſt i in Glouceſterſhire | 
know on't; would I were hang'd la, elſe. | 

Page. Of what, ſon ? 

Slen. I came yonder at Eaton to marry miſtreſs Anne 
Page, and ſhe's a great lubberly boy. If it had not 
been th? church, I would have ſwing'd him, or he 

ſhould have ſwing'd me. If I did not think it had been 
Anne Page, would I might never ſtir, and tis a poſt- 
maſter's boy. 

Page. Upon my life, Ai you took the wrong. 

Slen. What need you tell me that? I think ſo, when 
I took a boy for a girl: if I had been marry'd to him, 
for all he was in woman's apparel, I would not have 
be him, 
Page. Why, this is your own folly, Did not I tell 
you, Ih you ſhould know my daughter by her gar- 


ments ? 
Slen. I went to her in white and cry'd mum, and ſhe 
cry'd budget, as Anne and I had appointed ; and yo N 
was not Anne, but a poſt-maſter's boy. 
Eva, Jeſhu! Maſter Slender, cannot you ſee bur | 
marry boys? 
Page. O, I am vext at heart. What ſhall Ido? 
Mrs. Page. Good George, be not angry; I knew of 
Jour purpole, turn'd my daughter into green, and, in- 
_ deed, ſhe is now with the Doctor at the Deutz and 
e married. | 


SCENE 
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N VII. 
Enter Caius. 


Caius. Ver is miſtreſs Page? by gar, 1 am cozen'd ; 
I ha” marry'd one garſoon, a boy; one peaſant, by gar; 
a boy; it is not Anne Page; by gar, I am cozen d. 
Mrs. Page. Why? did you not take her in green? 
Caius. Ay, be gar, and tis a boy; be gar, II raiſe 
all Windſor. | | 
Ford. This is ſtrange! who hath got the right Anne? 
Page. My heart miſgives me; here comes Mr. Fenton. 


Enter Fenton, and Anne 1 


. now, Mr. Fenton? 


Anne. Pardon, good father; good my mother, par- 
don. 


Page. Now, miſtreſs, how chance you went not 
with Mr. Slender ? 


1 1 Page. Why went you not with Mr. Dodos 

maid? 
Fent. You do amaze "ns Hear the ruth of it. 

You would have marry'd her moſt ſhamefully, 

Where there was no proportion held in love: 

The truth is, ſhe and I, long ſince contracted, 

Are now fo ſure, that nothing can diſſolve us. 

Th? offence is holy, that ſhe hath committed; 

And this deceit loſes the name of craft, 

Of diſobedience, or unduteous title; 

Since therein ſhe doth evitate and ſhun 


A thouſand irreligious curſed hours, 


Which forced marriage would have brought upon her. 
Ford. Stand not amaz'd, here is no remedy 

In love, the heav'ns themſelves do guide the ſtate; 
Mony buys lands, and wives are fold by fate. 


Tal. 
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Fal. 1 am glad, tho“ you have ta'en a fpectal Stand 
to ſtrike at me, that your arrow hath glanc'd. 

* Page. Well, what remedy : Fenton, heav'n give 

"thee | Joy ! ! | 

What cannot be eſchew'd, muſt be embrac'd. 

Eva. J will alſo dance and eat plums at your Wed- 
ding g. | 
Fal. When night-dogs run, ; al ſorts of deer are 
chac'd. 
Mrs. Page. Well, I will muſe no further. Mr. 

Fenton, | 

Heav'n give you many, many merry days! 
Good huſband, let us every one go home, 
And laugh this ſport o'er by a country fire, 
Sir 7% n and all. 

Tord. Let it be ſo: Sir John, | 
To maſter Brook you yet ſhall hold your wants 
For " to-night, _ lye with miſtreſs Ford. 

[ Exeunt omnes. 


* 0 the firſt ſketch of this ment of which I regret the omiſ- 
play, which, as Mr. Pope ob- fion occurs at this critical time, 
ſerves, 1s mack inferiour to the when Fenton briugs in his wife, 
latter performance, the only ſenti- there is this dialogue. 


Met. Ford. Come, M. ſtreſs Page, I muſ# be bold with you, 
"Tis pity to part lome that is fo true. | 
Mrs. Page. [aſide.] Although that I hawe miſſed in my intent, 
Yet Iam glad my huſband's match is craſſed. 
— Here, Fenton, take her. 
Eva. Come, Maſier Page, you muſt needs agree. 
Ford. Þ faith, Sir, come, you ſee your wife is pleaſed. 
Page. I cannot tell, and yet my heart is caſed; 
And yet it doth me good the doctor miſſed. 
Come hither, Fenton, and come hither, Daughter. 


The Exp of the SECOND VoLUME. 


